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The Vindication of Louis de Rougemont.

NEW LIGHT ON A TWENTY-YEAR-OLD MYSTERY.

^TIWENTY odd years ago THE WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE published

J. a narrative that electrified the worldâ�� ' The Adventures of

Louis de Rougemont." It was translated into every civilized

language, and Louis de Rougemont became the most-talked-of man _of

the day. Almost immediately, however, his statements were attacked,

and finally, certain discrepancies being discovered, the public concluded

that he was an imaginative impostor. Well-nigh heartbroken, but still

protesting he had spoken the truth, and that some day the fact would be

revealed, De Rougemont disappeared into obscurity. During the long

years that ensued, whenever his name cropped up, it was always greeted

with ridicule. Even when the poor old man diedâ��in June of last yearâ��

some of his former critics thought fit to make final sneers at his veracity.

And now, after close on a quarter of a century, comes his triumphant

vindicationâ��surety one of the most unique and dramatic incidents in the

history of joutnalism !

The diaries and photographs of an important cinematograph

expedition which has just returned from the far North-West of Australia,

following practically in the wanderer's footsteps, prove indisputably that,

in many of his most fiercely-criticized stories, De Rougemont told nothing

but the truth ! The full story of these fascinating new discoveries will be

found in the January WIDE WORLD MAGAZINE, which is now on sale

everywhere.



"ARRIVED IN HER SITTING-ROOM, SHE CLOSED THE DOOR. SHE HAD RATHER

THE LOOK OF A TIGRESS AS SHE TURNED AND FACED ME."

(See page 12.)



THE SINISTER QUEST

OF NORMAN GREYES

E-PHILLIPS

OPPENHEIM

ILLUSTRATED Bf

CHARLES CRO.4Brt!

N?2."THE KISS OF JUDAS"

Sir Norman Greyes, the chief figure in this thrilling series of detective stories,

having resigned his high position at Scotland Yard, makes a practice of

studying the criminal world from the outsider's point of view.

ON the evening of my return from

the Riviera after a three months'

holiday, I was accosted in the

lounge of Marridge's Hotel by a

middle-aged man of inconspicuous appear-

ance, who had been seated in a corner alone.

It was some few seconds before I could

recall him to my memory, but curiously

enough a crowd of unpleasant associations

gathered themselves together in my mind

even before I recognized him.

" You haven't forgotten me and our golf

down at Woking, Sir Norman ? " he asked.

I knew all about him then.

" Mr. Stanfield, isn't it ?" I said. " No,

I haven't forgotten."

I was a few minutes early for my party,

and I accepted the offer of a cocktail from

my golfing acquaintance.

" That was an extraordinary interruption

to our first game," he remarked. " I never

fancied my little house much afterwards. I

gave it up, in fact, within the year."

" I heard you had left," I told him.

" Have you still your model domestic ? "

" She left me soon afterwards," he replied,

regretfully. " You had no luck in your

investigations, Sir Norman ? "

" I had no luck at all," I confessed.

" Yet I don't despair. I always have the

fancy that some day or other I shall solve

that mystery."

The waiter brought the cocktails, and we

raised our glasses.

" I drink, then, to that day, Sir Norman,"

my companion said.

" I am with you," I declared, heartily.

Vol. Ixiii. â��1. Copyright, 1921, by E.

We talked idly of various matters for a

few momentsâ��principally of golf, which I

had been playing regularly in the South of

France. There were several dinner-parties

being given in the restaurant that evening,

and some very beautiful women were in

evidence. One in particular attracted my

attention. She was tall, and, though slim,

beautifully made. Her complexion was

perfect, although a little colourless. Her

strange-coloured eyes had a nameless attrac-

tion. Her hair was just the shade of brown

which appealed to me. She bowed to my

companion as she passed, and joined a little

group at the farther end of the hall. The

last thing I noticed about her was her

wonderful string of pearls.

" That is a very beautiful woman," I

re-marked. " Do you know who she is ?"

" A South American widowâ��De Mendoza,

her name is."

" You know her ? "

" My humble apartment is on the same

floor as her suite," my companion replied.

" She is gracious enough sometimes to

remember the fact that we meet occasionally

in the lift."

My friends arrived, and I made my adieu

to my erstwhile golfing acquaintance. Some-

how or other, my meeting with him had left

an unpleasant impression behind it. It had

forced my thoughts back to the humiliating

recollection of the fact that the murderer of

Richard I.adbrooke still remained undis-

covered, and that the man who had called

himself Pugsley had walked away from

detection under our very eyes and never

Phillips Oppenheim.
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been heard of since. Amongst my fellow-

guests was an official of the Home Office,

and our conversation naturally drifted into

the subject of social order.

" Your connection with Scotland Yard

having long since ceased. Sir Norman," he

remarked to me, " you will not be over-

sensitive as to facts. The epidemic of crime

which was raging about two years ago

seems to have broken out again with exactly

the same results. There are four undetected

murders and five great robberies up to the

debit of your late department. Your people

believe that the same person is at the head

of them who planned all those robberies

eighteen months ago, and escaped arrest by

shooting the inspector."

I affected to take only a casual interest in

the information, but, as a matter of fact, I

was considerably moved. If the man who

had last concealed his identity under the

name of Pugsley, but whom I strongly

suspected to be the notorious Michael

Sayers, had really come out into the open

once more, life would possess a new interest

for me during the next few months.

We were a party of six that eveningâ��a

celebrated criminal lawyer and his wife, my

friend from the Home Office, with his wife

and sister-in-law, and myself. The criminal

lawyer, who'was.-our host, heard scraps of

our conversation, and leaned forward.

" You did well to leave Scotland Yard

when your reputation stood high, Sir

Norman," he Â«aid. " A new era of crime

has dawned, and the struggle is no longer

equal. It isn't the riff-raff of the world

to-day who take to murder and burglary.

The skilled and conscienceless scientist has

taken their place. The criminal of to-day,

in nine cases out of ten, is of higher mental

calibre than the detective opposed to him."

" The struggle should be the more inter-

esting," I remarked, vaguely.

It was a fancy of mine that my continued

interest in my profession should remain as

little known as possible, and I talked for

some time on indifferent subjects to the lady

who was seated by my side. We admired

Mrs. De Mendoza and her gorgeous rope of

pearls. My host intervened.

" It is women like that," he commented,

" who choose to deck their bodies with

jewels of fabulous value, who encourage

crime. Roughly speaking, I dare say that

necklace is worth eight}' thousand pounds.

For purposes of theft it could probably be

disposed of for fifty thousand. What a

haul for the scientific thief ! If it is really

true that Pugsley is once more at work,

what an opportunity ! "

" A woman must be very brave," my

hostess declared, " to run such risks."

" The jewels are probably in the hotel

safe most of the time," I suggested. " I

don't suppose she goes out in them."

Our host smiled.

" I can imagine Pugsley finding a few

minutes in the hotel quite sufficient," he

observed. " He or his successors, whoever

they may be, would think little enough of

human life by the side of, say, fifty thousand

pounds. The modern maxim of the thief

seems to be all or nothing. By killing at

sight they certainly increase their chances

of escape."

THAT closed our conversation upon the

subject. We sat about in the lounge and

drank coffee and liqueurs, danced for a

time, and smoked a few cigarettes. The party

broke up as the lights in the lounge were

being lowered. I was the only one of our

little gathering remaining in the hotel, and

I was talking for a few moments to the

head-porter, who was an old acquaintance

of mine, when a man made a somewhat

hurried entrance through the swing-doors,

and seemed on the point of proceeding to

the office. As he saw me, however, he

hesitated, and, turning aside, addressed me.

" Excuse me, but are you Sir Norman

Greyes ? " he asked.

I admitted the fact.

" Can I ask you to give me five minutes

of your time on a matter of urgent busi-

ness ? "

He drew a card from his pocket and

handed it to me.

I stepped underneath one of the electric

standards and looked at the card':â��

Mr. Stanlcv Dekhester,

and underneath was the name of a famous

insurance company. I motioned him to

follow me into the deserted lounge.

" Many ; years ago, Sir Norman," he

reminded me, " when you were officially

engaged at Scotland Yard, you saved our

firm a great loss in the matter of the Hatton

Garden emerald theft."

" I remember it quite well," I admitted.

- " We understand," my visitor continued,

" that you have now resigned from the

Force, but we hoped that you might be

inclined to undertake a small commission

for us. It came to the ears of our chief

quite unexpectedly that you were staying

here, and he sent me after you at once."

" I can at least hear what the business is,"

I replied.

" There is staying in this hotel," the insur-

ance-agent proceeded, " a Mrs. De Mendoza,

the reputed widow of a fruit-merchant in

Buenos Ayres. She is the fortunate pos-

sessor of a very wonderful pearl necklace,

which she has insured with our firm for a

hundred thousand pounds. Our acceptance
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" Can 1 ask you to give me five minutes of your time on a matter of urgent business ?'
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of the policy was a grave error, which we

recognized almost immediately afterwards.

We know nothing of the lady, and .in

those circumstances it is against our busi-

ness policy to accept the risk. We have

done our best to protect ourselves, however.

Since the policy was issued we have kept in

constant touch with the lady, and in daily

communication with the hotel detective.

By to-night's post, however, we had a

message from the latter to say that he was

at home ill, and that during his absence his

duties would be taken, over by the night-

watchman. The policy has only one more

week to run, and will not, under any con-

ditions, be renewed. We want to know if,

for any fee which you care to name, you

will do your best to guard the necklace for

us during that week ? "

" Have you had any intimation of thieves

working in this neighbourhood ?" I asked.

" None whatever," he replied. " I will

be perfectly frank with you. It is not an

ordinary robbery of which we are afraid.

For some reason or other, our inquiry

department has formed a dubious opinion

of Mrs. De Mendoza herself."

" I see," I remarked. " You are afraid of

a bogus theft ? "

" Precisely ! Directly we received the

letter from the hotel detective we rang up

the manager here. All that we could learn

was that the illness was altogether unex-

pected, and that the man liad been compelled

to go home at a moment's notice. In reply

to our request that a trained detective

might take his place, the management

assured us that they considered nothing of

the sort necessary. Xo robbery of jewels

had ever taken place from this hotel, and

they considered their night-porter fully

competent to watch over the interests of

their guests."

I considered for a moment.

" Sir William Greaves, our manager,

desired me to suggest a fee of two hundred

guineas," my visitor concluded.

" I will accept the commission," I pro-

mised.

THE next morning I interviewed the

manager of the hotel, to whom .1 was

well known. He showed some irritation

when I spoke of Mrs. De Mendoza's neck-

lace and her nervousness concerning it.

" To be quite frank with you," he con-

fessed, " although Mrs. De Mendoza is a good

client, and pays her accounts regularly, I

am inclined to be sorry that we ever let her

the rooms."

" Why ?" I asked.

" People with valuable jewellery should

accept its possession with a certain resigna-

tion." he replied. " This is the last hotel

in London where a jewel robbery would be

likely. The lady herself, I understand,

takes every possible care and caution. She

wears her necklace nowhere except in the

restaurant and lounge, and every night it is

deposited in the hotel safe. I cannot see

that she has the slightest cause for anxiety,

nor do I understand the nervousness of the

insurance company. However, you may

- rely upon it, Sir Norman, that every facility

will be given to you in your task. I would

suggest that you pay a visit to the lady

herself."

The idea had already occurred to me,

and later in the day I sent up my card to

Mrs. De Mendoza, and was at once invited

to enter her sitting-room. I iound her

writing letters, simply dressed in a black

nÃ©gligÃ©e and wearing the pearls. I was

struck once more by the extreme elegance

of her bearing and figure. As she turned

and invited me to seat myself, she stirred in

my memory a faint suggestion ot remi-

niscence. I was not sure even then, how-

ever, whether it were a real person or a

picture of which she reminded me. She

listened to the few words with which I

introduced myself, and smiled deprccatingly.

" It is true that I am very foolish," she

admitted, " but then, I have always been a

person of superstitions. I have owned my

necklace for some years, and I have had it

with me in quite lawless places. I have

never, however, felt just the same amount

of apprehension as I do at the present

moment."

" That certainly seems strange," I replied.

" The servants at this hotel are more care-

fully chosen than at any other hotel in

London, and the guests are, in nearly every

case, old clients."

" Apprehensions such as mine," she said,

" are not based upon reason. However, I

must confess that I feel more comfortable

now that the insurance company has engaged

your services. Would you not like to

examine the pearls ? "

She came over to my side and, without

unclasping the necklace, let it rest in my

hands. The pearls were all marvellously

matched, all of considerable size, and with

that milky softness which she pointed out

to me as being a proof of their great per-

fection. As we stood there, necessarily

close together, a wisp of her hair touched

my forehead. Something in the timbre of

her low laugh as she brushed it back induced

me to look up. There were qualities about

her smile, and the peculiar expression of her

eyes, which gave me a momentary thrill. I

understood at once why men turned their

heads always to look at her.

" Do you admire my pearls ? " she asked,

softlv.
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1 let them slip from my palm.

' They are very wonderful," I admitted.

She moved slowly away. I breathed mure

easily as the distance increased between us.

She looked over her shoulder unexpectedly,

and I believe that she realized my sensation.

The slight frown passed from her forehead.

She was obviously more content.

" Tell me how you propose to guard my

treasures, Sir Norman," she inquired, as she

sank into an easy-chair. ' Shall you stand

behind my chair at dinner, disguised as a

waiter, and lie on my mat at night ? It

gives one quite a shivery sensation to think

ot such espionage ! "

" Believe me," I assured her, ' I shall not

be in the least obtrusive. I understand that

you send your pearls down every night to

the hotel safe ? "

" I have always done so," she answered.

' Do you think it would be better to keep

them up here ? \Vill you promise to sit in

this easy-chair, with a revolver on your

knee, all night, if I do so ? "

" Not for the world," I declared. " The

hotel safe is much the better place."

' I am glad to hear your decision," she

said, with a slight smile. " I should sleep

very little if I thought that my pearls were

near meâ��and that you were sitting here,

on guard. The idea would be disturbing."

" One cannot guard against miracles," I

observed, " but I think you can make your

mind quite easy about the necklace. If

you should need me at any time, the number

ot my room is four hundred and thirty-two."

' â�¢ On this floor ? "

" On this floor."

"Tell me," she asked, a little abruptly,

as I rose to take my leave, " who was the

man with whom you were talking last night

in the loungeâ��a slim, middle-aged man

with a very hard face ? I am always seeing

him in the lift."

â�¢ A man I know scarcely anything of," I

replied. " His name, I believe, is Stan field.

I once played golf with him down at Woking."

" Stan field ? " she repeated. " Was it in

his grounds near Woking that a murder was

committedâ��a policeman was found shot

there ? "

I nodded.

" I was playing golf with Mr. Stanfield

at the time," I told her.

" And the murderer was never dis-

covered ? "

' Never ! "

" I wonder you didn't take an interest in

the case yourself," she remarked.

" I did"," I told her.

She made a little grimace.

' My fears for my necklace are

reawakened," she declared. " Surely it

ought to have been an easy task for a

clever man like you, one who used to be

called a really great detective, to discover

the murderer ? "

" It is beyond my powers to bring him to

justice, at any rate," I replied. ' There are

many criminals walking about to-day of

whose guilt the police are perfectly well

aware. They cannot be arrested, however,

for lack of evidence."

" How thrilling ! " she murmured. " Will

you ask me to dine with you one night and

tell me some of your adventures ? "

" I shall be charmed," I assented.

A1

BOUT seven o'clock a note was brought

into my room :â��

Dear Sir Norman.â��

A lady and her husband who were dining

have disappointed me. Can you, by any

chance, be mv guest ? If so, let us meet at

eight o'clock in the lounge.â��Hopefully yours,

BLANCHE DE MENDOZA.

I scribbled a line of acceptance. I felt,

as I descended into the lounge that evening,

a premonition that life for the next few

hours was going to be very interesting indeed.

At eight o'clock precisely Mrs. De Mendoza

came into the lounge. Her entrance made a

mild sensation. Mr. Stanfield, who was seated

in his accustomed corner, drinking his cock-

tail, watched our meeting and departure

into the restaurant with obvious surprise.

" The little man was there again, who

stares at me so muchâ��Mr. Stanfield, I

think you called him ? " she remarked, as

we took our places.

I nodded.

" I dare say he was surprised to see us

together," I said. " I asked him who you

were, on the night of my arrival here."

" Why ? "

" For the same reason that a great many

other people ask the same question," I

replied.

She made a little grimace.

" You are determined to pay me no

compliments this evening, and I am wearing

my favourite gown."

" I admire your taste," I assured her.

" Anything else ? "

1 You are the best-dressed and the best-

looking woman in the room." ^

' Too impersonal," she complained.

I turned the conversation to the subject

of the necklace. The pearls were collected

for her, she told me, by her husband, some

in India, some in the Malay States, some in

Paris, some in Rio. She spoke of him quite

franklyâ��a prosperous fruit-broker who had

achieved sudden opulence.

" It was quite as much a change for me
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as for him," she remarked. " I \vas a

typist in Buenos Ayres before we were

married. 1 have known what it is to be

poor."

She answered all my questions without

reserve, and I began to feel that I had been

mistaken with regard to her, We took our

coffee in the lounge afterwards. In the back-

ground, my golfing friend, Mr. Stanfield, was

seated, smoking a cigar in a retired corner,

and having the air of studying everyone

who passed.

" He is quaint, that little man," my

companion remarked once, as he glanced

over towards us. " He reminds me of

those impossible characters one reads about

in magazines, who detect crime for the

pleasure of it, and discover hidden treasures

in absurd places."

" He is, as a matter of fact," I told her,

" a retired City merchant with a passion for

golfâ��at least, that is what the golf secretary

at Woking told me."

The music was seductive, and presently

we danced once or twice. In the ballroom,

however, my companion showed, signs of

renewed nervousness. The fingers of one

hand were nearly all the time straying

around her neck, as though to assure her-

self that the necklace was still there.

Presently she drew me away with an apolo-

getic little laugh.

" I am quite mad," she confessed, " but

I have a fit of nerves to-night. I am going

upstairs early. Do you mind ? "

" Of course not," I told her. " Let me

see you to the lift."

" I am going to ask you to do more than

that," she said, as we crossed the hall. " I

am going to ask you to come up to my

sitting-room and escort my maid down to

the office when she takes my necklace there.

As a reward, you can come back afterwards,

if you will, and have a whisky-and-soda with

me."

" I shall be very pleased," I acquiesced.

1RAXG for the lift, and we ascended

together to the fourth floor. She handed

me her key, and I unlocked the door of

her charming little salon. She pointed to the

evening paper and an easy-chair.

1 Please make yourself comfortable for

five minutes," she begged, looking back

from the threshold of the inner room. " I

shall just let Annette help me out of my

gown. Then I will give her the jewel-case

and she shall call for you."

She nodded and disappeared. I stood for

a moment looking after her. The door was

closed softly. I heard her call to her maid

in the farther apartment.

Those next few seconds seemed to beat

themselves out in my brain, charged with a

strange and almost amazing significance.

I am convinced that I acted from impulse.

There was nothing definite in my mind when

from behind that closed door I conceived the

sudden idea which prompted my action. I

crossed the floor of the sitting-room and

opened the door which led on, to the corridor.

There was no one in sight, and it seemed to

me that fewer of the electric lights were lit

than usual. I stood there, every nerve of

my bod)- rivetefl upon an attempt at dual

listening. I listened for the return of Mrs.

De Mendoza, and I listened for the opening

of either of her doors. Presently, what I had

divined might happen came to pass. The

door of her bedroom, in a line with the one

behind which I was lurking, opened. I

peered through the crack. Annette, the

maid, a trim, dark figure, had crossed the

threshold. She stood for a moment,

listening. Then, without even glancing

towards the sitting-room, she walked swiftly

along the corridor and turned to the left

towards the lift and staircases. In a couple of

stealthy strides I, too, had reached the corner,

and, peering round, watched her movements.

To my surprise, she passed the lift and

turned the other corner of the corridor

towards the staircase. As soon as she was

out of sight I followed. As I reached the

farther angle every light was suddenly

extinguished. There was a little gurgling

crv, the sound of a heavy fall upon the soft

carpet. In a second or two I was on the

spot. I could dimly see where Annette was

lying, gasping for breath, apparently half

unconscious. By her side lay the jewel-case,

open and empty.

I did nothing for a moment towards

raising any alarm. I bent over the girl

and satisfied myself that she was not

shammingâ��that she had, in effect, been

subjected to a certain amount of violence.

1 glanced at the transoms over the doors of

the bedrooms opposite. There were three

of them between where I was and the turn

to the lift. Suddenly the farthest door was

opened, softly but not stealthily. A figure

appeared and, leaning down, threw a pair

of toots upon the mat. I suppose that 1

was dimly visible in the semi-gloom, for the

man suddenly left off whistling and turned

in my direction.

" Hallo, there ! " he called out.

I drew from my pocket the little electric-

torch which I had been keeping in readiness,

and flashed it upon him. It was my friend

Mr. Stanfield, in striped yellow-and-white

pyjamas, a cigarette between his teeth, his

feet encased in comfortable slippers.

" What the devil are you doing out

there ? " he demanded. :' And who's turned

the lights out ? "

" Better turn them on, and you may see,"
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I replied. " There's a switch close to your

door."

He found it after a second or two's

fumbling, and stared at us in amazement.

The maid, with her fingers still to her

throat, had recovered sufficiently to sit up,

and was leaning with her back to the wall,

ghastly wliite and moaning to herself. The

empty jewel-case told its own story.

" Jerusalem ! " Mr. Stanfield exclaimed,

breathlessly. " A robbery ! "

" Ring your bell," I directed.

He disappeared into his room for a moment,

leaving the door open. Presently he re-

appeared.

" I've rung all three," he announced.

" Then the wires have been cut," I

answered, pointing to the register lower

down, which had not moved. " Go to the

lift and see if you can get anyone."

He was gone for about half a minute. I

leaned down towards the girl, who was

beginning to cry.

" Did you see who attacked you ? " I

asked.

" No," she sobbed. " All the lights went

out suddenly. Someone came up from

behind. I did not hear a soundâ��just the

clutch at my throat and the choking."

" Why did you not wait for me, or go

down by the lift ? " I demanded.

She looked a little puzzled.

" I never go by the lift," she replied.

" Why not ? "

" Fred, the second-floor valet, generally

meets me on the floor below," she explained,

reluctantly, " and "

" I see," I interrupted. " But didn't

your mistress tell you to wait and go down

with me ? "

The girl seemed surprised.

" My head is queer," she admitted, " and

I cannot remember much, but madam said

nothing to me except to tell me to hurry

down."

The silence of the corridor was suddenly

broken. Mr. Stanfield reappeared, followed

by a little army of servants and the manager.

" Send everyone away except two men

whom you can trust," I begged the latter.

" Mrs. De Mendoza's necklace has been

stolen."

There was a murmur of consternation and

excitement. The manager selected two of

the servants and dismissed the rest. He

posted one by the lift and one by the stair-

case. I explained in a few words what had

happened.

" Do you think the thief has got away ? "

he asked.

" One cannot tell," I replied. " I want

to know about these three rooms."

He glanced at the numbers.

" The farthest one is occupied by Mr.

Stanfield," he announced. " The other two

are empty."

" You are sure that this one," I asked,

pointing to the door close to where we

stood, " is unoccupied ? "

" Certain," was the confident reply.

" Take my keys and see for yourself."

I was on the point of doing so when Mrs.

De Mendoza appeared. She was clad in a

wonderful light-blue wrapper, and the touch

of excitement seemed to add to her beauty.

" My necklace ! " she gasped. " Don't

tell me that it is gone ! "

" Madam," the manager began, " I regret

to say - "

'' What were you doing, then ? " she cried,

turning to me. " Do you mean to say

that it was stolen whilst Annette was with

you ? "

" Annette was never with me," I replied.

" She left your bedroom with the jewel-case

without coming near the sitting-room."

" Is this true, Annette ? " her mistress

demanded.

" But why not, madam ? " Annette

faltered. " You said nothing to me about

going into the sitting-room. I did not know

that monsieur was to accompany me."

" The girl is telling a falsehood," Mrs.

De Mendoza declared, angrily.

" Could these matters wait for a moment?"

I intervened. " Our immediate task is to

try and recover the necklace. I wish every-

one to leave this place â�� except you, sir,"

I added, addressing the manager, " and

myself."

E manager was a person of determina-

I tion, and in a moment or two the

corridor was empty. Mr. Stanfield

lingered on the threshold of his room.

" Can I remain ? " he inquired. " In a

wav I am interested, as my room is so near."

The manager waved him back.

" I desire to hear what Sir Norman has to

say, alone," he insisted.

Mr. Stanfield reluctantly withdrew-. We

first of all entered the room opposite to us.

It was empty, and apparently undisturbed.

There was a connecting door on the left.

" Where does that lead to ? " I asked.

The manager unlocked it. It led into a

similar room, also empty. The room on the

other side was Mr. Stanfield 's, also con-

necting. The outlook of all three was on

to some mews.

We withdrew into the first one we had

entered.

" Will you lend me that master-key of

yours ? " I begged.

The manager detached it from his chain

and handed it to me.

" If you should be instrumental in re-

covering the necklace. Sir Norman," he said,
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My necklace I ' she gasped. ' Don't tell me that it is

" the hotel authorities would appreciate all

possible reticence in the matter."

I nodded.

" It is hard to keep anything out of the

Press, nowadays," I reminded him, " but so

far as I am concerned you may rely upon

my discretion."

THE few days that followed were filled

with hysterical and irritating appeals,

complaints, and inquiries from Mrs. De

Mendoza herself, the insurance company, and

the management. No efforts on our part could

keep the affair out of the newspapers, and

the disappearance of the necklace became

the universal subject of conversation. On

the sixth day after the robbery, I felt that a

brief escape was necessary. I proposed to

Mr. Stanfield, whom I met in the hall of the

hotel, that we went down to Woking and had

a round of golf, an arrangement to which he

agreed with avidity. We lunched at the club-

house, and, as on the previous occasion, we

played a careful and hard-fought game. It

was on the eighteenth tee when one of those

unexplained moments of inspiration came

to me which serve as the landmarks of life.

We had spoken of that grim tragedy which

had interrupted our first game. I thought

of poor Ladbrooke lying there with a bullet-

hole in his forehead ; Janet, the maid,

serene and secretive, with the strange eyes

and unruffled manner. The memory of

these things came back to me as I stood

there, with the wet wind fluttering in the

leaves of the trees and Stanfield filling his

pipe by my side, and it seemed as though my

faculties were suddenly prompted by a new

vigour and a new insight. Supposing it had

been the maid who had killed the prying

stranger ! What was her motive ? Whom

was she trying to shield ? Could it be her

master ? And if lier master's name were not

Stanfield, might it not be Pugsley ? The

two men were of the same height and build,

and the one thing which Rimmington had

always insisted upon was Pugsley's genius

for disguise. The pieces of my puzzle fell

together like magic, and with them the

puzzle of the necklace. I turned back to

the tee, and I was suddenly conscious of my

companion's intense gaze. His eyes seemed

to be boring their way into the back of my

head. I knew that something in my face

had given me away.

" Your honour," he said, tersely.

I topped my drive miserably. My com-

panion's drive went sailing down the course,

and he halved the match in a perfectly-played

four. We wallerd together to the club-house.
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gone ! ' ' Madam,' the manager began, ' I regret to say

" A whisky -and-soda ?" I suggested.

" I'll change my shoes first," he answered,

turning towards the dressing-room.

I drank my â�¢ whisky-and-soda, exchanged

greetings with a few acquaintances, and paid

my bill. Then I went to look for Stanfield.

I might have spared myself the trouble. He

and the taxi had alike disappeared. I had

to wait whilst they telephoned for another,

and I travelled up to London alone.

THE game was played out in quite the

grand fashion. On my arrival at the

hotel, I found the representative of

the insurance company waiting to see me,

and I was told that Mrs. De Mendo/a was in

her room. Accompanied by the manager,

we made our way thither. 1 think that

she was well prepared for what was coming,

or rather one part of it. She received us a

little impatiently.

" I have been waiting to hear from your

firm all day," she said, addressing Delchester.

" My jewellers who valued the pearls, and

my legal adviser, have helped to make out

my claim. I am anxious to know when I

may expect your cheque."

"I am thankful to say, madam, that that will

not be necessary," the manager announced,

stepping forward. " Here is your necklace."

He handed it to her. She stared at it like

a woman transfixed. There were no signs

of joy in her face. She seemed, indeed, for

the moment stricken with consternation.

" When was it found ? " she demanded,

breathlessly.

" Atout fuur o'clock on the morning after

the theft," I told her.

" But where ? "

" If you will come with me," I replied, '' I

will show you."

I led the way down the corridor to the

exact spot where Annette had been attacked,

and opened the door of the nearest room.

I saw Mrs. De Mendoza start when she saw

the heavy bolt which had been fitted to the

communicating door.

" I came to the conclusion." I explained,

" that the theft was committed by someone

hiding in one of these three rooms, and to

the further conclusion that the necklace had

been hidden on the spot."

" How did you guess that ? " she inquired.

" Because the thief made a slight blunder,"

I answered. " For a single moment, as I

stood by Annette's side in the darkness out-

side, I saw a light flash out through the

transom of this room. I must admit, how-

ever," I went on, " that it took me four

hours to find the necklace."
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" Where was it, then ? " she asked,

curiously.

I turned up the rug. In one of the planks

of the wooden floor was a knot. I took a

little corkscrew gimlet from my pocket,

bored through it, and drew it out. Then I

made Dolchester push his finger through.

There was a hook fastened in the underneath

side of the floor.

" The necklace was hanging there," I told

him. " I imagine it would have been found

later on by someone making a point of

occupying this room. As a matter of fact,

I believe it was booked for the first week in

June."

" By whom ? " Mrs. De Mendoza de-

manded.

" By Mr. Stan field," I replied. " He is

paying a return visit in June, and he appears

to prefer this room to the one he is occupying

at present.

There was a brief silence. Delchester

held out his hand.

" We are very much obliged to you, Sir

Norman," he declared. " Our insurance, as

you know, expired at midday to-day. I

need not say that it will not be renewed.

I wish you all good afternoon."

He took his leave. The manager appealed

to me.

" Sir Norman," he said, " there is a great

deal in this matter which it is hard to under-

stand. I hope that you will not consider it

a case for the police ? "

I turned to Mrs. De Mendoza.

" Do you wish to prosecute ?" I asked.

" There is a certain amount of circumstantial

evidence which might be collected."

" Against whom ? "

" Against the gentleman whom we have

known as Mr. Stanfield."

She laughed scornfully.

" That funny little man who sits about

in the lounge ? I would as soon believe

that you yourself were the thief, Sir Norman !

I have my necklace back, and that is all I

care about," she concluded.

THE manager departed, very much re-

lieved. Mrs. De Mendoza beckoned me

to follow her to her suite. Arrived in

her sitting-room, she closed the door. She

had rather the look of a tigress as she turned

and faced me. Never was a woman.born of

more splendid courage.

" And the epilogue ? " she asked.

. " I fear," I replied, " that the epilogue

must be postponed. It was only to-day, on

Woking golf Â¡inks, that a certain little scene

of eighteen months ago became recon-

structed in mv mind. I saw a motiveless

crime explained. 1 reali/cd by whose hand

that bullet might have found its way into

Ladbrooke's brain, and for whose sake."

" Yet you let him go ! " she cried.

" If I had dreamed," I said, slowly, " that

it was possible for him to escape, even for an

hour, I would have wrung the breath from

his body first. As it is, I must admit: that

he has scored a trick. But you must

remember, or perhaps you have yet to find

out," I went on, " that the world where

such a man can live is a very small place."

" And what about me ? " she asked.

" From the moment when I heard that you

had gone out with him alone, I could foresee

what was coming. Yet I was not afraid. I

waited for you."

I looked at the necklace and shrugged my

shoulders.

" It is hard to leave a hundred thousand

pounds," I pointed out, " and so far as you

realized, the game was not up. Not a soul

in this hotel knew that the necklace was in

the manager's safe. Yet you had courage

to remain and see the thing through. I

admit that."

She came a little nearer to me. The green

lights in her eyes were soft. I felt the

attraction of her as she meant me to.

" Where I love," she said, " I have

courage, and my love has every quality

which the devil ever distilled, except con-

stancy. Arc you afraid of me, Sir Norman,

because I killed a man who "

" A confession," I muttered.

She laughed.

" No witnesses," she reminded me. " After

all, it was you who once said that murder

was the easiest of crimes. What you know

and what I know will never take me. to the

dock. Would you put me there if you

could, my enemy ? "

I drew a little away. Her breath was

almost upon my cheek, her lips had taken

to themselves the curve of invitation.

" I would put you there without a

moment's hesitation," I retorted. " You

killed a man in cold blood to shield a mur-

derer and a criminal. The hand of justice

is slow, especially where evidence is scanty,

but in the end it grips."

She laughed scornfully.

" You speak in ignorance," she declared.

" At least be friends," she wont on, " until

you can drag me to the gallows. I shot him

with my right hand."

She held out her left fingers. I raised

them to my lips.

" The kiss of Judas," I warned her.

" Yon will need more than his cunning,"

she answered.

Next month : " The Menwood Road Bank Robbery."
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WITH REPRODUCTIONS OF HIS PAINTINGS

Part II.

I MUST say I like bright colours. I

agree with Ruskin in his denunciation

of that school of painting who " eat

slate-pencil and chalk, and assure

everybody that they are nicer and purer

than strawberries and plums." I cannot

pretend to feel impartial about the colours.

I rejoice with the brilliant ones, and am

genuinely sorry for the poor browns. When

I get to heaven I mean to spend a consider-

able portion of my first million years in

painting, and so get to the bottom of the

Vesuvius, from Pompeii.
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subject. But then I shall require a still

gayer palette than I get here below. I

expect orange and vermilion will be the

darkest, dullest colours upon it, and beyond

them there will be a whole range of wonderful

new colours which will delight the celestial

eye.

Chance led me one autumn to a secluded

nook on the CÃ´te d'Azur, between Marseilles

and Toulon, and there I fell in with one or

two painters who revelled in the methods of

the modern French school. These were dis-

ciples of CÃ©zanne. They view Nature as a

mass of shimmering light in which forms and

surfaces are comparatively unimportant,

indeed hardly visible, but which gleams and

glows with beautiful harmonies and contrasts

of colour. Certainly it was of great interest

to me to come suddenly in contact with this

entirely different way of looking at things.

I had hitherto painted the sea flat, with long,

smooth strokes of mixed pigment in which

the tints varied only by gradations. Now I

must try to represent it by innumerable

small separate lozenge-shaped points and

patches of colourâ��often pure colourâ��so

that it looked more like a tessellated pave-

ment than a marine picture. It sounds

curious. All the same, do not be in a hurry

to reject the method. Go back a few yards

and survey the result. Each of these little

points of colour is now playing his part in

the general effect. Individually invisible,

he sets up a strong radiation, of which the

eye is conscious without detecting the cause.

Look also at the blue of the Mediterranean.

How can you depict and record it ? Cer-

tainly not by any single colour that was ever

manufactured. The only way in which that

luminous intensity of blue can be simulated

is by this multitude of tiny points of varied

colour all in true relation to the rest of the

scheme. Difficult ? Fascinating !

Nature presents itself to the eye through

the agenry of these individual points of light,

each of which sets up the vibrations peculiar

to its colour. The brilliancy of a picture

must therefore depend partly upon the fre-

quency with which these points are found on

any given area of the canvas, and partly on

their just relation to one another. Rtiskin

says in his " Elements of Drawing," from

The Valley of the Brora, Sutherl >ndshÂ¡re.
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Mells, Somersetshire.

which I have already quoted. " You will not,

in Turner's largest oil pictures, perhaps six or

seven feet long by four or five high, find one

spot of colour as large as a grain of wheat

ungradated." But the gradations of Turner

differ from those of the modern French

school by being gently and almost imper-

ceptibly evolved one from another instead

of being boldly and even roughly separated ;

and the brush of Turner followed the form of

the objects he depicted, while our French

friends often seem to take a pride in directly

opposing it. For instance, they would

prefer to paint a sea with up and down

strokes rather than with horizontal ; or a

tree-trunk from right to left rather than up

and down. This, I expect, is due to falling

in love with one's theories, and making sacri-

fices of truth to them in order to demonstrate

fidelity and admiration.

But surely we owe a debt to those who

have so wonderfully vivified, brightened, and
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illuminated modern landscape painting.

Have not Manet and Monet, CÃ©zanne and

Matisse, rendered to painting something of

the same service which Keats and Shelley-

gave to poetry after the solemn and cere-

monious literary perfections of the eighteenth

century ? They have brought back to the

pictorial art a new draught of joie de vi'-re ;

and the beauty of their work is instinct with

gaiety, and floats in sparkling air.

I do not expect these masters would par-

ticularly appreciate my defence, but I must

avow an increasing attraction to their work.

Lucid and exact expression is one of the first

characteristics of the French mind. The

French language has been made the instru-

ment of that admirable gift. Frenchmen

talk and write just as well about painting as

they have done about love, about war, about

diplomacy, or, we may add, cooking. Their

terminology is precise and complete. They

are therefore admirably equipped to be

teachers in the theory of any of these

arts. Their critical faculty is so power-

fully developed that it 1Ñ� perhaps some

restraint upon achievement. But it is a

wonderful corrective to others as well as to

themselves.

My French friend, for instance, after

looking at some of my daubs, took me round

the galleries of Paris, pausing here and there.

Wherever he paused, I found myself before a

picture which I particularly admired. He

then explained that it was quite easy to tell,

from the kind of things I had been frying to

do, what were the things I liked. Kever

having taken any interest in pictures till

I tried to paint, I had no preconceived

opinions.

I just felt, for reasons I could not fathom,

that I liked some much more than others. I

was astonished that anyone else should, on

the most cursory observation of my work,

be able so surely to divine a taste which I

had never consciously formed. My friend

says that it is not a bad thing to know nothing

at all about pictures, but to have a matured

mind trained in other things and a new strong

interest for painting. The elements are

there from which a true taste in art can be

formed with time and guidance, and there

are no obstacles or imperfect conceptions in

On the Ranee, neat St. Malo.
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The Terrace, Lympne.

the way. I hope this is true. Certainly the

last part is true.

Once you begin to study it, all Nature is

equally interesting and equally charged with

beauty. I was shown a picture by Cezanne

of a blank wall of a house, which he had made

instinct with the most delicate lights and

colours. Now I often amuse myself when

I am looking at a wall or a flat surface of

any kind by trying to distinguish all the

different colours and tints which can be dis-

cerned upon it, and considering whether

these arise from reflections or from natural

hue. You would be astonished the first

time y< j tried this to see how many and

what beautiful colours there are even in the

most commonplace objects, and the more

carefully and frequently you look the more

variations do you perceive.

But these are no reasons for limiting one-

self to the plainest and most ordinary objects

and scenes. Mere prettiness of scene, to be

sure, is not needed for a beautiful picture.

In fact, artificially made pretty places are

very oftrn a hindrance to a good picture.

Nature will hardly stand a double process of

VoL IXÃ�Ã�.-2

beautification : one layer of idealism on top

of another is too much of a good thing.

But a vivid scene, a brilliant atmosphere,

novel and charming lights, impressive con-

trasts, if they strike the eye all at once,

arouse an interest and an ardour which will

certainly be reflected in the work which you

try to do, and will make it seem easier.

It would be interesting if some real

authority investigated carefully the part

which memory plays in painting. We look

at the object with an intent regard, then at

the palette, and thirdly at the canvas. The

canvas receives a message dispatched usually

a few seconds before from the natural object.

But it has come through a post-office en

route. It has been transmitted in code. It

has been turned from light into paint. It

reaches the canvas a cryptogram. Not until

it has been placed in its correct relation to

everything else that is on the canvas or that

has yet to be put upon the canvas can it be

deciphered, is its meaning apparent, is it

translated once again from mere pigment into

light. And the light this time is not of

Nature but of Art. The whole of this
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considerable process is carried through on the

wings or the wheels of memory. In most

cases we think it is the wingsâ��airy and quick

like a butterfly from flower to flower. But

all heavy traffic and all that has to go a long

journey must travel on wheels.

In painting in the open air the sequence

of actions is so rapid that the process of

translation into and out of pigment may

seem to be unconscious. But all great

landscapes have been painted indoors, and

often long after the first impressions were

gathered. In a dim cellar the Dutch or

Italian master recreated the gleaming ice of

a Netherlands carnival or the lustrous sun-

shine of Venice or the Campagna. Here,

then, is required a truly formidable memory

of the ocular kind. Not only do we develop

our powers of observation, but also those of

carrying the recordâ��of carrying it through

an extraneous medium and of reproducing

it, hours, days, or even months after the

scene has vanished or the sunlight died.

I was told by a friend that when Whistler

guided a school in Paris he made his pupils

observe their model on the ground .floor, and

then run upstairs and paint their picture

piece by piece on the floor above. As they

became more proficient he put their easels

up a storey higher, till at last the Ã©lite were

scampering with their decision up six flights

into the atticâ��praying it would not evapo-

rate on the way. This is, perhaps, only a

tale. But it shows effectively of what

enormous importance a trained, accurate,

retentive memory must be to an artist ; and

conversely what a useful exercise painting

may be for the development of an accurate

and retentive memory.

There is no better exercise for the would-be

artist than to study and devour a picture,

and then, without looking at it again, to

attempt the next day to reproduce it.

Nothing can more exactly measure the pro-

gress both of observation and memory.

It is still harder to compose out of many

separate, well-retained impressions, aided

though they be by sketches and colour notes,

a new complete conception. But this is the

only way in which great landscapes have been

paintedâ��or can be painted. The size of the

canvas alone precludes its being handled

Ightham Moat.
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out of doors. The

fleeting light im-

poses a rigid

time - limit. One

cannot go back

day after day

without the pic-

ture getting stale.

The painter must

choose between a

rapid impression,

fresh and warm

and living, but

probably deserv-

ing only of a short

life, and the cold,

profound, intense

effort of memory,

knowledge, and

will - power, pro-

longed perhaps lor

weeks, from which

a masterpiece can

alone result. It is

much better not

to fret too much

about the latter.

Leave to the

masters of art

trained by a life-

time of devotion

the wonderful pro-

cess of picture-

building and pic-

ture-creation. Go

out into the sun-

light and be happy

with what you

see.

Painting is com-

plete as a distrac-

tion. I know of

nothing which, without exhausting the body,

more entirely absorbs the mind. What-

ever the worries of the hour or the threats

of the future, onre the picture has begun

to flow a'ong there is no room for them

in the mental screen. They pass out into

shadow and darkness. All one's mental

light, such as it is, is concentrated on the

task. Time stands respectfully aside, and

it is only after many hesitations that luncheon

knocks gruffly at the door. When I have

had to stand up on parade, or even, I regret

to say, in church, for half an hour at a time,

I have always felt that the erect position is

not natural to man, has only been painfully

acquired, and is only with fatigue and diffi-

culty maintained. But no one who is fond

of painting finds the slightest inconvenience

in standing to paint for three or four hours

at a time or for seven or eight hours in a

day. Not, at least, as long as the interest

holds.

Thunderstorm : Nice.

Lastly, let me say a word on painting as a

spur to travel. There is really nothing like

it. Every country where the sun shines and

every district in it has a theme of its own.

The lights, the atmosphere, the aspect, the

spirit, are all different ; but each has its

native charm. Even if you are only a poor

painter you can feel the influence of the

scene, guiding your brush, selecting the

tubes you squeeze on to the palette. Even

if you cannot portray it as you see it, you

feel it, you know it, and you admire it for

ever. When people rush about Europe in

the train from one glittering centre of work

or pleasure into another, passingâ��at enor-

mous expenseâ��through a series of mammoth

hotels and blatant carnivals, they little know

what they are missing, and how cheaply

priceless things can be obtained. The

painter wanders and loiters contentedly from

place to place, always on the look-out for

some brilliant butterfly of a picture which
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can be caught and set up and carried safely

home. All he asks for is sunshine, and if it

be really true that we are to have thirty-five

years of drought, there ought to be no diffi-

culty about supplying that. CÃ´te d'Azur,

CÃ´te d'Argent, CÃ´te d'Emeraude ail prÃ©sent

to him their world-famed beauties, which

neither crowds nor casinos are needed to

enhance.

Sir William Orpen advised me to visit

Avignon on account of its wonderful light,

and certainly there is no more delightful

ever interpreted its lurid splendours ? But

after all, if only the sun will shine, one does

not need to go beyond one's own country.

There is nothing more intense than the bur-

nished steel and gold of a Highland stream ;

and at the beginning and close of almost

every day the Thames displays to the citizens

of London glories and delights which one

must travel far to rival.

I end where I began ; I hope sincerely

that these notes and sketches may encourage

others to find out. whether they have not got

At the Pyramids.

centre for a would-be painter's activities :

then Egypt, fierce and brilliant, presenting

in infinite variety the single triplex theme of

the Nile, the desert, and the sun ; or Pales-

tine, a land of rare beautyâ��the beauty of

the turquoise and the opalâ��which well de-

serves the attention of some real artist, and

has never been portrayed to the extent that

is its due. And what of India ? Who has

within them that love of colour and faculty

of observation which will enable them to

enrich their leisure with the delightful

amusement of painting. At any rate 1 shall

dwell in the comfortable expectation of

stirring some slumbering genius into action,

or at least of investing a modest life

with a new sense of fullness, security, and

independence.
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JLJ-LISTRATED BY

STEVÃ�NSPURRIER R 01

Â»EN minutes

before Snub

Reilly left

his dress-

ing-room, a mes-

senger delivered

a letter. His

seconds and his

manager pro-

tested against his reading

anything which might well

be disturbing at such a critical

moment, for the little man was

fighting for his title, and Curly Boyd, the

aspirant to championship honours, had

knocked out four successive opponents

before he claimed his right to a meeting

with the world champion.

" Let me see it," said Snub, and he was

something of an autocrat.

The letter was typewritten and was signed

by two reputable men whose names were

honoured in the sporting world.

Snub read the letter slowly.

" A challenge," he said, tersely, " for

ten thousand pounds a side."

" Who is the feller ? " asked the manager.

" They call him ' An Unknown 'â��he wants

to meet the winner of to-night's fight. Send

a wire and say I accept."

The manager grinned.

" Better wait till after the fight ?" he

suggested.

" Send it," said Snub, curtly, and put on

his dressing-gown and that queer grimace

of his at one and the same time.

Snub Reilly's " fighting face " was not

pretty. It wrinkled up his nose and twisted

his mouth to a sneer. Some say it was

designed to scare the opposition ; some

explained it as " nerves." Snub was sensi-

tive on the matter, for even fighters have

their amiable weaknesses. He was never

photographed except in the ring, so that the

world knew Snub by such snaps and films as

showed a puckered face, a mouth awry, and

the dishevelment of hair which comes from

the strenuous exchanges of the ring.

This night the public glimpse of him was

brief and Curly

Boyd, his oppo-

nent, had him-

self to thank for

such an early

ending to his

rosy dreams. He-

had detected, as

he thought, a

certain unsteadiness in

Snub's leg movements and a

hint of anxiety showing through

his grimace. So Curly, relying

upon his excellent fitness, had put everything

into a projected left and right. Incidentally

he was fighting the greatest ring strategist

of his day, and when he uncovered his jaw

for the fraction of a second

" Eightâ��nineâ��tenâ��out ! " said a far-

away voice in Curly's ear. Somebody shook

him by his gloved hand, and he heard above

the roaring in his head a louder roar, and

dropped his head wearily to catch a glimpse

of a figure in a flowered dressing-gown,

slipping through the gangway into the gloom

behind the ring seats.

It was a fine thing for Snub, because the

eyes of the world were on that fightâ��outside

the building limousines were parked twenty

deepâ��and before he reached his dressing-

room the news of his victory was quivering

in dots and dashes on every line and cable

that ran from the city.

Ten minutes after the fight he left the

building by a side door and mingled with

the thousands who crowded about the

entrances. Modesty was Snub Reilly's

favourite vice.

The echoes of such a combat were not to

die down in a day, for Snub was something of

a national hero. This champion, who never

gave interviews, who was so taciturn and

secretive that his very seconds did not meet

him until the day before his fights, appealed

to the popular imagination as no other ring

favourite had done. And when at the end

of the Press description it was announced

that " An Unknown " had challenged the

winner for a purse of ten thousand pounds.
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and the challenge had been accepted, there

was an added value to the news.

Even staid and sleepy Rindle, dedicated

to the education of youth, was excited,

wildly excited for Rindle. The headmaster

read the account of the fight at breakfast,

and hummed and hawed his approval of the

lightning stroke which laid the presumptuous

( 'urly Boyd so low.

And on the opposite side of the breakfast

table, Vera Shaw, nineteen and beautiful,

hid a newspaper on her lap, read furtively,

and was thrilled. A group of boys en route

from their dormitories to prayers and

morning school gathered about one daring

soul who had broken all school regulations

and purchased forbidden literature, and

whooped joyously.

It was natural that Barry Tearle, the

mathematical master, should stop in the

midst of correcting exercises, hitch up his

gown at the neck for comfort, and sit back

to study the account. Natural, because he

was also games master and instructor of the

noble art to Rindle School.

He put down the paper with a thoughtful

frown and went back to his exercises, lighting

his pipe mechanically the while. Presently

he gathered the papers together and rose.

The bell was clanging the warning for prayers

in Hall. He was hurrying across the quad-

rangle and under the archway, when he heard

his name called.

He turned quickly, startled almost, and

swept ofl his cap. It was Vera.

" I saw you come home this morning."

" Didâ��did you ? My car had a break-

down near Northwoodâ��I hope I didn't

disturb you ? "

No errant boy called to his study to explain

a delinquency could have looked more

patently guilty than he, and she laughed,

and when Vera Shaw laughed it required all

his self-possession to behave sanely. -

" No, you didn't disturb me. 1 couldn't

sleep and was sitting at the window approving

the moon when you sneaked into the quad.

â��there is no other word for it. Did you see

the fight ? " she asked suddenly, and he

gasped.

" No, I did not see the fight," he said,

severely, " and I'm surprised "

" Pooh ! " She flicked her finger at him.

" I've read every bit about it. Do tell me

who is ' An Unknown ' who is going to light

that darling Snubâ��run, you'll be late ! "

He was the first to leave after the final

" Amen." She was standing where he had

left her, but Sellinger was with her, and,

forgetful of the admirable charity toward all

men which he had so recently intoned, Barry

cursed Sellinger most heartily.

John Sellinger lived in Rindle ; his

ancestors had founded Rindle School, and

he himself assumed the style and manner and

mental attitude of hereditary patron saint to

the school. He was tall, overtopping Barry

by six inches, florid, well-fed, and prosperous.

He was good-looking, too, in a heavy,

aquiline way. And he made no secret that

his patronage of Rindle might extend to

acquiring relationship with its headmaster.

" .Morning, Tearle. I suppose you didn't

see the fight ? "

" No, I didn't see the fight," said Barry,

savagely. " Have I nothing better to do ?

Did you ? " he asked suddenly.

" Ves, rather--I was just telling Vera all

about it. Wonderful fellow, Reilly. Smaller

even than you."

"Is it possible ? " asked Barry, affecting

an extravagant surprise. " Could you see

him ? "

" Don't be sarcastic," said Mr. Sellinger.

" Of course you could see him. He isn't a

beauty, I can tell youâ��lop-sided faceâ��

you've seen the picture in the papers ?â��but,

boy, he's a fighter ! "

" So I've heard," said Barry, wearily.

" As to the unknown idiot who wants to

tight him "

" Good morning," said Barry, shortly,

and, with a lift of his hat, went on.

CURIOUS fellow, that." Sellinger shook

his head. " Can't quite make him

out, Vera."

" Mr. Sellinger." Her tone was very

quiet,

" Yes, Vera ?â�¢ "

" Will you please not call me by my

Christian name ? "

He was surprised and hurt.

" But, my dear child "

. " But I'm not your clear child," she said,

in the same voice. " I'm not even a child."

" Of course, if you wish it, Veâ��Missâ��erâ��

Shaw, by all means. I'm sorry if I've

offended you."

He was not sorry, except for himself, of

course ; but it was the kind of reply that a

representative of the oldest family in the

county should make.

" You haven't offended meâ��only I don't

like it. Why do you think that Mr. Tearle

is curious ? "

" Well," he hesitated, " a schoolmaster

isn't the best paid professional in the world,

and yet Tearle lives in style, has a car of his

own, is always dressed well."

She looked at him in that weary, patient

way which women can make so offensive.

"Other people have moneyâ��you have

moneyâ��and yet it isn't curious," she said,

coldly ; "or do you think it is curious

because you haven't got it all ? "

He smiled indulgently.
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" How like you to defend him ! " he said,

and before indignation could permit an

appropriate reply he went on : " Dkl your

father say whether the School Extension

Committee was meeting at the usual hour ? "

She shook her head and half turned to go.

" I wish " he

began, and stopped.

" You wish ? "

" Well " This

time his halt of speech

was less natural. " I

wish that other ar-

rangements would be

made about "

" Alxnit what ? "

She was exasper-

ated by his studied

hesitations, but she

was curious.

' Atout the money

that has been raised

for the School Ex-

tension. It is a tre-

mendous sum for a

â��well, for an ill-paid

master to handle."

He knew he had

made a mistake be-

fore the words were

out, for the girl's

face had gone from

crimson to white as

the drift of his mean-

ing appeared.

" Do you " â��she

was breathless, and

her voice sounded

strange even to her-

self ; " do youâ��mean

to suggest that Mr.

T earl eâ��gets his

money for motor-

carsâ��oh, it's too

absurdâ��too wicked !

How dare you ! "

He blinked at her

in amazement. He

had never regarded

her as anything but

a soft, fluffy, kitteny

thing and a possible

ornament to his

gloomy house. He

looked aghast upon

a fury ; her grey

eyes, dark with

passion, her lips

straight drawn and

unbecoming.

"My dear " he

began.

think such things," she flamed. " I hate

you ! "

He stood as a man petrified until she had

disappeared through the porch of Dr. Shaw's

study.

" \7ery unbecoming," he spluttered to

an

You must have

evil mind to

" Vera was standing where he had left her, but Sellinger was

with her."
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himself, fuming; "very unladylike â�� very

unnecessary

DR. SHAW came in to lunch ten minutes

earlier than Vera had expected, and

brought Sellingcr with him, to the

girl's intense annoyance.

" I've asked Sellinger to stay to lunch,

Vera," he said. " Will you tell Mrs. Burdon

to put another place at the table ? We have

a meeting of the Extension Committee this

afternoon and I cannot send Mr. Sellinger

all the way back."

A more sensitive man than Sellinger might

have been hurt by the apology for his invita-

tion ; but Sellinger was not that kind of

man. He smiled graciously upon the girl,

and in that smile conveyed a tacit agreement

that what had happened that morning should

be overlooked and forgotten.

Fortunately for Vera, there was little need

for her to speak, for the conversation centred

about the afternoon committee meeting.

When Tearle's name came into the conversa-

tion it was Dr. Shaw who was responsible.

" There was rather an unpleasant little

incident this morning in town," he saidâ��

and when those of Rindle School referred to

" town " they meant all that part of Kindle

which was not school. " I don't know what

started it, but I'm quite sure the boy was

not in the wrong."

" Is one of the boys in trouble, father ? "

asked Vera, quickly.

" Well, not exactly in trouble. You re-

memberâ��do you know the man Crickleyâ��

he has a tumbledown shanty on the Jamaica

Road ? "

She nodded.

" An awful ruffian," she said ; " he was at

court last year, and he drinks, doesn't he? "

" I should imagine he had been drinking

this morning. He was going through the

town with his unfortunate wife, and ap-

parently something she said disagreed with

himâ��at any rate, the brute hit her first with

his stick, and although I don't suppose he

hurt her very much, one of the boys of the

fifthâ��young Tilling, to be exactâ��who

happened to be passing, interfered "

" Good for him ! " said the girl, her eyes

sparkling.

Dr. Shaw smiled.

" It looked like being bad for him," he

said. " For the blackguard turned his at-

tention to the boy, and had him by the scruff

of the neck, according to accounts, when

Tearle, who was going over to the higher

mathematical set, came upon the scene. I

understand he asked the man very civilly to

release the boy ; whereupon he certainly

loosed his hold of the boy, but he struck at

Tearle."

The girl opened her mouth in consternation.

" Was heâ��was he hurt ? ' she asked.

" No, 1 don't think he was," the doctor

chuckled, quietly. " Tearle, you know "

he turned to Sellinger, " is our games master,

and a rattling good instructor in boxing. I

saw the captain of the school, who witnessed

the encounter, and he is most enthusiastic

about what followed."

" Did he strike the man ? Was there a

brawl ? " asked Sellinger, ready to be

shocked.

" I don't think there was much of a brawl.

but he certainly struck the man," said the

doctor, dryly. " Crickley had to be assisted

away."

Sellinger shook his head heavily.

" I don't know whether that sort of thing

is good for Rindle," he said, in his capacity

of patron saint.

" Nonsense ! " said the doctor, sharply,

and the girl beamed upon her father. " A

most excellent lesson and example to the boys.

It means, of course, that the lx>ys in Tearle's

form will give themselves airs, but it is what

I would term a most excellent thing to have

happened."

Sellinger was discreetly silent on this

conclusion.

I TALKED to Tearle after school." Dr.

Shaw went on. " Of course, Tearle was

most apologetic." He paused and

frowned. " Do you know, Vera," he said,

" I had the most extraordinary impression

when I was speaking to Tearle. In this

morning's paperâ��which, of course, you

haven't read, my dear, at least not the part

that 1 am referring toâ��there was a reference

to a challenge which had lx>en issued by a

certain Unknown to the boxer, Snub Reilly."

" You don't mean that " she said.

breathlessly.

" Yes, I had that impressionâ��that Tearle

was the Unknown. You see, I mentioned

the fight of the previous evening, and I talked

to him about the challenge, just as I might

talk to Sellinger here in an ordinary, matter-

of-fact way. And do you know that he

went as red as a beetroot ? "

Sellinger laughed loud and heartily.

" That would be too absurd," he said,

contemptuously. " I grant that our friend

Tearle may be an excellent boxer, but an

excellent amateur has no earthly chance

against even a third-class professional, and

Snub Reilly is at the top of his class."

Dr. Shaw shrugged.

"â�¢I agree it is ridiculous," he said.

" Besides," Sellinger went on, enlarging

his argument, " before that match can occur,

somebody has got to find ten thousand

pounds, and ten thousand pounds is a lot of

money "

Vera was looking at him, and their eyes
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met. She saw in his the dawn of a great

suspicion, and her hand gripped the handle

of her bread knife murderously. It was

Sellinger who changed the subject abruptly,

but the girl knew that he was lar from re-

linquishing his theory.

Sellinger went out to telephone to his

house, and the girl was left alone with her

father.

" Daddy." she said, do you like Mr.

Sellinger ? "

He looked at her over his glasses.

" No, dear, to be candid," he said, slowly.

" I think him a most unmitigated bore ! "

She held out her hand solemnly and her

father gripped it.

" I think you are the most wonderful

father in the world," she said. " And all

this time I was thinking that you loved him."

" I loathe him," said her father, frankly,

" in so far as it is possible for a person of my

profession to loathe anybody. But the

Bellingers are a sort of tradition at Kindle,

and one has to be civil to them."

" I'm going to tell you something."

She walked over anil shut the door which

Sellinger had left open.

" Do you know what he suggested to me

this morning ? "

" Who, Sellinger ? "

She nodded.

" He suggested that the School Extension

Funds are being stolen by Mr. Tearle."

Dr. Shaw jumped up, pink with anger.

" How dare he ? It is a monstrous sug-

gestion ! " he said. " 1 shall tell himâ��â��"

" Xo, you'll tell him nothing," said Vera,

hastily. " What is the use of my giving you

my confidence ? I am only telling you for

your guidance."

Dr. Shaw sat down in his chair again.

" A disgraceful suggestion," he mumbled,

" and palpably stupid. Certainly Tearle, as

treasurer, has control of the monev "

" Is it cash ? 1 mean, could you go into a

room and take so many hundreds or thou-

sands from a box ? " asked the girl, and

Dr. Shaw laughed.

" Of course not. The money is represented

by certain securitiesâ��stocks in various

industries and railways. Tearle has the

handling and the care of these stocksâ��he is

a capital man of business. But to suggest

! " he fumed, and it needed all the

girl's power of persuasion to bring him back

to a condition of calm.

Mr. Sellinger went home that night deep

in thought, and sat up until two o'clock in

the morning writing letters to his friends.

One of these friends was an editor of a news-

paper closely identified with sport, and from

him in a few days he learnt more particulars

of the challenge which had been issued to the

great Snub Reilly. The ten thousand pounds

had to be deposited by the fifth of the

following month, the sum being lodged in the

bank in the name of three prominent sports-

men, one of whom was the writer.

Where would Tearle get his ten thousand ?

He was absolutely certain that Tearle was

the challenger, and the news he had from the

school confirmed him in his opinion. Further

confirmation came one day at a committee

meeting when Tearle had taken some papers

from his pocket. Amongst them Sellinger

saw a somewhat gaudy print. It was

strangely familiar to him, but it was not until

he got home that it flashed upon him that

the print was a programme of the Reilly-

Boyd fight ! So Tearle had been a spectator

after all ! And he had sworn that he had

not seen the fight !

The master, too, was in strict training, and

once, looking from his bedroom in the dark

hours of the morningâ��Sellinger was not a

good sleeperâ��he saw a figure in white vest

and shorts run past the lodge entrance, and

recognized Barry Tearle as the runner.

The weeks that followed were for Mr.

Sellinger weeks of interest and investigation.

. At a meeting of the Extension Committee,

which gathered once a week to transact

formal business, he asked for and secured a

list of the securities held by the treasurer.

And with this in his possession he bided his

time.

THERE arrived at this period an un-

obtrusive individual who took lodgings

in the village and appeared to have

very little to do except to loaf about the

school and watch the boys and the masters

go in and out. He was a charming man,

who made friends with the postmaster, and

was on good terms with all the tradesmen

before he had" been in the village three

days. One night Sellinger was finishing his

dinner when a visitor was announced. It

was the stranger who greeted his employer

deferentially.

" Well, Mr. Sellinger," he said, with satis-

faction, " I have a few items of information

for you which will interest you."

" Have you got him ? " asked Mr. Sel-

linger, eagerly.

" I wouldn't like to say that," said the

detective, " but I rather fancy that if we

haven't got him we've put him in a very

tight corner."

He took a note-book from his pocket and

turned the leaves.

" Yesterday afternoon Tearle sent a regis-

tered envelope to Taylor and Grime, the

brokers. I got the address, because I'm a

friend of the postmaster'sâ��anyway, that

was easy. I went straight up to the City

by the night train and called on Taylor and

Grime the next morning, and it couldn't have
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happened better for me, because there's a

clerk in the office whom I know very well.

As a matter of fact, I saved him from a whole

lot of trouble a couple of years ago."

" What was it that Tearle sent ? " asked

Bellinger, holding his breath.

" Five thousand shares in the Rochester

and Holbeach Railroad. One thousand

shares in the Land Development Syndicate,

and a thousand shares in the Newport Dock

Corporation."

' Wait a moment," said Sellinger, hastily,

and went to his desk. He came back with

a list. ' Read the .names of those stocks

over again," he said, and the detective com-

plied.

1 That's it ! " Sellinger nodded. " All

these shares are held by Tearle on behalf of

the School Extension Fund ! "

The detective looked at him curiously.

" Well, what are you going to doâ��pinch

him ? " he asked, and Mr. Sellinger smiled.

" No," he said, softly; " I don't think we

need arrest him yet awhile."

He paced up and down the room.

" I'll tell you what I'll do," he said. " I'm

having the masters up to dinner to-morrow-

night. It is a practice that the Sellingers

have always followed since the foundation

of the schoolâ��I suppose you know that

Rindle School was founded by one of my

ancestors ? "

The detective did not know, but bowed

reverently.

1 Tearle lives with old Mrs. Gold in the

High Street," Sellinger went on. " She's as

deaf as a brick and I believe goes to bed every

night at nine o'clock. His rooms are a long

way from where she and the servants sleep,

and, anyway, she's so deaf that she wouldn't

hear you."

" What's the idea ? " asked the detective.

" Whilst I have Mr. Tearle here "â��Sel-

linger emphasixed his words with a regular

thrust of his finger into his hireling's waist-

coatâ��" you will make a very careful search

through Tearle's papers."

The detective nodded.

" I get you," he said. ' But how am I to

find my way into the house ? "

" The front door is always unfastened

when Tearle is out at night," said Sellinger.

1 He was telling the Head last week that he

never carried a key, and most of the houses

leave their doors openâ��there is no crime in

Rindle."

1 Except what we commit," â�¢ said the

detective, humorously.

'' That," said Mr. Sellinger, gravely, " is

an impertinence. This is not a crime. 1 am

acting in the best interests of justice."

The Sellinger dinner, which, as Mr. Sel-

linger said, was a feature of Rindle School

life, was a deadly dull affair to two of the

guests. For the host, with commendable

foresight, had so arranged the seats that

Vera Shaw sat at one end of the board on his

right, and Barry Tearle at the other end of

the long table, on Dr. Shaw's right. This

arrangement suited Mr. Sellinger admirably,

because he had a proposal to make to Vera,

the terms of which had taken a good day's

thought. The girl, who would never have

attended but for the fact that the three

mistresses which Rindle boasted were present,

was openly boredâ��a fact which Mr. Sellinger

did not observe.

THEY were half-way through dinner when

Sellinger exposed his grand scheme.

" Miss Vera," he said (he had com-

promised to that extent), " I want to make a

suggestion to you and I wonder how you'll

take it ? "

" That depends upon the suggestion," she

said, coolly.

" It may shock you," he began, cautiously,

lowering his voice. " Butâ��how would you

like to see the fight ? "

" See the fight ? " she repeated, startled.

" Do you mean the fight between "

" Between Snub Reilly and the Great

Unknown," he said, jocularly.

She thought a moment.

" I hardly think I'd like to see it at all,"

she said. "I do not approve of women

attending such exhibitions."

" Suppose the Great Unknown were a

friend of yours ? " he said deliberately, and

her face went pink.

" How absurd ! Do you suggest ? "

" I not only suggest, but I know," he said.

" You must promise not to tell Tearle, be-

cause, if my surmise is correct, he would be

upset by your knowing, and maybe the

thing would peter out! "

" But it's nonsense," she said, contemptu-

ously. " How could Mr. Tearle find ten

thousand " She bit her lip.

" He may have friends," said Sellinger,

suavely.

There was a silence.

" Do you think he could winâ��supposing

he wereâ��the Unknown ? "

" Why not ? " lied Sellinger. " I'm told

he is a very brilliant boxer, and I'm not so

sure that Snub Reilly couldn't be beaten."

He saw the girl's head turn slowly, and,

as if obeying a common impulse, Barry

Tearle raised his head at that moment.

" Why do you want me to go ? " she asked

suddenly.

But he was prepared for that ; it was in

framing the answer to such a question that

he had spent the morning.

" Because," he said, stoutly, " I think he

will win. And, what is more," it cost him a

greater effort to deliver this sentiment than
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' I rather fancy,' said the detective, ' that if we haven't got him we've put him in a

very tight corner.' "

to carry out the rest of the schemeâ��" be-

cause I've an idea that Tearle is fond of you."

She turned quickly away and did not

reply for some minutes.

" I'll go on one condition," she said, '' and

I think that it can be managed. I have to

go to town, and my aunt has asked me to

stay the nightâ��I can easily pretend that I

am going to a theatre. Who will take me ? "

" I, of course," said Mr. Sellinger, gal-

lantly, and she nodded.

" What is the condition ?" he asked.

" That if you find you are wrong, and the

â��the Unknown is not Mr.â��Tearleâ��you will

take me away."

" Of course," said Mr. Sellinger, heartily.

" I wouldn't dream of allowing you to see

the fight unless our friend was involved.

Now remember, Miss Vera, it is absolutely

necessary that you should not mention this

matter to Mr. Tearle. Let it be a surprise

to him. I can imagine," he went on, " how

delighted he would be, how nerved for the

â��erâ��combat."

" Don't let us talk about it any more,"

she said.

To Barry Tearle's intense disappointment

she left with her father, and scarcely spoke

two words to him. He was puzzled. What

had she and Sellinger been talking about so

earnestly, he wondered. Did they know ?â��

he went pale at the thought.

He walked back to his lodgings, a greatly

worried young man.

The last guest had hardly departed before

the detective was ushered into Sellinger's
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library, and one glance at his face revealed

to that gentleman the measure of his success.

" We've got him, sir," he said, exultantly.

" Here you are ! " He laid a sheet of paper

before the other.

" What is this ? "

" I've copied it from a letter which I

found on his table."

Mr. Scllinger picked up the paper and

fixed his glasses. It was from a City bank,

and acknowledged the receipt of ten thousand

pounds which had been paid into Barry

Tearle's account. But it was the second

-extract which filled Mr. Bellinger with joy.

!t was merely three lines copied from the

counterfoil of Barry Tearle's cheque-book,

which showed that the sum of ten thousand

pounds had been made out in favour of the

Fight Committee '

Mr. Sellinger rubbed his hands.

" You've done splendidly, my friend,

splendidly ! " he said. " Now, what shall

we do ? "

" You ought to have him arrested at

once," said the detective, shaking his head.

'' Unless you take immediate steps, you'll

never recover that money."

" No, no," said Sellinger.

He knew something better than that, but

this he did not explain to the detective. He

was going to see Tearle beatenâ��and some-

body else was going to see him beaten, too.

And when the fight was over, the comedy

would develop into dramaâ��and melodrama

at that.

" I want Somebody to have a lesson," he

said solemnly, " a lesson which they will

never forget in their lives, and which may

have a lasting beneficial effect upon their

future. To the uninitiated, my act may

seem a cruel one ; but it is often necessary,

my friend, that one should be cruel to be

kind."

" But what about the money ? " asked the

puzzled but practical detective. " That is

going to be lost."

" 1 don't think so," said Mr. Sellinger.

" If it is, then I am happily in a position to

make good to the school the amount that

this man has stolen."

He might have kept his secret, he might

have maintained his outward calm to the

grand dÃ©nouement : but it was impossible

that he could keep his knowledge pent up so

long. The girl left for town early on the

morning of the fight, and Barry, when he

learnt she had gone, and had gone without

seeing him, felt as though life held no further

interest for him. He himself went up by

the afternoon train, having secured per-

mission iroin the Head. An hour before he

left, Dr. Shaw sent for him, and the doctor

was obviously ill at ease.

' You wanted me, sir ? " said Barry,

coming into the study, and the Head looked

round with a start.

" Yesâ��erâ��yes, Tearle," said the doctor,

uncomfortably. " Sit down, will you ? I

wanted to say to youâ��that I wish you luck."

He put out his hand.

" I'm a little worried, you know, Tearle,

about it all, and it seems to me that you

haven't a ghost of a chance."

" What do you mean, sir ? "

" I mean, I believe you are the Unknown

who has challenged this boxer, and somehow

I wish you hadn't. It is not that I disap-

prove of boxing, and although there is certain

to be a little trouble if the truth comes out

that you are the challenger, we can get over

that. No, it's the fear that you have risked

your own private fortune " he hesitated,

unless, of course, you persuaded your

friends to assist you ? "

" No, sir, it is all my own money," said

Barry Tearle, steadily.

" I hope you win." Dr. Shaw shook him

cheerfully by the hand. " You're a good

fellow, Tearle, andâ��and I hope you win,

and I'm sure if myâ��if my girl knew, and of

course she doesn't dream that you are taking

part in this contest, that she would echo

my wishes."

Barry wrung his hand in silence and left

with a little lump in his throat.

IT was a grand adventure for the girl. All

day she had thought about nothing else, and

alternated between hope and dread. Some-

times it was dread of the spectacle she would

see ; sometimesâ��and more oftenâ��it was

the picture of Barry Tearle's failure which

made her shiver. The faithful Mr. Sellinger

arrived at nine o'clock in the evening. He

was in his most jovial mood, as he had

reason to be, for he had just parted from two

Central Office detectives after putting them

in possession of the vital facts.

He had arranged that the girl should

arrive at the theatre where the fight was

taking place in time to miss some of the

minor encounters which preceded it, and it

was while they were waiting in the vestibule

for one such contest to finish that he was

hailed by a friend and left her for a moment.

Vera was feeling self-conscious and un-

comfortable. It did not bring ease to her

mind that there were other ladies present.

She felt ashamed and furtive and mean, and

for the first time she began to have serious

doubts as to what effect her presence would

have upon the man whose victory she desired.

She still told herself that Sellinger was

mistaken, and that the challenger was some

other person than Barry, but in her heart of

hearts she knew that she would see the man

she loved within that cruel ring, and the

thought of it set her heart thumping wildly.
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" Talk to me later, Johnson. I'm going

to get my seat," she heard Bellinger say, and

then he took her arm and led her down a long

aisle.

The theatre was in darkness save for the

brilliant lights which hung above a square,

white platform.

So that was the nng ! It was smaller

than she had expected. She looked round

at the spectators in the gloom, and thought

>he had never seen so many thousands of faces

so close together. She was seized with a

panic as to what all those thousands would

say if Barry was defeated. Would they

cheer ? She stopped, gripping fast to Sel-

linger's arm. She couldn't bear that.

" I don't think I'll go in," she whispered,

" I really don't think I can stand it."

" Come along," said Sellinger, soothingly,

and led her down to a ring seat.

She was too near. She knew that she was

too near. She would rather see this thing at

such a distance as made it impossible to

distinguish between one fighter and the other.

But she was there now and she must stay.

And then it was that Sellinger could keep his

DÃ©cret no longer.

There was some delay, they learned.

Snub had not arrived, but had telephoned

that he was on his way. But for the delay

and the opportunity which it gave him,

Sellinger might have maintained his silence

to the end. But now he bent over the girl,

and step by step traced the progress of his

investigations, and she listened, chilled with

norror. She could not even find the words

Ñ�Ð¾ protest.

He might have noticed her distress and in

pity have toned down his lurid recital, but he

was hot with triumph, and found a joy in his

brutality. And then the climax came, when

the girl v,-as clutching the arm of her chair,

half fainting.

The man to whom Sellinger had spoken

in the vestibule came up and said Snub had

arrived. Mr. Johnson was stout, red-faced,

and white-haired.

" Is the Unknown here ? " demanded

Sellinger with a grim smile.

'' Oh, yes, he's here. I'm told he's going

" He's going nowhere," almost shouted

Sellinger. " I've got a couple of detectives

waiting for him, my friend."

" Oh, don't, don't," said Vera, white to

her lips.

" A couple of detectives ? " The man

looked from one to the other. " Well, I

think that's rotten of you, Sellinger. The

man has had his punishment. Why should

he have more ? You know him, then ? "

I know him very well indeed," Â«aid

Sellinger. " I don't know about his punish-

ment."

" He had two years' imprisonment for

forgery in Australia. He was one of the

best lightweights we've had in this country

for years. I told them that they ought to

have come out boldly and told the public

that it is Kid Mackay who was challenging,

but the men who are behind him insisted on

introducing him as ' An Unknown 'â��an

idiotic piece of tactics."

The colour was coming back to the girl's

face as her eyes were fixed upon the other.

" Who is he ? " she whispered.

" Kid Mackay, madam," said Bellinger's

friend, and went on, " one of the best lads in

the ring three years ago "

" Then it is not Tearle ? " wailed Sellinger.

Such a look of bewilderment was on his

face that she could have laughed. Then

with a start she remembered.

" You must take me away. You promised

that if it was not "

Her words were interrupted by a roar. A

man was coming down one of the aisles in a

purple dressing-gown. As he swung up

between the ropes, his broad, good-humoured

face all smiles, one half the audience recog-

nized the Unknown as the erstwhile champion,

and understood the reticence that his backers

had shown.

But now a greater roar shook the building.

Another figure moved amidst his seconds,

and leaping lightly up to the ring, dodged

through the ropes. From every part of the

vast hall came a shout !

" Snubâ��Snub Reilly ! "

" Snub Reilly ! " Mr. Bellinger's voice

was hollow, and then Snub Reilly turned,

anrl the girl half rose from her scat.

The man whose face was distorted with

his characteristic grimace was staring down

at her, then slowly the wrinkles and pucker-

ings smoothed out and the mouth went

straight and she looked up into the startled

eyes of Barry Tearle.

Mr. Sellinger sat, stricken dumb, his mouth

agape. As for the girl, she looked on as if

in a trance. She saw the preliminaries,

watched the opening of the first round, her

eyes never leaving the lithe figure that

leaped and lunged. She could hear the thud

of the gloves as they struck, but whose

gloves they were and who was struck she

could not tell. It was at the beginning of

the second round that the " Unknown "

forced the fighting, in spite of the injunctions

and prayers of his seconds to remain strictly

on the defensive for the first eight rounds.

Right and left flashed Snub's terrible fists.

The Unknown staggered. A second blow to

the jaw landed, timed to the fraction of a

second.

The fight was over. It was over, too, for

Yera Shaw, and Barry Tearle leapt the ropes

in time to catch her as she fainted.
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IT was in the Head's study the next

morning that Barry Tearle, unmarked

by his exertions the night before, told

his story.

" My father was a boxer," he said. ' He

used to travel the country fairs, and every

penny he made he put into my education.

He did something moreâ��he taught me the

game, as no man knew it better than he. He

died whilst I was at the University, and it

looked as though my education was going to

stop short. I loved my studies and I loved

the life I had planned for myself. But I

wanted money. I had no friends or influence.

One morning at breakfast I saw in the

sporting press a challenge issued on behalf

of a man whom I had seen fight and whom

I thought I could beat. I pawned every-

thing I had to cover his modest stake, and,

adopting the name of Snub Reillyâ��Reilly

is my second nameâ��I fought him and won.

As I became better known I was terrified

lest I should be recognized. It was then

that I adopted what the papers call my

' fighting face.' It was difficult to keep it

up, but my fights have been so short '

The doctor cleared his throat.

' Vera has told me something of Mr.

Bellinger's accusation. You sold some

bonds ? "

Barry nodded.

" Right and left flashed Snub's terrible

fists. The Unknown staggered. A

second blow to the jaw landed. The

fight

was over.

" They were my own bonds," he said. " 1

had to raise ten thousand pounds to cover

this challenge. They were bonds similar

to those which we held for the Extension

Fund."

" Naturally," Dr. Shaw nodded, " you

would buy the best stock, both for the school

and for yourself."

He was looking down at his blotting-pad

thoughtfully.

" You have fought your last fight ?" he

said.

Barry nodded.

" Yes, sir. From now on, Snub Reilly

disappears. I have made a considerable

sum, quite sufficient for my needs."

" Nobody at the school knows you areâ��

Snub Reilly ? "

" Except Mr. Sellinger, ' said Vera.
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"I do not think Mr. Sellinger will be

anxious to talk about the part he has played

in a business which is only discreditable in

so far as he has been concerned," said Dr.

Shaw.

For the second time in twenty-four hours

lie put out his hand.

" I rather think," he said, " I should like

to have seen that fight. Wouldn't you,

Yera ? "

The girl shuddered and shook her head.

" Of course not, of course not. How

could I ask such a thing ? " said the doctor,

tenderly, and he dropped his hand on her

shoulder. " You couldn't imagine my little

Sirl in that sort of an atmosphere, could you,

Tearle ? "

.Mr. Barry Tearle shook his head. He and

Yera went out together into the old-world

quadrangle, and neither spoke.

I must go into the house now, Barry,"

she said. ' Youâ��you weren't very much

hurt last night ? " she added, anxiously.

" Oh, my dear, 1 was so happy when you

won." She laid her hands impulsively on

his breast. " And I've quite forgiven your

little lie ! "

" My little lie ? " He was astonished.

' You said you had not seen the fight that

night."

He smiled.

' I didn't see it," he insisted. " 1 felt it

â��but I didn't see it."

Since the class-rooms overlook the quad-

rangle, what followed would have been

witnessed by the whole of the Fifth Classical

form but for the tact of the head prefect

of School House, who happened to be

standing by the window and closed it with

a bang.
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VARIATION I.

Mainly Autobiographical.

I HAVE constantly been asked to write

my Reminiscences, but have always

refusedâ��chieHy because I keep no

diary and I have a very bad memory

for dates. No one, however, who has been

before the public since he was sixteen and

has met every kind of person, interesting or

otherwise, can fail to have had some amusing

experiences and a few anecdotes to tell.

I can at least lay claim to having had

a sense of humour all my life. Again and

again have I been saved from utter boredom

at stodgy committee meetings, at dull enter-

tainments, or on long railway journeys by

seeing the funny side of things. I probably

inherited this from my father, who was

a great raconteur, loved a joke, and had a

splendid sense of the ridiculous. As a boy

at home I was considered the " funny man,"

and can boast at the age of ten of even

amusing my familyâ��and, as

we all know, the family is

not given to laughing at or

encouraging home-grown pro-

ducts as a rule. Corney Grain

and George Grossmith were

my two idols, and 1 was filled

with an ambition to give an

entertainment at the piano-

forte similar to theirs. This

ambition has never been real-

ized. From the age of four

or five I gave such obvious

signs of being exceptionally

musical that never for one

instant was the possibility

entertained of my ever be-

coming anything but a musi-

cian. My dear mother not Mr. Landon

only gave me my first pianoforte lessons,

but in every way guided and helped me

in my studies, selecting my masters and

even standing over me with infinite patience

to see that I performed my allotted tasks

at home. Oddly enough, I was a lazy boy,

and would always shirk work if I could.

This is all the more curious when it is

remembered that from the age of seventeen

I have been an indefatigable Worker,- and

that to-day I never give up unless ill-health

compels me to do so. Everything in music

came remarkably easy to me. especially

writing songs. 1 was trained, however, to

become a pianist and violinist, but heartily

disliked having to practise either instrument.

At the age of fourteen I wanted to give up

both in order to become a conductor, a com-

poser, and a musical critic, and wrote this

fact to my mother. It may seem odd to

have written it instead of saying it to her,

but Dr. Johnson never said a truer saying

than " A letter cannot blush." This was

just my case ; I was too shy

to tell her, so I wrote a note

and crept upstairs and placed

it carefully on her dressing-

table. She met me with a

very definite refusal partly be-

cause she quite rightly deemed

my desire as a mere excuse to

escape the necessary work that

all pianists and violinists have

to do. To those two instru

ments I was therefore kept, and

after some six months' private

tuition under Lady Thompson

for composition, Franklin

Taylor for pianoforte, and

Henry Holmes for violin, I was

entered as a student at the

Ronald, Royal College of Music. I
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should like to add here in parentheses that

Lady Thompson was the wife of the cele-

brated surgeon, Sir Henry Thompson, and

svas in her early days known as Miss Kate

Loder, a brilliant pianist. In her old age

she was paralyzed, and couldn't move hand

or foot. She was a magnificent musician

and the kindest of friends, and her influence

on my early musical days was deeply marked.

On one of my journeys to the Royal

College of Music on the Underground Rail-

way an absurd incident occurred which I

still remember with great clearness. I was

standing on Praecl Street Station platform,

arrived addressed to me. In the greatest

excitement I opened it, and it turned out to

be at least a couple of hundred religious tracts

of all kinds, with a very cheap edition of the

Bible and some Ancient and Modern Hymns.

This was the old man's way of showing his

gratitude.

I LEFT the Royal College of Music at the

age of sixteen and a half, being a very good

pianist, a fair violinist, a composer of some

pretty tunes, and equipped with a thorough

knowledge of the orchestra and orchestral

music through having played first violin in

" When Moul asked what my terms would be, with a beating heart but without a

moment's hesitation 1 replied : ' Ten pounds ! ' '

when I noticed an old man in a huge fur coat

smoking a pipe. Some ashes of the pipe fell

on his coat and it began to burn. I ran up

to him and informed him of the circum-

stance. He seemed greatly perturbed, and

thanked me in the most effusive terms, and

said that he would never forget my action.

He would not leave me, and would not stop

thanking me, and travelled with me as far

as South Kensington Station, asking me all

about myself. He took my name and ad-

dress and said that I should hear from him,

as he wished me to have a little souvenir of

an action he would never forget. I heard

nothing for some days, though, with child-

like curiosity, I anxiously awaited the knock

of the postman ! One day a huge parcel

Vol. Ixiii. â��3.

the college orchestra for a considerable

period. Among those who were fellow-

students of mine and who have since made

names for themselves were Robert Hichens,

Hamish MacCunn, Howard Talbot, W. H.

Squire, and those excellent accompanists

Messrs. F. A. Sewell and Liddle, besides

many others who hold prominent positions

on the concert platform and as well-known

teachers.

My first engagement followed soon after

I left the college and came about thus : I

received a letter from a fellow-student

saying that a pianist was wanted to play the

difficult pianoforte part ot " L'Enfant Pro-

digue," a musical play without words which

had just been produced with enormous
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success at the Prince of Wales Theatre. I

was asked to go and see Mr. Alfred Moul,

who was then a theatrical agent and later

became chairman of the Alhambra Theatre.

I did so, and my interview with him was

decidedly amusing, and both he and I often

laughed about it in after years. I was an

independent, somewhat self-satisfied youth,

and he was the practical, very busy man.

with little time and few words to waste. He

informed me very curtly that a trial of

pianists was being held the next day at the

theatre, and that if I cared to attend I could

do so. I was living at home at this time

and my father allowed me a few shillings a

week pocket-money, and I didn't feel that

there was any urgent necessity for me to

earn anything. But I went to the theatre

more out of a desire to prove to Mr. Moul

that I was considerably better than he

imagined than for any other reason. The

composer, AndrÃ© Wormser. was there ;

Charles Lauri, who was running the piece,

and Mr. Moul, and behind them there were

about twenty pianists all waiting to be heard.

My turn came, and I played a very showy

rhapsody by Liszt. My success was very

marked, and 1 was at once asked to play

from sight some of "L'Enfant Prodigue,"

which I did with the greatest ease. Charles

I.auri was so carried away with enthusiasm

that in a loud whisper I heard him tell Alfred

Moul not to let me go out of the theatre and

to settle with me there and then. I had no

idea of my value, and scarcely realized what

a weekly salary meant. Whatever they

offered to pay me I knew I should have for

pocket-money, and before I overheard Lauri s

remark I began, to see visions of two golden

sovereigns per week to spend as I liked.

When Moul, therefore, took me aside and

told me that he was instructed to offer me

the job and asked me what my terms would be,

with a beating heart but without a moment's

hesitation I replied, " Ten pounds " What

possessed me to do so, or how I had the

effrontery, still remains a mystery. But

when my suggestion was immediately agreed

to and I was not kicked out of the theatre,

as I had feared I should be, I was scarcely

able to find my voice to say " Thank you."

I played ' L'Enfant Prodigue " over three

hundred times, and went on tour with it

through England and Scotland.

Playing the piano in " L'Enfant Prodigue "

proved to be my first and practically my last

appearance as a pianist. It is true that I

have played in public on a few rare occasions

since, but my dropping the idea of ever

making a career as a pianist dates from the

last performance of â�¢ L'Enfant Prodigue "

many, many years ago. I made up my mind

to become a conductor, although my youthful

appearance was a great drawback, as I found

that managers were shy of trusting such a

boyish-looking individual, and that orchestral

men had little or no respect for me. I

eventually succeeded, however, in obtaining

an engagement to conduct comic opera on

tour. This I did for a year or two, obtain-

ing invaluable experience, though the re-

muneration was small and the life an un

pleasant one. Naturally, I could not afford

to live at hotels, and very often I would

arrive on a Sunday fairly late in the evening,

leaving my baggage at the station and

having to hunt for rooms in a large town

without knowing my way about. Having

obtained them, I often experienced the most

horrible cooking, and more often suffered

from dirt. I remember passing a most

terrible night in one of the big northern

cities through rinding the bed crowded with

horrible insects. On upbraiding the land-

lady about it the next morning, it was ex-

plained to me that an actress had been sleep-

ing in the bed the previous week, and had as

her companions two pet dogs. Incidents

such as these were innumerable, although 1

am led to understand that present-day con-

ditions have vastly improved, and that the

life of an actor or actress on tour can be made

extremely comfortable without going to

expensive hotels.

Signor Boito, the famous composer of

" Mefistofele " and the man who arranged

the libretti of " Otello " and " Falstaff " for

Verdi, was over in this country, and I was

invited to a party given by Mr. Albert Yisetti

to meet him. It was on this occasion that 1

met and made friends with the well-known

conductor of Co ven t Garden Opera, Signor

Luigi Mancinelli. Chiefly through the influ-

ence of Signor Mancinelli and my father, I

was engaged by the famous impresario of

that time, Sir Augustus Harris, who ap-

pointed me to take up the duties of coach

and rÃ©pÃ©titeur at Covent Garden Theatre.

Although for the next few years I was

destined to have some of the" most heart-

breaking experiences, some of the most

awful snubs, and some of the hardest work

that has ever fallen to the lot of a young man

of nineteen, I still look back on those days

as being the most interesting, the most

valuable, and the most influential of my life.

I had to be at the theatre every morning at

ten o'clock, and seldom got away before mid-

night, while regular meals were literally an

unknown quantity. During the Opera season

I believe I did everything except sweeping

the floors and keeping the place clean. I

was at everybody's call, and all the work

that other coaches didn't want or care to do

was put on my shoulders. By the time six

months had passed I really felt that I had

mastered my job. I was sent on a pro-

vincial operatic tour which Harris had
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arranged, the company including the Sisters

Ravogli (who had created such a furore in

" Orfeo "), Lucile Hill, David Bispham,

Joseph O'Mara, and about twenty other

artistes of all nationalities, a large chorus, and

orchestra. The tour was a financial failure,

but it gave me fresh and valuable experience.

It seems extraordinary, considering the

enormous success that opera is to-day in

the provinces, that this tour with such fine

artistes and a really first-class chorus and

orchestra should have been a failure. At

so-called " musical Manchester," I can

remember that the night we gave the first

production of the 'Meistersinger," that Albert

Chevalier was giving one of his recitals next

door at the Free

.

Trade Hall. The

"Meistersinger "

scarcely drew five

hundred people ;

Chevalier was

absolutely packed

out, and hundreds

refused at the

doors.

My second season at Covent Garden proved

in every way eventful. I was then beginning

to be recognized by certain of the great

singers as a capable coach, and Mr. Arthur

Collins (the present Managing Director of

Drury Lane Theatre), Augustus Harris's

stage manager, was extremely kind and took

the warmest interest in me. He used to

allow me privileges which he would grant

to but few, one being that I was permitted

to stand in the " prompt corner " to watch

the performance when I had nothing else to

do, so that I could note how all the great

singers phrased and interpreted their dif-

ferent rÃ´les. This was the period when the

De Res/kes were at the height of their fame,

and the list of artistes engaged included

almost all the greatest singers of the world.

I have a list before me now as I write, and

find that amongst those who were announced

to appear during this season were Mesdames

Melba, Albani, CalvÃ©, NÃ³rdica, Ternina,

Emma Eames, Ella Russell, Marie Brema,

and Schumann Heink ; and Messieurs Jean

and Edouard de Reszke, Tamagno, Van

Dyck, Alvarez, Maurel, Van Rooy, PlanÃ§on,

Renaud, Ancona, and De Lucia. 1 remember

that the cast that usually appeared in the

production of " Romeo and Juliet " in-

cluded Melba, Jean de Reszke, Edouard de

Reszke, and PlanÃ§on, and I can recall a

unique performance of " Carmen " with Jean

de Reszke as Don JosÃ©, CalvÃ© as Carmen,

1 The tenor repeated the mistake and nearly put out the entire orchestra. Mancinel'.i

shouted to him in a raucous voice : ' You are very beast 1 ' '
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Melba as Micaela, and Ancona as Esca-

niillo. Augustus Harris certainly did things

in the grand manner. He gave the British

public casts which undoubtedly have never

been equalled since ; casts which, alas !

would be financially prohibitive nowadays,

even supposing such supreme artistes were

available. Singers are proverbially the most

difficult people to deal with, but Augustus

Harris had the special gift of getting them

to do anything and everything he wanted.

He commanded their aftection as well as

their respect. I worked under him for close

on eight years, and still have in my possession

my first three years' contract at a salary of

four pounds, five pounds, and six pounds per

week. His early and unexpected death was :

a great loss to the operatic world, and left a

void I do not consider has ever been filled;

On one occasion at Drury Lane Harris had

persuaded Mancinelli to direct a few operas

during the English Opera season. He was

rehearsing " Lohengrin " with a certain

English tenor on the morning of the per-

formance, and he could not be persuaded to

sing one particular phrase in time. Man-

..inelli, after much swearing in Italian and

French (he spoke no English), eventually got

the unfortunate singer to do it correctly, and

made him promise to practise it well before

the night's performance. Sure enough, at

the performance the tenor repeated the mis-

take he had made in the morning, and nearly

put out the entire orchestra. Mancinelli,

getting very red in the face, shouted to him

in a raucous voice, " You are very beast ! "-â�¢â��

a literal translation of " Vous Ãªtes trÃ¨s bÃªte."

His anger was very violent and short-lived,

and he had a curiously penetrating, good-

natured laugh, amazingly like the bleat of a

nanny-goat. I remember an incident that

occurred when the Sisters Ravogli were

cramming the house with their performance

of Gluck's " Orfeo." Harris had the notion

that it would be very realistic to have some

real nanny-goats on the stage in the scene

depicting the Elysian Plains. I was sitting

in the stalls with Harris, just behind

Jievignani, who was conducting, and we

were eagerly awaiting the effect the stage

picture would create. Qur expectations

were surpassed ! In the middle of Sofia

Kavogli's solo the nanny-goats began to

bleat all over the stage ; the audience

tittered and laughed, and the dramatic effect

was ruined. Harris told me to rush round

to Arthur Collins and get the nanny-goats off

the stage as quickly as ever he could. After

much signing and pantomime to the fat

Italian choristers, these wretched animals

were eventually pulled on amidst a roar of

laughter from the audience. I went back

to my seat to find Harris furious. However,

things settled down again, but to our horror

we heard the bleat in the distance about a

quarter of an hour after we had believed the

episode to be closed. Harris got up and

went on the stage himself, using unparlia-

mentary language to Arthur Collins and

asking why the nanny-goats had not been

taken entirely out of the building. Collins

assured him that they were out of the build-

ing, when another bleat was heard. Harris

shouted furiously, " Why, I can hear one of

those wretched beasts now!" "Oh, no,"

said Arthur Collins ; " that's Signor Man-

cinelli laughing at some story which Calve

has just told him." It was so.

Mancinelli could only speak a few sen-

tences of broken English, but he was only-

one of many members of the company who

made the most humorous mistakes. I was

present when the immortal sentence of

Arditi was shouted by him to a second violin

who had been arguing with him : " Don't

shpoke. If you no like, you went ! "

TO digress from this period for a

moment, one of the funniest experi-

ences in connection with foreign pro-

nunciation of the English language I had

in comparatively recent years was when

I was vainly endeavouring to teach Victor

Maurel, the famous French baritone, a

song of mine entitled " Away on the Hill

there Runs a Stream." His great diffi-

culty was to aspirate the h in " hill," and

although I studied it with him for hours

hÃ© would sing " ill " instead of " hill."

Eventually, two days before the concert, we

got it fairly right, although of course he took

the usual exaggerated deep breath before

the aspirate. The day of the concert

arrived, and I was accompanying him.

Imagine my agony of mind when, as I was

playing the introduction of my song, I saw

beads of perspiration on Maurel's forehead

as he began to sing. I knew that something

terrible was going to occur, and it did !

He took a deep breath, looked round appeal-

in gly to me, and at the top of his voice

shouted for all he was worth : " Haway hon

the eel !"

In 1895 Mme. Melba engaged me as

conductor of her American tour, notwith-

standing that up to that time I had chiefly

acted for her as accompanist. We went

right through the States and part of Canada

carrying an excellent orchestra, and in

addition to a concert programme performed

scenes from operas in the second half. I

was away about six months in all, and on my

roturn to London received a lesson which

I shall ever remember. I was then twenty-

two, so I shall be forgiven if I say that per-

haps I returned with what I may describe

as a " swollen head." I had certainly hoped

that the success I had achieved in America
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with the world's greatest singer would be

known over here. I was soon to be dis-

illusioned. The first man who met me said,

sympathetically, " My dear Ronald, how nice

to see you again. Have you been ill ? I

haven't seen you for months ! " Another

acquaintance was curious to know " what I

had been doing in America," and on my enter-

ing Drury Laue Theatre I found that another

coach and conductor had been engaged for

the English Opera season in my absence.

All this helped to teach me that nobody is

really missed, that everyone can

easily be replaced, and that people

really do not take any interest in

any success that one may make

abroad. I think for a

young artiste to leave

London for any length

of time until his or her

position is actually as-

sured is a great mis-

take. The budding

young professional

may do well to make

a note of this.

The follow-

ing year my

accompany-

ing led me to

undertake the

preparation of

most of the

great musical

parties that were

given at that

period, and I met

many valuable

and useful friends

and incidentally

earned a good deal

of money. It was

about this time

that I remember

being present at

a large dinner-

party ; my host

was a bachelor, a

very famous man

in society, who en-

tirely lacked any

sense of humour

whatever. I always loved making people

laughâ��I do still to-dayâ��and I told a little

story on that occasion at my end of the table

which is a " chestnut " to-day, but in those

days and on this particular occasion caused

much laughter. It was as follows : â��

A man was brought up for stealing. The

magistrate, addressing the prisoner, said.

What's your name ? " The prisoner re-

plied by making a noise somewhat resem-

bling a sneeze, or the escape of gas. " What's

your name ? " repeated the magistrate in

firmer tones. The answer was the same,

only more so. '' Constable," said the magis-

trate, very much perturbed, " what is this

man charged with ?" "I don't know, yer

worship," was the reply, " but I should think

soda-water!" My host, who had listened

with great attention, never smiled and seemed

amazed at his guests' laughter. After an

awkward silence of about three minutes, he

turned to me and said, " Now tell me,

Ronald, what was that man's name, really ? "

One ot those who were present on the

occasion and revelled in my host's

lack of humour was Sir Arthur

Sullivan. I well remember my first

meeting with this charming and

remarkable man, who later in life

became such a kind and good

friend. I had written a little

operetta (to which I shall

refer later) with the undis-

tinguished title of " Did you

Ring ? " and

it had been

accepted for

productionat

the Prince

of Wales

Theatre. I

was to have

sixteen or

eighteen in the

orchestra. Now,

1 had learnt to

score for a large

orchestra from my

beloved master,

Sir (then Dr.)

Hubert Parry,

during my student

days. But he had

never thought of

teaching me to

write for a small

orchestra â�� some-

tiling much more

difficult to do

really well. So I

got a letter of

introduction to Sir

Arthur Sullivan,

who, I was told,

would be willing to help me. I kept my

appointment with the great little man in

fear and trembling. He received me de-

lightfully, placed me at my ease at once, and

almost made me feel that I was a brother

colleague of his ! I explained my mission,

but he told me in the kindest manner that

he never taught, and advised me to go to a

friend of his. an admirable musician named

Ernest Ford, which eventually I did. As I

was taking leave of Sullivan he asked me if

I was going to the next Richter concert. I

At the top of his voice he shouted for all he

was worth : ' Ha way hon the eel ! ' "
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replied in the affirmative. " Well," he said,

" the wonderful Mozart G minor Sym-

phony is being performed. Go and buy a

pianoforte copy of it ; take it with you to

the concert, listen well to the orchestration,

and next morning score it yourself from the

pianoforte copy. Then go and buy Mozart's

full score, compare it with yours, and you'll

learn much ! " It was the most wonderful

advice. By the time I had finished com-

paring Mozart's scoring with mine I felt I

would never again attempt to write for

orchestra, small or big ! This advice stands

as good for to-day Ã¤s it did many years ago,

and 1 hope if these lines meet the eyes of any

music students that they may

benefit as much from Sir Arthur's

advice as I did.

The very last time 1 saw Sullivan

was at a big private concert given

by the late Lord Astor in Carlton

House Terrace, when the great

composer was nearing his end. He

came to me and insisted, rather

petulantly, that I should call my-

self Sir Arthur Sullivan and

he was to call himself Landon

Ronald for the rest of the

evening. It was a joke that

placed me in an awkward

position, and which fell

very flat. I pointed out

the incongruity of it al! to

him, and he left me quite

in a pet, affirming that 1 had no

sense of humour and would never

enter into a joke. Alas ! 1 never

saw him again.

VARIATION II.

Stories Against Myself.

I LOVE telling stories against

myself. Here are one or two

for which I can vouch.

1 sauntered into my club one

hot afternoon and looked into the

reading-room, which was empty

save for two menâ��one a famous

pianist, the other a stranger and one

of the very ugliest men I have ever set eyes

upon in my life. 1 scanned the columns of a

lew newspapers, and was about to leave the

room, when my pianist friend called me,

saying, " Let me introduce you to my friend,

Mr. X ." We shook hands and I thought

him uglier than ever. He immediately began

talking about my work at the Albert Hall

and the Guildhall School of Music in the

kindest and most flattering terms, and

indeed there seemed little of my professional

life of which he was ignorant. After about

ten minutes of this I got rather " fed up,"

and, pleading that I had to go and telephone,

1 asked him to excuse me. He at once burst

forth, " I can't tell you how delighted I am,

Mr. Landon Ronald, to have met you, as for

years I have been a great admirer of yours.

Quite apart from that, I must tell you that

I was very anxious to know you, as I ant

always being mistaken for von ! "

The ugliness of my physiognomy has more

than once l>een brought home to me, but

never more forcibly than by a certain

photographer. And it happened thus : I

had just been appointed Principal of the

Guildhall School of Music, when one of the

weekly illustrated papers (for the life of me

I cannot remember which) wrote and asked

" Back he went lo

his cameia, placing a

black cloth on his

head, when I heard a

plaintive little voice

ejaculate : ' Oh, my

Gawd, no ! That's

worse than ever ! ' '

me if they might include me in a series of

" Celebrities at Home " interviews they were

publishing, and that if I consented they

would send one of their own photographers

to take portraits of myself, my study, etc.

I agreed to all this and the appointment was

duly made. Punctual to the minute, a little

red-nosed man arrived on a very hot June

day, dressed in a long black coat, white

waistcoat, green tie, brown boots, and a

sailor's hat ! He got to work quickly, taking

portraits of various nooks and corners of my

house, with obvious satisfaction to himself ;

fixed his camera in my study, and informed
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me that now it was my turn to be taken.

The poor little chap posed me in every

imaginable position, made me sit down and

stand up, placed me against the mantelpiece,

asked me to smile, to fold my arms, to look

serious, and after each attempt sighed and

murmured, "Oh, dear; oh, dear." I began

to feel quite unhappy and uncomfortable

mysell, when 1 saw a light come into his

eyes and, with a triumphant smile and a

Cockney accent, he said, " I've got it ! Go

to your desk, Mr. Ronald, sit down with

some manuscript paper before you, and look

as if you were n-trying to make up one of

those pretty little songs of yours." I was

out to get this trying interview over, so

promptly did what he told me, with the

result that my profile was turned to him.

Back he went to his camera, placing a black

cloth on his head, when I heard a plaintive

little voice ejaculate : " Oh, my Gawd, no !

That's worse than ever ! " The interview

ended by my giving him a portrait I had by

me and begging him not to trouble any more.

Many of the musical public of to-day,

who only know me either as conductor or

composer, or as being the head 'of a school of

music, may be surprised to hear that twenty

years ago I held a prominent place among

the accompanists of that period. From

1904 to about 1910 I was the sole accom-

panist of Dame Nellie Melba, and I believe

I am right in saying that she deeply regretted

the fact that my other work made it impos-

sible for me to continue playing for her.

About two years had elapsed since I had

accompanied her. when one day 1 had a tele-

gram from her asking me to call. She in-

formed me that she was going on a tour with

her impresario (Mr. Percy Harrison) through

the English provinces and that her accom-

panist from Paris was unable to come, and

wanted to know if I could possibly go along

with her, just to play her numbers and do

nothing else. As a bait, she informed me she

was singing a small group of my songs in the

middle of the programme. She was far too

dear and precious a friend for me to fail her

when she really wanted me, so I agreed at

once.

Scenes of triumph were repeated in every

town we visitedâ��with one notable excep-

tion. Wild horses would not extract the

name from me, but I may j ust add that the

town in question is better known as a great

industrial centre than for its cultivation of

music. Not that the people didn't crowd to

hear Melba. They literally packed the hall,

and extra seats had to be placed on the plat-

form, right next to the grand piano ; but

the great enthusiasm was lacking, and Melba

knew it. She bowed very coldly and was

received very coldly. Her first item was

" A fors Ã¨ lui," from " Traviata." The

applause was dignified and re-

strained ; so was Melba's acknow-

ledgment. After expressing her

opinion of the audience to me in

no uncertain terms, I thought I

would comfort her by saying,

" Wait until you sing inv group of

songs ! You won't get a hand."

My prophecy, alas ! was fulfilled,

and I left the platform feeling like

the criminal does when he leaves the

dock after the jury have found

him " Guilty." Her last item was

the Mad Scene from " Lucia " with flute

obbligato, and I think I may safely say that

no one ever sang this aria in any way

approaching Dame Nellie Melba. The result

was electrical, even on this stodgy audience.

They shouted and stamped and roared and

cheered, until, after bowing five or six times,

she consented to sing Tosti's " Good-bye."

Now, I must just explain here that I had

played this song for years by memory for

her, just as I played my own songs without

music, so that I didn't dream of taking the

music with me on this particular occasion. I

sat down at the pianoforte and was just about

to begin, when a woman sitting very near

me on my left said, in a very raucous voice,

" Eh, lad, it's a shame ! We're going to

'ave more of 'is stun ! "

WHEN I succeeded Mr. Mylanarski as

conductor of the Scottish Orchestra

in November, 191Â»;, I made my dÃ©but

in Glasgow with many misgivings and fears.

I had only paid flying visits there, and

had heard that the Glasgow people were

slow in making new friends. However,

everything went off with great eclat, and

I felt it wouldn't be very long before

the audience and myself would be on

the friendliest terms. That has certainlv
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turned out to be the case, as is proved

by the fact that on the last night of the

^eason the entire audience sang " For He's a

Jolly Good Fellow " and " An Id Lang Syne."

This was the first experience I had ever had

of the kind, and it touched me deeply.

Returning, however, to that first evening,

1 had shaken hands and said good-bye to the

committee, and was just about to enter my

taxi, when two little girls, with very red hair,

asked me to sign their autograph book. " I

shall have to do it in pencil," said I. " That's

all right," said the elder, with an accent you

could cut with a knife. The book being duly

signed, I returned it to the girl, who, after

looking at it, asked me in a very disappointed

tone, " Aren't you Mr. Mylanarski ? " " No,"

said I, with my most amiable smile ; " my

name is Landon Ronald." The girl turned

to her companion and said, " Have you got

the india-rubber, Jean ?"

ANOTHER story which I am very fond of

jf-^ telling against myself, and which I have

recounted so often in public that I fear it

will be a " chestnut " to many, occurred to me

soon after I was appointed Principal of the

Guildhall School of Music. All the City

Companies vied with one another to enter-

tain me, a kindness which I deeply appre-

ciated. I received an invitation to attend

a banquet given in honour of the Fine Artsâ��

I believe by the Drapers' Company. Sir

Alexander Macken/ie (the Principal of the

Royal Academy of Music) had promised to

propose the toast of " Music," and I was to

be in that blissful position of not having to

speak at all. On my arrival at their superb

hall, I was met on the staircase by the clerk,

who informed me that Sir Alexander

Macken/ie had sent a wire saying that illness

prevented his attendance, and that it de-

volved on me, as an official of the City, to

propose the toast in his stead. This came

as a great shock, and incidentally spoilt my

appetite. However, with the help of some

admirable food and some good Scotch whisky,

I was beginning to feel " fit for the light " as

the time drew near for me to speak. I had

written down certain notes on the back of

the menu, and was just taking my final " wee

drappie," when the Master of the Cere-

monies, who was an enormous man with a

long black beard, came and touched me on

the shoulder and said, in a fairly audible

whisper, " Mr. Landon Ronald, will you

make your speech now, or let the guests enjoy

themselves a little longer > "

Next month's "Variations" will be: "The First Time I Conducted" â��

" On Accompanying at Windsor and Balmoral."

COMING ATTRACTIONS.'

Next month's number of " The Strand Magazine" -will contain

" The Problem of Thor Bridge,

a splendid new SHERLOCK HOLMES STORY

W A. CONAN DOYLE.

Other important features in early numbers will be :â��

1. "The Lift," by A. CONAN DOYLE. Described as "a real

scalp-raiser."

2. "Taking Pains." by W. W. JACOBS.

3. ARNOLD BENNETT'S new series of articles, entitled

" How to Make the Best of Life."

The "JEEVES " series by P. G. WODEHOUSE will be resumed next

month with a specially amusing story.
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THE features

of Mr. Hart-

ley Pope,

sitting back

in the corner of

a first-class com-

partment on the

5.47 p.m. down to

Woldington, bore

an expression of

dignified reserve.

From 10 a.m. to

5.30 p.m. each

day â�� with per-

haps a slight

relaxation during

the luncheon in-

tervalâ�� that expression rarely changed.

Many years before he had adopted it,

together with a morning coat, a collar with

wide flaps, a silk hat, and a brown leather

dispatch-case, as, so to say, part of the livery

in which he conducted his business.

As the result of long usage, it had tended

to encroach on his private existence, and

although his sister, who kept house for him,

had never been deceived, many other of his

associates were inclined to the view that Mr.

Pope was a rather unapproachable individual.

It was not the truth. Mr. Pope was as

human as the most human of us. His

favourite drink was bitter, his favourite

newspaper was a picture oneâ��though he

read the Financial Timesâ��his favourite

form of theatrical entertainment, the revue.

He had an eye for a pretty woman and a

great relish for anecdotesâ��that story about

the barmaid and the jockey (you remember ?)

was part of his social stock-in-trade.

In the corner obliquely opposite him sat a

girl. She was clothed in a neat tailor-made

of striped navy cashmere, a small hat of

brown velvet, brown shoes, and, over shapely

ankles and equally shapely calves, brown silk

stockings. Without appearing to do so,

Mr. Pope had observed her ankles and her
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silk stockings, and

very cursorily

glanced at her

face.

It was while he

was studying her

features that she

looked up and

caught his eye.

Mr. Pope blushed.

They had travelled

together on that

train each evening

for six months,

but had never

spoken. But to

cover up his con-

fusion Mr. Pope observed pleasantly across

the carriage :â��

" A nice evening ! "

The girl received his overture in chilly

silence, and Mr. Pope blushed more deeply

still. He was hurt and humiliated. A

young officer next to him giggled. Mr. Pope

raised his paper, and for a time pretended

to be engrossed in a particularly gruesome

murder " story " on the front page,

But his thoughts were elsewhere. He

was wondering angrily what he had done to

deserve such treatment. If that fool of a

young officer next to him had made the

remark it would, he was sure, have been

received in a very different spirit.

Yet this was only one of many incidents

that had occurred recently to disturb Mr.

Pope's serenity. He was being made to

realize that he had reached the age when a

man is supposed to have finished and done

with the lighter, pleasanter things of lifeâ��

neat ankles and silk stockings, trim figures

and pretty facesâ��all that goes to give

zest to the game of livingâ��in a word,

romance.

He was supposed to have finished with all

thatâ��had his fling and settled downâ��he,

Mr. Pope, who had hardly ever thought of
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such a thingâ��never, in fact, since that day,

twelve years ago, when

The train ran into a stationâ��its only stop

until it reached Woldingtonâ��and all the

other occupants of the compartment alighted.

Mr. Pope generally had his

carriage to himself thence

onwards, for the 5.47 was

a " fast " train. He fol-

lowed with his eyes the

young lady of the ankles as

she walked along the plat-

form, until the train began

to move again. Then he

turned half-reluctantly to his

Evening Standard.

Outside on the platform

somebody shouted, and the

next moment the door of his

carriage was flung open. A

young man, rather excited

and very breathless, stumbled

in, without bothering to shut

the door after him, and, fling-

ing a brown leather case he

carried on to the rack, dropped

into the opposite corner. Mr.

Pope himself pulled the door

to.

" Cut it rather fine," the

young man observed, cheer-

fully. He was rather a

pleasant-looking young fel-

low, about twenty-four years

of age. He was wearing a

straw hat, a light grey suit,

which showed signs of wear,

soft collar, and brown brogue

shoes. A bank clerk possibly,

Mr. Pope thought, or perhaps

an architect's draughtsman or

an authorized clerk on the

Stock Exchange. Mr. Pope

preserved his expression of

aloofness and murmured â�¢â��

' Ahl Yes."

The young man glanced

round.

" George ! " he remarked.

" I'm in a First." He grim-

aced. " With a third-class

ticket."

Mr. Pope decided at once

that he was neither a bank

clerk nor a draughtsman nor

a Stock Exchange clerk. He might be a

gentleman or he might be a humble employÃ©

in a commercial counting-house. None of

the other possibilities would have so frankly

admitted that third -class ticket. Mr. Pope

felt a slight glow of approval.

" Since we don't stop till Woldington," he

observed, " you won't be worried by ticket-

inspectors for a little while, anyhow."

The young man sat up with a jerk.

" Woldington !" he exclaimed. 'â�¢ Isn't

this the London train ? "

The question being so obviously futile, he

did not wait for an answer.

.

" I'm going to pull the communication-cord. It would be

' George ! " he said. " What an ass ! "

Mr. Pope opened out his paper. " Rather

awkward," he murmured, non-committally.

The young man stood up. " I say ! " he

observed, 'â�¢ it's worse than that. It's a bally

tragedy." Dismay was written all over him.

He thought for a minute. Then he looked at

Mr. Pope.

" I tell you what," he said. 'â�¢ I'm going
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to pull the communication-corcl. It would

be cheap at five pounds. I've got a most

important appointment in town at half-past

six, with dinner at seven-thirty."

He put up his hand.

" I could jump out before the train

stopped," the young man interrupted.

Mr. Pope drew down the corners of his

mouth, a facial contortion peculiarly effec-

tive, and the young man allowed his arm to

cheap at five poundÂ«. I've got a most important appointment in town at half-past six."

" I don't think I should do that if I were

you," Mr. Pope remarked. " It would

probably mean more delay. They'd arrest

you and want to know all about it. They

might take you along to the next station and

lock you up for the night."

The young man hesitated. " D'you think

they would ? "

" I knew a man once " Mr. Pope began.

drop to his side. He looked out of the

window, and Mr. Pope knew he was wonder-

ing what his chances were if he leapt from

the carriage on to the permanent way.

Mr. Pope dismissed the young man and

resumed the broken thread of his rumina-

tions.

Twelve years ago Mr. Pope had, by the

narrowest of chances, missed a romance of
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his own. Her name was Julienne Ferris,

and she lived near Mr. Pope, but in a very

much smaller house. She lived with her aunt,

and Mr. Pope met her occasionally in the

afternoons at the local tennis club. Several

times he had accompanied her home.

No more than that. Mr. Pope had been

rather shy as a young man in the presence of

ladies. Besides, he knew what his parents'

views would have been on the subject of an

allianceâ��a mÃ©sallianceâ��with Miss Ferris.

Nevertheless, after a terrific emotional and

mental storm which lasted a week, he had

resolved to throw prudence to the winds and

declare himselfâ��to offer to Miss Julienneâ��

he called her Julie in his thoughtsâ��his hand

and heart, and by no means insignificant,

though prospective, fortune.

A week before, however, Julie, who was

partly French, and spoke the language like a

native, had accepted a post as English mis-

tress in a Belgian girls' school, and on the

day Mr. Pope reached his momentous

decision she left England.

Mr. Pope remembered the day almost as

though it had been yesterday. It was in

November, andÂ« a thick fog overspread

London. Julienne had been accompanied

to Victoria by her auntâ��her sole surviving

relativeâ��and there handed over to the

Belgian lady who had engaged her. On her

way from Victoria to Charing Cross, after

seeing her niece off, the aunt had been

knocked down by a brewer's dray and killed,

and, as she alone had Julienne's address and

appeared to have trusted to her memory to

retain it, Mr. Pope was prevented, at least

for the time being, from even writing to

her.

He had heard nothing of her since. Such

things frequently occur. A single broken

link in the chain of circumstance that binds

us one to another, and a friend may lie com-

pletely lost sight of for many years, if not

for ever. A short time afterwards his

mother and father had died within three

months of each other, leaving his sister

to keep hpuse for him. He had taken a

seat on the board of the company with

which his chief investments were concerned,

and had rapidly found the business to

demand a large part of his day. He had

taken a commission in the Territorials.

From the age of twentyâ��when Julie had

gone awayâ��up to the time when the war

cameâ��Mr. Pope had led an extremely active

and full life. During the war, too, his

thoughts had been pretty well occupied.

It was only since his return that this sense

of something lackingâ��this consciousness of

the passing of the years and of opportunities

lostâ��had begun to bother him.

If only he had not let Julie go ! If he had

not so confidingly trusted to luck to re-

establish communication with her ! If he

had not dallied so long over making up his

mind !

HE sat up with a jerk to realize that his

fellow-traveller was addressing him.

" Reach Woldington ? " he echoed,

in response to the other's question. '' Let

me see, six-thirty, I believe. Yes, of course,

six-thirty.

" Surely your friends will wait ? " he

added.

The young man leaned forward.

" It isn't friends," he said, miserably.

" It's a friend, a lady. I was to meet her by

the bookstall. You can't leave a girl stand-

ing by a bookstall for an hour or more alÂ»

alone. Why, anything might happen ! She'd

have men speaking to her ! Why ! "

" It is awkward," Mr. Pope agreed.

The young man's cheerful, boyish face had

become almost haggard. ' Why, some bally

porter or something might ask her to move

on ! " He looked out of the window again

" Besides, she wouldn't wait."

" Well," Mr. Pope suggested, ' perhaps,

after all, in the circumstances "

The young man was on his feet again.

" Good God ! " he exclaimed, passionately,

" that's just the pointâ��the circumstances, I

mean. If it weren'tâ��if this had happened

at any other timeâ��I wouldn't mind. At

least, not so much. But to-night ! "

" Sit down," Mr. Pope said. He Hung his

paper on to the seat and the young man sat

down obediently. " Now let's think what

can be done. There's an up train leaves

Woldington about five minutes before this

train gets in. After that there's not another

train for half an hour. Unfortunately, the

up train is a slow one. Still "

He leaned forward. " Just outside Weald-

stone Roadâ��that's the station before Wold-

ington-â��we shall slow up crossing the points.

We always do slow up thereâ��it's an awkward

bend. If you could manage to jump out

you'd just be able to get back to Wealdstone

Road in time to catch the up train there.

That would get you up before half-past

seven."

The young man shook his head. Plainly

he was itching to be communicativeâ��tc>

lay his heart and soul bare with the dis-

arming ingenuousness of youth. He saw his

opportunity now.

" It's awfully decent of you to be so

interested," he said, "and perhaps you

think I'm kicking up a frightful fuss about a

little thing. But the fact is "

He looked at Mr. Pope and flushed youth-

fully.

" It isn't as though I was just taking her

out somewhere for the evening," he said.

" The fact is, we're to be married to-morrow.
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Only her old brute of a father won't hear of

it. And she's running away."

Mr. Pope looked rather more severe than

he had looked for the past ten minutes.

Running away this evening and getting

married to-morrow was not in accordance

with his views of the right order of events.

He didn't so much object to the running

away. Indeed, the idea rather appealed to

him. It was solacing to think that even in

the twentieth century romance was not

entirely dead. But you had to draw a line

somewhere.

The young man may have divined his

scruples, for he explained hurriedly :â��

" I'm taking her along to a married sister

of mine for the night, and we're to be married

at a registry office first thing to-morrow

morning."

Mr. Pope's features relaxed.

" The devil of it is," the young man went

on, " she's not the sort of girl to be left about

on a station for an hour."

" She wouldn't stand for it ? " Mr. Pope

suggested, and the looseness of his phrase-

ology was the measure of his warm personal

interest in the affair.

" Yes, that, andâ��well, you know, she

isn't the sort of girl a man passes without a

second glance. Jolly nice looking and smart,

and all that sort of thing."

" DistinguÃ©e," Mr. Pope hinted.

" Yes. Just that. There are women, you

know "

'â�¢ Yes." Mr. Pope suddenly found himself

thinking of Julie. She was certainly dis-

tinguÃ©e. Very. The sort of woman you

could be proud of being seen with. If she'd

only a father to oppose the match, Mr. Pope

felt he'd quite enjoy running off with her.

The young man was enlarging on his

theme. " Such a sporting kid, too," he was

saying. " I'm as poor as a church mouse.

My governor kicked the bucket last year and

left me pretty much on the rocks. And her

governor's quite well off. That's the silly

part of it. Wants her to marry a little

blighter of a chap in the margarine trade,

just because he's got a bank balance as big

as the North Sea. So you can understand

I feel pretty sick at letting her down."

Mr. Pope suddenly crossed his legs and

picked up his paper. He had just had a

brilliant inspiration, but it was not his habit

to betray his excitement.

" I suppose this young lady you refer toâ��

if she knew what had happenedâ�� would

manage to keep herself occupied till you

arrived ? "

For a moment the young man looked

startled. " Why " he began, and then

hastily substituted : " Oh, of course ! " He

added : " What I'm afraid of is that when I

don't turn up she'll be in such a stew that

she'll simply clear off home again. And

she'll never forgive me. You can quite

understand it, can't you ? She's supposed

to be staying the night with a friend of the

family, but the friend doesn't know anything

about it."

He became very miserable. " I say, it's

jolly decent of you to be so sympathetic and

all that," he observed, " but I don't really

see "

" You think you'll be able to jump out of

the train all right when we slow down, and

catch the other at Wealdstonc Road ? " Mr.

Pope interrupted.

" Lord, yes ! " the young man replied, " if

it slows down to anything below ten miles an

hour. But I don't see "

" Then," said Mr. Pope, ' suppose when

I get to Woldington I call up the Station

Hotel at the other end and get the head-waiter

to find your friend and tell her what's hap-

pened ? How would that do ? "

HE turned over his paper casually, while

he waited for the acknowledgment of

this brilliant suggestion. It came, and

it was adequate. The young man's face ex-

pressed wonder, surprise, conviction, relief,

joy, and thankfulness in rapid succession,

and when he found his voice it was to utter

" By Jove ! " with such an abandonment of

admiration that Mr. Pope was more than

satisfied.

" Tell me," said Mr. Pope, " what she will

be wearing. I shall have to describe her.

Fortunately, I know the head-waiter at the

Station Hotel, but I'm afraid I could hardly

ask him to interrogate any young woman who

happened to be waiting at the bookstall."

Again, for a moment, the young man

looked unaccountably perturbed. " Well,"

he said, hastily pulling himself together, '' I

expect she'll be wearing the togs she's to be

married in. Sort of fairly light grey costume

with buttons, grey suede shoes and stockings,

and one of those topping little hats with quill

things sticking outâ��green, I think it is."

He looked a little doubtfully at Mr. Pope.

" I think I could describe her better than her

clothes," he observed.

Mr. Pope nodded absently. He was re-

calling Julie as he had seen her for the last

time. Julie had been fond of greyâ��a light

grey, smart and well tailoredâ��but, of course,

in her day suÃ¨de shoes had not been generally

worn. And hats were large then. He liked

large hats. Not but that some of these small

toque things were quite effective. He remem-

bered having seen Julie in a toque once-â��a

toque of grey fur. She had been perfectly

adorable. He felt rather superior when he

recalled the young man's very vague descrip-

tion of his fiancee's clothes. He remembered

that when he had been for a walk with Julie
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he could describe her apparel down to the

number of buttons on her jacket. It had

been expected in those days. But now

" Not that she's thin, either," he heard

the young man droning on. ' But she's not

the sort ever to get fat."

The young man looked at Mr. Pope

earnestly. ' Oh, but hang it all ! " he said,

in a sudden burst of irresistible frankness,

" a fellow doesn't fall in love with a girl's

figure, does he ? As long as she's not abso-

lutely a frump ! The thing is the girl her-

self, the way she looks at you, the way she

thinks about things, the funny little thrill

you get when her hair just brushes across

your face or when she puts her hand on your

arm to prevent your doing some damn silly

thing or other. I tell you, since I've known

Pippaâ��that's my name for her, you know,

Pippa Passes sort of thingâ��since I've known

her I've done things I never thought I could

do. I've practically knocked off swearing,

I've "

Mr. Pope looked at his watch osten-

tatiously. The young man's confidences

made him the slightest bit uncomfortable.

He questioned if this were not carrying

ingenuousness a step too far.

The boy saw the movement. " Where

are we ? " he asked.

The engine's whistle sounded shrilly and

they flashed through a station. Then the

speed began perceptibly to slacken.

" Thought so," Mr. Pope said. ' Now's

the time." He looked at his companion.

" D'you think you'll manage it ? " he asked,

anxiously. He was surprised to find himself

getting quite worked up. ' There's a board

beside the line which says something about

five miles an hour when passing over points.'

But it's a bit of a jump."

The young man was supremely confident.

1 Trust me," he said. He reached up to the

rack above Mr. Pope's head and took down

the case. Then he held out his hand. "You

don't know how much I'm indebted to you,"

he said. ' I hope ''

Mr. Pope shook his head perfunctorily.

' You'd better take the other door," he

remarked. " The guard will be watching

on this side. 'Ware the up train. I think

now is just about the moment."

THE train had dropped into a crawl,

and jerked as it passed over the

points. Mr. Pope opened the farther

door of the carriage and stepped aside for

the other to pass. The young man twisted

himself out of the door on to the footboard

and coolly closed the door after him.

Mr. Pope put his head through the open

window. ' By the way," he shoutedâ��for

the engine's exhaust was being passed

through the furnace as the train began to

gather speed againâ��" hadn't you better tell

me your young woman's name, so that the

waiter "

The young man, on the point of jumping,

shouted something that Mr. Pope did not

catch, and leapt.

Mr. Pope involuntarily shut his eyes for a

second. When he opened them he saw the

young man stumble to his knees in the track

between the two lines of rails below, stagger

to his feet, wave a hand towards the train,

and then turn and begin to run.

Mr. Pope dropped on to the seat and passed

his handkerchief across his perspiring brow.

Then he noticed a slip ot paper on the floorâ��

evidently pulled out ot his pocket by the

young man. He picked it up. It was a

rather pressing demand from a tailor for a

long overdue account, and was directed to

Mr. Gregory Haviland at an address in

North-west London. Mr. Pope smiled, and

put the slip of paper in his waistcoat pocket.

"Plucky young beggar!" he muttered.

What it was to be young ! Not, of course,

that he himself was old. Far from it. Five

years older than Julie ? Ah, but after

thirty a man aged so much more slowly than

a woman. A man was as young as he felt,

and Mr. Pope felt very young just then.

He compared himself with George Sitwell,

his next-door neighbour, left a widower on

the birth of his firstâ��and therefore onlyâ��

child. Sitwell couldn't be much over thirty-

five. Yet Mr. Pope could give him points

in all directions. Sitwell was the Head

Master at the County School in Woldington,

and his sole interest in life outside of school

lay in his collection of foreign stamps. That

very afternoon Mr. Pope had attended a sale

on his behalf and paid out the ridiculous sum

of three hundred pounds for a set of a dozen

examples of the Bagdad Occupation issue.

Sitwell, good Lord ! Imagine Sitwell in

the situation Mr. Pope had just handled with

such resourcefulness ! The fellow would

simply have sat stock still in his place and

looked lugubrious. Foreign stamps ! Sitwell

lacked mental vigour, that was what was the

matter with him. And he could give Mr. Pope

a good six years in point of age !

At Woldington he got out and crossed

the footbridge. By the booking-office on

the up side there was a telephone call-

box. Mr. Pope entered, placed his bag on

the floor, lifted the receiver, and gave a

number. It was the number of the Station

Hotel. Mr. Pope knew it. He had stayed

at the Station Hotel on a number of occa-

sions when he had missed the last train in

the evening after a theatre. Also when he

had wished to catch a very early train down

to the South Coast at Easter and such times.

There was, indeed, a small private dining-

room at the Station Hotel that Mr. Pope had
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engaged for the evening on two occasions

during an otherwise blameless twelve years.

Mr. Pope asked to be permitted to speak

to Saunders, the head-waiter. Saunders

came to the 'phone, and Mr. Pope briefly

outlined to him the little contretemps he

counted on Saunders to put right.

And as he was talking a brilliant idea came

to him.

" Oh ! And look here, Saunders," he

remarked, " these young people areâ��erâ��

sort of protÃ©gÃ©es of mine. I'd like to do

something to give them a sort of send-off,

you knowâ��because I can't be there per-

sonally." The last was a hasty extemporiza-

tion for Saunders's benefit.

" So, I say, Saunders, I want you to give

'em a nice little feed at my expenseâ��you

know, perhaps a few oysters to begin with

wouldn't be a bad notion. And a bottle of

that ChÃ¢teau Loudenne. I leave it to you

to do them well."

He chuckled to himself. This was a good

scheme. He could see himself repeating the

storyâ��to his sister first of all when he felt in

a provocative mood, and then to one or two

men who went up in the morning by his

train. Then, perhaps, to his co-directors

after the next board meeting. Ah ! and to

old Sitwell. It would make a good story.

A further refinement suggested itself as

peculiarly appropriate to the occasionâ��

though he thought he'd miss this out in

repeating the story to his sister.

" You there, Saunders ? Well, look here,

suppose you serve them in that little private

room on the first floor. You know. The

room with the piano. Put a few flowers on

the table and the sideboard. And perhaps,

instead of the claret, you might make it

champagne. Eh ! What's that ? No, I

haven't finished ! Damn ! "

Mr. Pope's expletive fell harmlessly into

the unresponsive mouthpiece. He had had

his three minutes and the line was dis-

connected.

For a moment or two he hesitated. There

were several things he had wanted to explain

to Saunders. As to tipsâ��â�¢â��- And, of

course, his name had better not be men-

tioned. And then

FR the third time that evening Mr. Pope

lad an inspiration. Why should he not

run up to town and join the little party ?

â��even if he only got in at the death. After all,

he was the host, and it was hardly in keep-

ing for him to remain absent from the whole

proceedings. Besides, might not his presence

do something towards enlivening the occa-

sion ? It has already been observed that

Mr. Pope was not entirely without those

arts of social intercourse that may do so

much to banish the twin demons of boredom

and restraint when two or three are gathered

together round a festive board.

Mr. Pope imagined himself proposing a

toastâ��" The bride and bridegroom of the

morrow ! " He revolved in his mind a few

felicitous phrases suitable to the occasion.

Nor would he neglect the more serious side

of the great undertaking in which these two

young people were about jointly to engage.

While he wandered up and down the empty

platform waiting for the next up train he

thought again of his own life and its blasted

promise, and a well-worn couplet occurred to

him :â��

Tis better to have loved and lost

Than never to have loved at all.

He would quote that to them ; but he would

round it out, complete it, with a couplet of

his own composed on the spotâ��which had

the additional merit of rhyming :â��

Tis better still to love and keep,

Though joy and sorrow both you reap.

The train came in as he hit upon the

second line, but most of the way up to town

his thoughts were occupied with alternative

rhymes, thus :â��

'Tis better still to love and keep

Till life is rounded with a sleep.

Finally, however, he decided that his first

choice was the best and most appropriate to

the circumstances.

When at length the train drew into the

terminus Mr. Pope could hardly restrain his

eagerness to meet his young protÃ©gÃ©es, as he

chose to consider them. Hurrying past the

ticket-collector, he made straight for the

Station Hotel. In the vestibule he button-

holed a passing waiter without ceremony or

preface.

" Where's Saunders ? " he demanded. " I

want Saunders. Send him to me."

He stood there restlessly tattooing with

his foot on the floorâ��a rather excited,

flurried Mr. Pope, with his silk hat not quite

straight, his bag and umbrella in one hand

and his evening paper, very crumpled and

creased, in the other. Very little of his

habitual austerity of appearance remained.

And the sparkle of anticipation in his eyes

gave him an almost youthful look that some-

how did not completely fit in with the more

impersonal elements of his exterior.

After a few moments he was made aware

of Saunders's presence at his left elbow by a

deferential " Good evening, sir "

He turned sharply and drew the head-

waiter into a more secluded part of the foyer.

" Ah ! Saunders, good evening. Erâ��you

attended to that little matter, Saunders ? "

Saunders was perfectly imperturbable.

'' Yes, sir."

" Everything all right, eh ? They cut us
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Ð¾Ð¹ in the middle. I hadn't finished. I

wanted to tell you, Saunders, not to accept

anything in the way of tips. I'll see to

all that. And perhaps, if you haven't

mentioned it already, it would be as well

to keep my name out of it. You see,

Saunders "

Mr. Pope broke off in some confusion,

realizing that by some means or other he was

not maintaining strict consistence. Saunders

helped him out.

" Just so, sir. But I'm sorry, sir, the lady

wouldn't listen to me until I mentioned your

name."

" Really ! " Mr. Pope could not conceal

his surprise.

" Yes, sir. But as soon as I said Mr. Pope,

sir, she became, as you might say, another

person. Quite pleasant and affable. ' Mr.

Hartley Pope ? ' she inquired, and when I

said that was your name she smiled, and

came with me quite docile. She said she

didn't know what it was all about, but if it

was Mr. Hartley Pope it was all right."

Mr. Pope remained bewildered, but he did

not choose that Saunders should observe it,

and he murmured, hastily :â��

" Ah, no doubt. She would recognize the

name. Knows the company probablyâ��

Hartley Pope and Knight."

He broke off.

" And the young man, Saunders ? I sup-

pose " he inquired, suddenly.

" He hasn't turned up yet, sir. The

young lady's up there alone, waiting for him.

The room's all ready, sir, just as you said,

and I asked her if she'd like anything to

drink just to pass the time like, but she said

' No.' So I gave her some magazines and

she seemed quite happy, sir, sitting on the

settee."

" Good heavens ! Saunders ! " Mr. Pope

interposed, " you don't mean to say she's

been waiting all this time up there alone ? "

" Well, sir " Saunders was mildly

indignant at the suggestion of rebuke in Mr.

Pope's voice. He pointed out that he could

hardly have offered to keep her company,

besides having his duties to attend to.

â�¢' That's quite all right, Saunders," Mr.

Pope remarked, consolingly. 'I'm not

blaming you. But it's very unfortunate."

He pondered a moment. " I think I'd

better go up and see thisâ��erâ��young

woman."

Saunders led the way, but at the door of

the private dining-room Mr. Pope paused.

" You've made no mistake, Saunders, I

hope ? " he said. " The description was a

little vague and loose, I'm afraid."

Saunders looked at him stolidly. " Green

hat, grey costume, neat figure, silk stock-

ings," he said. " That's what you said, sir,

as far as I remember."
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" Quite right, Saunders," Mr. Pope re-

sponded. " By the way, did you notice her

age ? She should be about twenty-four, I

suppose."

He had given up all attempt to deceive

Saunders as to his familiarity with the lady.

Saunders shook his head sagaciously. " I

never was no good at guessing a lady's age,

sir," he remarked. " She might be twenty-

fourâ��or then, again, she might be thirty-

six."

' Thirty-six, Saunders ! "

â�¢ She might be. I don't say she is."

Saunders was more stolid than ever, and

Mr. Pope was rapidly becoming a bundle of

nerves. He drew out a pocket-handkerchiei

and blew his nose loudly.

' I think I'd better go in now, Saunders,"

he said, in a slightly weary tone. " Perhaps

you'll announce me."

Saunders opened the door and stepped

inside, his form blocking out Mr. Pope.

" Excuse me, miss," he said, " Mr. Pope

has arrived and is here." He spoke rather

pompously, then stood aside for Mr. Pope to

enter/and rapidly withdrew.

THE little room in which Mr. Pope found

himself was not, as has been explained,

entirely unfamiliar to him. But he had

never seen it so attractively arranged as this

evening. The small round table was set

for two, and glittered and shone with white

damask and polished cutlery. In the centre

stood a tall vase of yellow and purple irises,

and about the room were smaller vases of

sweet-peas, while on a table under the window

stood a huge bowl of roses. The room was a

riot of flowers and glittering tableware and

cut glass, which the six shaded electric lights

made to shine and gleam.

And yet Mr. Pope was aware at first of

only one thing in the room, and that was the

splash of bright green over on the farther

side, which was the hat of the lady sitting

on the settee. She held a magazine on her

knees and sat there, motionless, as patient

to all appearances now as she had been an

hour and more ago when Saunders had first

installed her there.

Mr. Pope, after hesitating the fraction of a

second within the doorway, stepped forward,

a phrase of profound, abased apology on his

lips.

It was never spoken. He stopped midway

across the room and passed a hand swiftly

across his forehead. ,

" Julie !" he exclaimed.

And then :â��

" Julie, my dear ! "

He rushed forward, his hands outstretched.

With the slightest possible jerk of her knees

she shook the magazine off on to the floor

and took his hands in hers, smiling serenely.
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Then she stood up. She was dressed in a

plain costume of grey, neatly pressed and

fitting like a glove, but the least bit thread-

bare. Her shoes were of grey suÃ¨de and

her stockings of grey silk. But the gloves

she had left lying on the settee had been

darned in several places, and the handbag

that lay beside them was slightly worn at

the edges.

Mr. Pope, however, noticed none of these

things. All he did notice were the little

lines at the corners of her eyes and behind

their brightness the tired, almost frightened

look in the eyes themselves.

" My dear !" he said again.

She gave a little rippling laugh that was

music to him.

" Well, you wonderful man," she ex-

claimed, " how on earth did you discover

me ? I've only been in England twelve

hours."

She looked at him, and she did not try to

hide the fact that she was glad to see him,

nor that, mingled with her pleasure, was a

certain admiration at what she believed to

be his astuteness.

" Iâ��I " Mr. Pope stammered. To

hide his confusion he turned and waved his

arm at the table.

" Let's eat," he said, with a sudden courtly

masterfulness. " The feast is prepared."

He found the bell and pressed it. " I'm

sorry to have kept you so long. Explana-

tions can follow."

IT was not until they reached the coffee

that the explanations were concluded.

Then, as he held a match to Julie's

cigarette, Mr. Pope observed :â��

" Poor beggar ! I wonder if she waited.

We shall never know, I suppose." He

was referring to the young man in the

train. Out of the fullness of his heart he

sighed.

And Julie sighed, too, very prettily. " I

can't bear to think of their not being happy

together after having made us so happy,"

she observed, from which it will be gathered

that the meal had not been entirely devoted

to the other couple. " But I'm sure she

waited. A woman always does. I waited

for twelve years."

Mr. Pope caught her fingers and lifted

them to his lips. Then he looked at his

watch.

" Agnes goes to bed at eleven," he said.

" I think we'd better be moving."

He had risen and was looking for his bag,

which he had dropped just inside the door.

" Have to give 'em a cheque," he explained.

He found the bag as Saunders arrived with

his bill.

Placing the bag on his knees, he inserted

a key in the lock. But the key would not

turn, and when he pressed back the catch he

found that it was not locked.

" By Jove ! " he remarked, " that was

pretty careless." He dropped the keys into

his pocket and opened the bag.

Julie, who was attending to her hair in the

glass over the mantelpiece, turned at his

amazed ejaculation.

He was taking from the bag a sheaf ol

newspapers. When they had been removed

nothing remained. He shut the bag and

turned it over curiously. Gradually the

light of understanding spread over his

features and he sprang to his feet, his

hands clenched and his face quickly became

purple.

" Well, of all the impudent, dastardly

swindles ! " he burst out. " Under my very

nose ! " Too overcome for coherent ex-

pression, he pointed to the bag lying open

and empty on the floor. " Changed it right

under my own eyes ! " he spluttered. " Of

all the shameless "

He caught Julie's eye. There was the

suggestion of a smile in it, and Mr. Pope

stopped dead in the middle of his outburst.

But he could not easily overlook the outrage

that had been played on him by the young

man in the train.

" Three hundred pounds' worth of unique,

irreplaceable foreign stampsâ��as well as my

cheque-book ! " he growled. " He must

have followed me from the sale-room. A

complete put-up job. The police will have

to know about this."

Julie's smile spread.

" Am I too expensive at three hundred

pounds ? " she inquired, demurely.

" Good heavens, my dear child ! " Mr.

Pope exclaimed. And he, too, began to

smileâ��grudgingly at first, and then without

restraint as the amusing side of the affair

struck him. He picked up his bill from the

table.

' You'll have to help me out with this, at

all events," he observed, with mock solem-

nity.

Julie picked up the rather threadbare bag

and took out two one-pound notes.

" All I have in the world," she remarked.

as she handed them to him. " So you can

understand a certain tenderness on my part

towards your young friend." She shrugged

her shoulders. " C'est la vie ! "

" Eh ! " exclaimed Mr. Pope. He was

looking rather stupidly at the notes. " Oh,

yes, of course ! "

He drew from his waistcoat pocket the

tailor's bill he had picked up in the carriage

after the young man had gone, and, tearing

it into small pieces, dropped it into the grate.

"Of course," he repeated, "as you

observe, c'est la vie ! "

He picked up the bag and carefully closed
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' Well, you wonderful man,' she exclaimed, ' how on earth did you discover me ? ' '

it. " I can stop those cheques all right in for a moment and chuckled,

the morning," he said, " but won't old see the joke," he remarked.

Sitwell be mad ! " He thought about that He never did.

He'll never



THE SENSEof â�¢Ð¾ Â°

Ñ�

-Ð² <>.

HUMOUR

IN rCHILDREN !

9WW.KIMMINS

(Chief Inspector oÃ the Education Department of the L.C.C.)

THAT a sense of humour is a priceless

possession is generally acknow-

ledged. In all the important crises

of life, the ability to bring to bear

on a difficult situation the eternal spirit

of childhood is a very great solace which is

denied to those in whom the sense of humour

is lacking. An investigation of the sense of

humour in children at different ages, and

the conditions which are favourable to its

full play and development, becomes, there-

tore, a matter of more than ordinary interest.

For this purpose the writer has analysed

some thousands of funny stories and jokes,

which were obtained from children in response

to the following questions :â��

(1) Give an account of the funniest story

you have ever read or heard.

(2) Of all the jokes that you can remember,

give an account of the one which made

you laugh the most.

For children who were too young to give

written answers, oral methods were adopted

by careful observers.

ANALYSIS OF RESULTS.

During the inquiry the points to which

most attention was given in the records of

funny stories and jokes were those dealing

with the type of story, the element of

superiority in which the stupidity of the

object is emphasized, playing with words,

boisterous fun (ragging and playing the fool),

1he misfortunes of others, and the nature of

the element of surprise in the joke.

The changes noted from age to age can

only be roughly approximated, as some of

the elements are constant in their appeal.

There are, however, certain elements which

predominate at particular periods of the

school life and can be clearly distinguished.

CHILDREN OF FIVE AND SIX YEARS

OF AGE.

At the ages of five and six children are

amused by action, noise, and dramatic effects :

someone falling down, funny dancing, bump-

ing into each other, grotesque faces and

figures, things upside down and inside out,

dressing up when they take part, and funny

Sounds. Jokes told to young children only

appeal through the dramatic instinct and

depend for their effect on the inflections of

the voice and the facial expressions or

actions of the narrator. Verbal or written

fun, without dramatic action, can only be

appreciated when children can read fairly

fluently. One observer read in an ordinary

voice some of a well-known comedian's most

obvious stories to the children in an infant

school without raising a smile. Funny or

grotesque illustrations drawn in front of the

children by the teacher, which they are

afterwards allowed to reproduce, greatly

delight small children, probably due to the

actions and discussions produced as the

picture grows.

The appreciation of humour by young

children must not be confused with

children's smart and witty sayings. These

are said without any intention of their being

humorous. It is naivete pure and simple.

Sully in his Essay on Laughter records the

case of a child of three who, having heard

his mother say that Mr. Fawkes was coming

to lunch, said, " Will Mrs. Knives come

too ?" A child of five, who had been placed

in Class 2B by his teacher, on being asked by

the head mistress what class he was in, said

" 2B," and then said quite distinctly to the

boy next to him, " or not to be " ; but cases

of puns of children under seven are very rare.

As examples of naÃ¯vetÃ© may be quoted :â��

(a) A clever child wrote a play which was

acted by children. In the first act there was

a wedding, and at the end of the ceremony

the husband said, " And now, my dear, I

must leave you and go abroad and make my

fortune." In the second act he returned,

bringing bags of gold and beautiful presents

for his wife. Recording his adventures, he

concluded by saying, " I have had to work

very hard." " Yes, my dear," replied his

wife, " and I also have not been idle," and

drawing aside a curtain she presented him

with four children.

(b) A father, entering his little son's bed-

room, overheard this portion of the boy's

evening prayer : " If I should die during the

night, please excuse me coming to heaven

in my pyjamas."

The Punch and Judy Show, which is a
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mark

very great favourite with children, is uni-

versal in its appeal. In some form it is to

be found in all highly civilized communities.

When a good performance of this type is

analysed, it is found to embrace practically

all the essential elements of mirth-production.

The University professor and the street

urchin vie with each other in their apprecia-

tion of the Punch and Judy Show, provided,

of course, that a good standard of production

is reached.

The irresistible appeal of Charlie Chaplin

to young children is due to the fact that he is

breaking all the usual conventions of society

and is doing, in a very amusing way, the very

things that children are forbidden to do.

The continual movement, variety, and change

of action, so dear to the child mind, increase

the effect.

SEVEN YEARS OF AGE.

The records of children of this a{

the transition from the purely visual

humorous situation to

an elementary playing

with words. At this

stage there is a very

marked difference be-

tween the boys and

girls. The stories of

the boys mainly con-

sist of cinema and

fairy tales, and many

of the jokes have for

their basis the misfor-

tunes of others. On

the other hand, the

stories of the girls

are almost exclusively

fairy tales, a large

percentage of which

are about the story

of the three bears,

which retains its ap-

peal to children far

longer than might

have been anticipated.

In the girls' records there are many riddles

and much play upon words, but these

elements are missing from those of the

boys. Humorous situations, based on the

misfortunes of others, do not bulk so largely

in the girls' as in the boys' records.

EIGHT YEARS OF AGE.

At this stage the misfortunes of others

and, fairy stories, including those about

talking animals, are very common in the

records of boys and girls.. The boys now

take an interest in riddles and playing with

words, but in this respect are far behind the

girls. The feeling of superiority makes its

appearance in the accounts of mistakes of

younger children. The girls here, as at

" A sense of humour is a priceless possession."

other ages, associate stupidity with the boys,

but there is no reciprocal action in the case

of the boys. The favourite fairy story is

still the three bears. There is a marked

increase now in domestic stories. Those of

boisterous fun are far more common with the

girls than with the boys. A great falling off

is to be noted in cinema stories.

NINE YEARS OF AGE.

Here there is a very great change. The

intelligent child of this age has, to a large

extent, overcome the mechanical arts of

reading and writing, is a voracious reader,

and is rapidly acquiring a fair background

of useful knowledge. Boys and girls of this

period are particularly interested in funny

stories and jokes. The good fairy story is

still very popular, especially with girls. The

domestic story is im-

proving, and accounts

of comic incidents

from well-known

books are quoted.

One girl of nine says :

" The funniest book I

have ever read is Mr.

Shakespeare's Comedy

of Errors." The feel-

ing of superiority is

increasing, and stories

and jokes of amusing

mistakes are very

popular.

The story of the

woman, the deck-

chair, the oranges, and

the shark, which has

a great vogue among

children, appears at

this stage.

There was a storm

at sea, and in order to

lighten the ship, the

sailors threw over-

board a fat woman, a

box of oranges, and

a deck-chair. The storm having abated,

a large shark was caught and was hauled

aboard. On cutting it open the woman

was found sitting in the deck-chair selling

oranges at three a penny.

An amusing story, or one considered to be

amusing by the children, spreads rapidly

through the school and from school to school.

Riddles and play upon words still maintain

their position at this age, but the popularity

of the misfortunes of others, as a source of

merriment, is ceasing to interest, and soon

disappears entirely.

TEN YEARS OF AGE.

The children are still very keen, and books

of jokes and comic papers are eagerly bought
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and read. The power of graphic description

has improved. Funny stories from good

books are increasing in number. " Alice in

Wonderland," " Helen's Babies," " Three

Men in a Boat," and " Tom Sawyer " are

often quoted. At this age much attention

is given to the affairs of the class-room as

affording suitable material for the gratifica-

tion of the sense of humour. The inspector

is the subject of much ridicule ; e.g. :â��

(Ð°) An inspector was writing out his

report on the school in an empty class-

room. Being disturbed by a great noise

in an adjoining room, he rushed in, seized

the person who was talking more than

the others, took him into his room, refused

to hear any explanation, ordered him

to sit quietly on a chair, and went on with

his report. Shortly afterwards a knock

was heard and a small boy entered the room.

" What do you want ? " said the inspector.

" Please, sir, you've got our

teacher," said the boy.

(Ð±) An inspector was testing

the arithmetic in a class, and

inverted the numbers given by

" The Punch and Judy Show is universal

in its appeal."

writing them on the blackboard ; e.g., if the

children said 26, he would write 62 ; if they

said 87, he would write 78, and so on. At

last a rude boy said, " 33â��now muck about

with that."

The teacher who explains the meaning of

a word, and asks the children to construct

sentences containing the word, gives much

scope tor laughter; e.g. : â��

(Ð°) A teacher, in reply to questions, ex-

plained that " trickling " was another word

for running, and that the word " anecdote "

meant a short tale. He then asked the

children to construct a sentence containing

these words. One of the answers was, " A

dog was trickling down the street, with a

tin-can tied to his anecdote."

(Ð±) The children were told to make up a

sentence containing the word "notwithstand-

ing," to which a boy replied, " My brother

has shiny trousers, but notwithstanding."

The appropriate attitude of the children

to the teacher is also a subject of merriment ;

e.g. :â��

(Ð°) A teacher explained that the word

" heirloom " meant something which de-

scended from father to son, whereupon a boy

said, " Well, teacher, that's the funniest

word I've ever heard for a pair of trousers."

(Ð±) The subject of the Flood was under

discussion, and the children were asking

what the people in the Ark were doing all the

time the water was going down. The teacher

ventured the suggestion that much of their

time was spent in fishing, but a boy refused

to accept this theory on the ground that there

were only two worms in the Ark.

Such incidents satisfy the requirement of

the feeling of superiority, which is still a very

important factor. At this age the fairy

story still retains its hold and boisterous fun

is kept within its proper limits. Riddles

are on the decrease, but the play upon words

is increasing and improving in quality.

ELEVEN TO THIRTEEN YEARS OF AGE.

The stories and jokes of the boys and girls

of nine and ten years of age give evidence of

a considerable advance in the appreciation

of amusing incidents. Naturally the mate-

rial is of a primitive type, but it was impro-

ving rapidly and appeared to give promise

of important developments, especially in the

play upon words and in the selection of funny

stories from good literature. At the ages

under consideration, however, there is a

very marked deterioration, especially at

twelve years of age, when the sense of

humour seems to have disappeared entirely.

This period appears to mark quite clearly

the parting of the ways. Great physical

changes are taking place ; rapid growth is

in progress and reaches its maximum in-

crease at twelve years of age, when, accord-

ing to the most trustworthy figures, the boy

increases in height by seven and the girl by

nine centimetres, after which the curve of

growth tends to flatten. Associated with

these physical changes there is a tendency

for the children to break away to a certain
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extent from established authority and to

think out things for themselves, and the

appreciation of good literature is weakened.

The funny story is now of a more personal

nature ; it is a story they have heard rather

than one they have read. Their own ex-

periences bulk largely. The element of

superiority runs riot and they delight in

extravagant stories of stupidity concerned

with adults rather than children. American

exaggeration and Irish stories are very

popular, and the sayings of parrots are the

sole survivors of the earlier animal

stories. As examples of exaggera-

tion stories the following may be

mentioned :â��

(a) An American passing the Law

Courts in a bus asked the conductor

how long it took to put up " that

block of buildings." The conductor

replied, " Oh, about seven years."

" In our country," said the Ameri-

can, " that would have taken about

seven weeks." Later on the bus

was passing Westminster Abbey, and

the American inquired what was the

name of the building. The con-

ductor replied that he didn't know,

as it wasn't there when he passed

in the morning.

(b) A man was shaving when a sudden

knock was heard at the door ; this startled

him, and he had the misfortune to cut off

his nose. In his excitement he dropped his

razor, which cut off one of his toes. A

doctor was called in and bound up the

wounds. After some days the bandages

were removed, when it was found that the

nose had been fixed on to the foot and the

toe on to the face. The man made a com-

plete recovery, but it was very awkward,

because every time he wanted to blow his

nose he had to take his boot off.

Of the Irish stories, the Maryhill incident

is the most popular :â��

An Irishman who had never been on a

railway journey before was told to take his

ticket at the booking office in the same way

as the other passengers. In front of him a

lady going to Maryhill said to the booking

clerk, " Maryhill, single " ; and the Irishman

followed with " Pat Murphy, married."

This is the age when many stories are

related of the idiosyncrasies of the English,

Scotch, and Welsh, a very popular one being

the nature of the presents taken home by

representatives of England, Scotland, and

Wales.

The Englishman brought home " A tea-

cosy from Cork," the Welshman â�¢' A tea-pot

from Dublin," and the Scotsman " a cup and

saucer bearing the inscription ' The Great

Western Railway Company.' "

The boys' football stories are singularly

bad, and betray an inadequate sense of

humour. The boisterous fun element comes

into a larger proportion of stories than at

any other period, and consists mainly of

ragging stories and somewhat crude practical

jokes.

Among those

of the girls of

eleven years of

age the falling-

off is more

clearly marked

" Please, sir, you've gol our teacher."

than in those of the boys, which in many

cases show a slight improvement on the

ten-year-old stories. The story of the woman

who slipped on the polished plate of the

Victory marking the place where Nelson fell,

and who told the guide that she was not

surprised that Nelson fell on this spot for

she nearly fell there herself, is often quoted.

Far and away the lowest point in the

material which affords amusement is reached

with boys and girls at the age of twelve.

Towards the close of the thirteen-year-old

stage there is, in the case of girls, a

recovery ; but there is no indication of this

in that of the boys. With them it is not

reached until the age of fourteen and, in

.some cases, fifteen years.

. During the eleven-to-thirteen period the

riddle practically disappears and is not

revived at later ages.

The great change during this period is the

diversion from fun found in childish incidents,

in the fairy story, in books of some literary

merit, and in the affairs of the class-room,

which are so common during the ages of nine

and ten, to adult material of an inferior kind,

much of which is imperfectly understood.

When the revival comes there is a far greater

resemblance to the material of the ten-year-

old child than to that of children in the

serious gap from eleven to thirteen, and there

is far less of the boisterous element, Irish

stories of stupidity, and those dealing with

American exaggeration.
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FOURTEEN TO EIGHTEEN YEARS

OF AGE.

During this period a very great improve-

ment takes place. In the selection of funny

stories, a much larger percentage comes

from the work of well-known writers. The

stories of W. W. Jacobs and Ian Hay

(" Happy-Go-Lucky " especially) are very

popular. Of individual stories, " Three Men

in a Boat," " Daddy-Long-Legs," " Mrs.

Wiggs of the Cabbage Patch," " The Young

Visiters," " Huckleberry Finn," " Tom Saw-

yer," " Helen's Babies," and " Alice in

Wonderland " are much quoted. The culture

of a good home has a great influence on the

choice and variety of stories ; whereas the

very poor child relies on the school and the

comic papers for his material. Stories for

which originality is claimed by the narrator

are mainly naivete stories of young children.

Their personal contributions, however, in-

crease in value, and some of them give

considerable promise of future witticisms.

The children quote less and less of the old

stories.

At seventeen

and eighteen

years of age there

appears to be a

still further im-

provement, and

some of the stories

and jokes are

remarkably good.

The boisterous fun

element is gradu-

ally disappearing,

and is of a very

different character

from that of the

ele ven-to-thirteen

period.

DOMESTIC

STORIES.

The h o m e -

5tories are princi- ( ,

pally of three Opportunity should be

types :â��

i. Those in which the father is the object

of ridicule, such, for example, as :â��

(a) A child had a favourite dog called

Paddy. One night an accident happened,

and Paddy was killed. The mother broke

the news to the child the following morn-

ing, and was surprised to find that so little

notice was taken of it. Later on the

mother heard screams coming from the

nursery, and the child cried out, " Oh,

mother, Paddy's dead." " But I told you

so at breakfast time," said the mother.

" I didn't understand you, mother," replied

the child. " I thought you said Daddy."

(b) A child was admiring her mother's new

silk dress : her mother, interested in natural

history, explained to her that all the beautiful

silk came from a little worm. " Was that

Daddy, mum ? " asked the child.

2. Those in which the child deals with

visitors who have to be informed that the

mother is out, whereas she is in, and by

stupidity the child reveals the fact ; and

3. The sayings of young children, some of

which are said to be original ; for example,

a child had noticed that her father, in pre-

senting his books to his friends, always wrote

in them, " With the Author's Compliments."

On receiving a birthday present of a Bible

from her little girl, her mother found on the

first page the inscription, " With the Author's

Compliments."

THE VALUE AND FUNCTION OF

LAUGHTER.

There can be no question of the great

physiological value of laughter. It causes

deep inspirations, which result in improving

the aeration of the blood, quickens the cir-

culation, and increases the joy of life. The

sense of humour requires a joyous

atmosphere for its operation. It

would be a great mistake to tell

funny stories to a person suffering

from sea-sickness.

There would be no

suitable response

and the stories

would be wasted.

After a period of

restraint the con-

ditions for laugh-

ter are highly

favourable. At

Church parade

laughter is readily

produced because

it follows a period

of restraint

during which laughter would have been

unseemly.

In young children laughter within limits

should be encouraged, and opportunity

should be given for the full exercise of the

spirit of play and practical jokes. Later on

visual humour will be followed by play upon

words, and with intelligent children this may

be succeeded by playing with thoughts in the

form of witticisms.

given for practical jokes."

" The Vindication of Louis de Rougemont : Hew Light on a Twenty-year-old Mystery."

SEE IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT ON BACK OF FRONTISPIECE.
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i.

TIE boat train was

drawing into Victoria,

and Kressler, seated in the corner

of a smoking carriage and strapping

a bag, was finishing a conversation about

orchids.

The party of the second part in this con-

versation, a stout little man looking bored

and stiff, was exchanging a travelling cap

for a bowler, trying to arrange his thoughts

in a fitting manner to meet London after a

fifteen years' absence in India, and, at the

same time, not to appear rude.

" Of course," said Kressler, " all those

variations taking the forms of insects and

beetles and so on are due simply to modifica-

tions of the pieces of the floral envelopes.

The envelopes are constructed irregularly

upon a ternary type and have three exterior

and three interior pieces. The exterior

pieces are less brightly coloured than the

interior, and the two lateral ones are often of

a somewhat different form from the other.

If I had a pencil and bit of paper I could

explain better."

" It don't matter," said the little man,

hurriedly. " I take your meaning. Well,

here we are at last." He let the window

down on the platform side and, as the train

came to a standstill, hailed a porter.

Kressler did the same.

" Not that," said Kressler. " I'll take

that myself." He referred to a parcel in

the rack overhead, a brown canvassed parcel

that bore the stamp of the East as well as

the initials " J. K."

ILLUSTRATED BY

S-SEYMOUR LUCAS

When his luggage had been

arranged on and about two

taxis, Kressler got into the

first, disposed the J. K/parcel on one of the

front seats, tipped the porter half a crown,

and said : " ZÃ�A, Pont Street."

Kressler was forty-seven years of age ; a

lean, tanned, nervous individual with a heavy

moustache and the eyes of a fanatic : he

had one idea with a double string, and one

hobbyâ��the Orchidaceae and the ColeÃ³ptera.

His glass-houses at Kniveton, down in

Bucks, covered acres, his town house at

2Ð±Ð�, Pont Street, had almost the atmosphere

of a glass-house, due to the heating of a

great conservatory at its back, a conservatory

where choice specimens of the terrestrial

ophrydeÅ� of Pleurothallis, Cattleya, Vanilleae,

Maxillaria Cypripedium, and other marvels

held court and received old pre-war German

professors from Tubingen, orchid fanatics

from America, men from Kew. His collec-

tion of beetles was unique. Men laughed at

Kressler for diverting part of his great

wealth into the collection and cultivation of

these forms ; had he taken up with race-

horses, or broken himself over theatres, they

would have reckoned him sane enough, but

for a man to devote his life to beetles and

orchids ! Maybe they were right, seeing that

Kressler devoted to these things an ambition

that might have made him Prime Minister,

had it been properly coupled with his will-

power and wealthâ��seeing also that he was

married to a charming little fluffy-headed

woman whom he left now and then for

months and months, whilst he was off on

Copyright, 1921, by H. de VerÃ© Stacpoole.
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one of his mad slants in pursuit of his heart's

desire. He was just back now from the

Solomon Islands, by way of India, after an

absence of nine months.

The cabs stopped at No. 2Ã�A, Pont Street.

Kressler ran up the steps, rang, and was

admitted by Burden. Burden, though of

the breed of the old English side-whiskered

butler, had still something floral about him,

caught, maybe, from his environment. In

form he suggested a bulb ; his colour was

even more florid than the interior pieces

of Maxillaria Cypripedium.

" Got my wire ? " asked Kressler.

" Yes, sir," replied Burden, taking his

master's hat and making to take the parcel

he carried.

"Don't bother," said Kressler. "Where's

your mistress ? "

" The mistress said she'd be back before

you came, sir. She went to the New Btir-

Â¡ington Art Club reception."

" Tea-party thing ? " asked Kressler.

" Yes, sir, I believe so."

Kressler looked at his watch : it pointed

to ten minutes past five.

" Well," he said, " you can tell her I'm in

the library when she comes. See to my

luggage, and have those cases of specimens

put somewhere dry."

He crossed the hall, and Burden, slipping

before him, opened the door of the library.

It was a pleasant room with a window

giving upon the conservatory. On the centre

table lay a pile of letters. Letters, circulars,

seed catalogues, bulb catalogues, a monstrous

pile that had already been dealt with by his

secretary.

Kressler pointed to the letters.

" Shove those on the side table," said he.

Then, placing the parcel he carried on the

table before him, he sat down and drew a

penknife from his pocket whilst Burden

closed the door.

Kressler opened the penknife and began

carefully to rip the sewing of the canvas

cover. This done, and the cover removed,

he came upon a layer of dried moss, bound

around with thin strips of bamboo. Some-

thing of the sun and mystery of the tropics

seemed to emanate from the vaguely-scented

bundle which Kressler now began to work

upon with his knife, dividing the bamboo

strips and tearing the moss apart till he

reached the coreâ��a huge bronze-coloured

beetle, the wing edges bright as gold, brilliant

as when ^alive, owing to the preservative

properties of the barea moss.

Gathering the moss together, he threw

the canvas cover into the fireplace. Then,

turning to the table, he sat down before the

beetle.

There were plenty of beetles in the packing-

cases that Burden was unshipping from the

taxis, but there was no beetle like this for

beauty and strangeness, either in thÃ® packing-

cases or the whole known world.

He repacked the thing carefully in the

moss, placed it on top of a bureau by the

window, and, taking his seat on a chair to

rest, he fell into a momentary reverie. He

saw again the sunlight of the South, smelt

again the perfume of the forests, the heady,

dank, dreamy smell of liantasse in swinging

cables, cassi in golden flower, vanilla beans,

and earth that, like a red magician, lurked

behind the gorgeous arras, building trees,

twisting vine cables, painting flowers, globing

fruit, creating insects of the strangest pattern.

The door opened, and to the dreamer thus

engaged little Mrs. Kressler came in.

She wore a broad-brimmed hat and she

held the programme of the New Burlington

Art Club in her hand.

II.

MARY ! " cried Kressler, rising to meet

and kiss her.

" I knew I'd be late," said she.

" I left in time, but the taxi broke down and

I had a dispute andâ��oh, John, how brown

you are ! Let me look at you in the lightâ��

brown as a coffee-berry, and so tired-looking.

Have you had tea ? "

" No."

" Then come alongâ��I've tons to tell you."

She had. Over the tea-cups in the dining-

roomâ��she had ordered an egg to be boiled

for his teaâ��she told him the kitchen chimney

at. Kniveton had taken it into its head to

smoke ; how the Lacys were going to be

divorced, how Uncle George's rheumatism

was, and how much she had paid a new

modiste fqr the gown she was wearingâ��one-

fifth of what Paquin would charge.

John listened, wiping the tea from his long

moustache, and interested, despite himself

and the fact that she was not talking about

orchids or the ColeÃ³ptera.

Nine months in the wilder places of the

earth give one an appetite for things homely

and simple, and the doings of the great, even

of the greatest, would have had but little

appeal for Kressler, who found such interest

in the doings of the sweep at Kniveton and

the misdoings of the Lacys.

After tea they went to the drawing-room,

where she played for him whilst he smoked

a cigarette, then they had dinner, and after

dinner they 'phoned for the electric brougham

and went to the Gaiety. ''

Going to bed, Kressler peeped into the

library to see that the beetle was all right ;

he did not lock it away, it wanted plenty of

air after its journey, dry, warm air, such as

that of the library. He fetched a newspaper

and folded it into a sort of mattress so that

air might get to the under side of his treasure :
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then, having smoked a last cigarette, he

went to bed.

The most extraordinary tiling about the

Kresslers, or perhaps the most ordinary

thing, was the fact that Airs. Kressler existed

in a different world from her husband. They

lived together, laughed, walked, talked, and

ate together, but they didn't think together.

This little woman, who had something of the

comfortable appearance of a dormouse, had

scarcely an idea of the ambitus or object of

Kressler's activities ; he went sometimes to

foreign places to collect " specimens," his

orchid houses were the finest in England, he

was very proud of themâ��this she knew, nor

searched for further knowledge, content with

the fact that he was a good, if sometimes

absent, husband, never bothering about her

commonplace doings, and allowing her seven

hundred a year for pin-money.

So it came about that next morning at

nine o'clock, and just after her husband had

left the house for Kew on important business,

Mrs. Kressler, floating into the library, and

seeing some dirty-looking moss lying on an

old newspaper on the bureau, and some

canvas in the grate, called the housemaid, who

was dusting the hall, and told her to remove

them.

III.

KRESSLER came home for luncheon at

one o'clock, bringing Professor Skeines

with him.

Mrs. Kressler was out, attending a sale at

Derry and Toms, so they had the table and

the conversation to themselves, with a

bottle of old Madeira.

Skeines's conversation was about as inter-

esting as the contents of a bulb catalogue

to the uninitiated, but Kressler seemed to

enjoy it, even though it was not all about

orchids.

He listened with seeming interest whilst

Skeines pulled Professor Pullman's mono-

graph on the Hexandria to pieces, pointing

out with devilish derision his inclusion

amongst the LiliÃ¡cea of a rush that had no

place thereâ��with seeming interest, for sud-

denly in a pause of the talk he prised Skeines

from his subject as one prises a limpet from

a rock and fastened him on to the ColeÃ³ptera.

" And now I'll show you something worth

seeing," said Kressler, rising from the table.

He left the room, leaving the door ajar, and

old Skeines, pouring out another glass of

Madeira, heard him cross the hall to the

library. Then he heard the voice of Kressler

crying aloud for Mary, whoever Mary might

be, and the voice of a female making answer:â��

" The missus told me to throw it out, sir."

Skeines pricked his ears ; a long silence

followed the simple announcement. Then

came Kressler's voice : â��

" Told you to throw it out 1 "

" Yes, sir ; that and some old stuff that

was in the grate."

" Toldâ��youâ��toâ��throwâ��it out ! Where

to ?â��What !â��Which ! Where theâ��where

did you throw it ?"

" All the rubbish goes into the dustbin,

sir ! "

" All the rubbishâ��but this was not rub-

bish ! Can't you understandâ��the only

golden stag in the worldâ��Great Scot !

Where's the dustbin ? "

" In the area, sir, but it will have been

emptied by this."

" Emptied, where ? "

" Into the dust-cart, sir."

" What dust-cart ? "

" The one that comes every day, sir."

" Where does it come from ? "

" I don't know, sir."

" Great Scot ! Great Scot ! â�� where's

Burden ? "

" The missus sent him to Harrods, sir, to

match some Japanese lamp shades."

" Lamps, lamp shades !â��Great Scot l

Does the cook know ? Run down and ask

her, quick; tell her what's happenedâ��quick."

Old Skeines, vastly interested, and withal

amused as one at a tragic play where the

acting is perfect, poured himself out another

glass of Madeira and sat listening to the

uneasy footsteps in the hall.

Skeines was unmarried, and his always

fair estimate of his own wisdom was not

diminished either in volume or intensity by

the domestic tragedy unfolding to his ears.

He thought of the Lilium Skeiitesensi

which a foolish wife might have boiled,

mistaking it for an onion. Of his essay

" On the relation of the stamen to the calyx

as determining the poisonous nature of certain

plants," of which matrimony might have

made jam-pot lids.

Then suddenly came the voice of Mary.

" Please, sir, the cook says the dustman

called at twelve as usual and she doesn't

know where he comes from, but it's the

London County Council does the work, she

believes, and "

" Where's my hat ? "

" Here, sir."

Skeines heard the hall door opened, a pass-

ing taxi being hailed, Kressler's voice crying

" Spring Gardens," and the hall door shut.

He was not annoyed at being forgotten in

this manner by his hostâ��he knew him too

well. He finished the Madeira, smoked a

cigarette, and then he, too, departed.

IV.

IT was not till four o'clock on the following

day that Kressler returned home for

good. After definite knowledge of the

fruitlessness of his quest had come the

recognition of defeat and a feeling of
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' All the rubbish goes into the dustbin, sir.' ' All the rubbish â�� but this was not

rubbish! Can't you understand '"
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abandonment. He had dined at his club,

reviewingâ��as he ate the food he could not

tasteâ��the men he had interviewed, high

officials and dustmen, the things he had seen,

from dust carts to dust destructors, and the

great fact that his quest,was hopeless. He

drifted into the Alhambra, and returned

home at one o'clock in the morning. He

listened to the easy breathing, speaking of

the sleep of the just, that came from his

wife's bedroom, then he stole on to his own

room, and after early breakfast next morning,

started for Richmond, where Skeines lived.

He did not want to meet his wife. He

dreaded what he might say. He recognized

that it was not all her fault, not her fault

that she had been born with a mind destitute

of interest in the things that really mattered,

a commonplace frivolous mindâ��yet he did

not want to meet her. He did not want to

think of her. If she had destroyed the thing

in a temper he might have forgiven her more

easily than he could forgive her for this

passionless, stupid crime, born of want of

interest in his aspirations and doings.

Luncheon with Skeines and a blow in the

Park, however, had a cooling effect, and by

the time of his return home, about four

o'clock, he was not only able to think calmly

about his wife, but he was actually anxious

to meet her. To meet her and punish her,

by telling her exactly what she had done and

in language that a child could understand.

" The mistress is in the drawing-room, sir,"

said Burden.

She was. Placid and content. Tea had

just been brought in, and as Kressler entered

she was in the act of pouring out a cup.

Calm, and evidently without any sense of

special wrong-doing.

" John," said Mrs. Kressler, as though

suddenly remembering, " I'm so sorry.

Mary tells me that old thing you left in the

library and that old canvas in the grate

oughtn't to have been thrown outâ��I told

her to " . :

" I know," said Kressler. " It was a

beetleâ��there's no use in bothering about it

â��two lumps, please."

He took his cup and sat down, and Mrs.

Kressler, nothing loth, turned the conversa-

tion in another direction. She knew nothing

of the wild incidents of yesterday ; Mary had

simply said that the master had seemed put

out. He still seemed put out, so she started

to draw him away from himself with light

gossip and with such apparent success that

she was surprised when, tea being over,

Kressler, returning to the subject like the

Biblical dog, said :â��

" I want to talk to you, Mary, about that

thing ; sit down here beside me on the sofa.

I want to tell you the story of it so that you

may see what it meant to me."

. " Yes, dear," said Mrs. Kressler. Fetching

the half-knitted jumper she was at work on,

she sat down beside him on the broad com-

fortable sofa, and he began.

V.

" 47OU remember, or maybe you don't

J[ remember,, that before starting I

had engaged a collector to meet me

at Rangoon."

" I remember something about that,"

said Mrs. Kressler, " because you got so

angry with me when 1 asked you what he

was going to collect."

" If I got angry," said Kressler, "it was

simply because the fact was obvious that the

expedition being in search of new specimens

of certain endogenous plants grouped under

the name Orchidaceae and certain new forms

of life, we were going to collect those, if

possible. Well, I met this man at Rangoon.

Simmonds was his name. I had engaged

him on good credentials ; an hour's conversa-

tion with him confirmed them. Here was no

hired collectorâ��would you mind putting

those knitting needles aside, dear, their

movements rather interrupt me ?â��here was

no man paid for doing a job ; here was a man

with a passionate attachment to his subject,

a man whose life had been spent in the wilder

places of the world in pursuit of science. He

was a remarkable man, even in personal

appearance, not unlike Burden in figure and

face, if one can imagine Burden with an

intellect and some inches shorter in stature ;

but the thing that struck me most was his

head. It was very large, quite enormous,

making him a subject of ridicule, indeed, to

boys and dull-witted persons.

" He had already obtained for me an option

upon a schooner of sixty tons, the Madras,

owned by a Dutch gentleman of the name of

Papenhayne, resident in Rangoon ; having

inspected her I signed the contract for a

year's hire. A week later we had obtained

our crew, and the provisions and water having

been brought on board, we started, shaping

our course for Borneo.

" One might ask me, ' Why pass the

Andaman and Nicobar Islands, those well-

known haunts of the orchid ? ' and I would

reply Over-done.' Robbed by innumerable

collectors of the rarer specimens, these islands,

small in area, are over-done. Simmonds

well knew that, and, led by his sagacity, we

discarded the obvious, steering, as I said,

for Borneo.

" Reaching Sarawak we put in to Igan,

which is situated on a bend of the Rejang

river. Between here and Muka we made

our hunting-ground, and here, led by Sim-

monds, I secured a rich harvest. Half the

contents of those packing-cases. Think of

it, in that small tract of country disdained by
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collectors I secured all those, simply because

I was led by a man of knowledge and genius."

" It's something like shopping, isn't it ) "

said Mrs. Kressler. " Sometimes in side

streets you find shops that are much better

and cheaper than the big shops â�� if you know

the ropes."

" Just so," said Kressler, pleased at this

sudden flash of intelligence in his spouse.

" Simmonds knew the ropes, as you put it,

and, having exhausted this piece of country,

we re-embarked and set sail for Sandal Wood

Island in the Sunda group. It is quite a

small island, but very rich in its flora and

fauna and strangely neglected by collectors,

and having secured a fairly good haul, we

left for Mallicollo, in the New Hebrides,

stopping there only for water and leaving

the next day for a small island to the south

which Simmonds had marked down, and

where our luck still held good. We spent a

fortnight there, and on the eve of our de-

parture for Suva Simmonds made a proposi-

tion to me.

" It seems that somewhere about a year

before a Dutchman named Van Home had

given him information of the possibilities of

Malaita in the Solomon Islands. Van Home

was a collector, and he had marked down

a special bay to the west of Malaita where

the woods were extraordinarily rich. The

only difficulty was the natives. The natives

of Malaita are head-hunters to a man ;

crafty, subtle, and sly, they are the most

dangerous people in the Eastern world.

Civilization has never really touched them.

They are cannibals, but they kill really less

for food than for the strange passion that has

come down to them from immemorial times,

the passion for securing and collecting heads.

Head lust, one might call it.

" Well, Simmonds proposed to me that

we should sail for Malaita and, risking the

natives, explore the woods spoken of by Van

Home. Such was his devotion to me, that,

though he was only my paid agent who

could have chosen safe places, he put every

personal consideration aside â�� you quite ap-

preciate that fact, don't you ? "

" Yesâ�� go on," said Mrs. Kressler, nestling

close to him as if for protection against the

head-hunters. " I quite see, they'd want to

get his head, wouldn't they ? â�� you said it

was so big."

" I wasn't thinking of that â�� I meant risk

of life. He was ready to risk his life for my

sake and for the sake of the objects of our

search. You see that clearly ? "

" Yes, quite."

, I accepted his suggestion, after

due consideration, and next day we

set sail for Malaita, favoured by fine

weather, and in due course we arrived at the

? bay indicated by Van Home. It was a narrow

bay protected by a reef and backed by dense

groves of coco-nuts, pandanus, bread-fruit, and

other tropical trees, but sign of natives there

was none. Everything seemed in our favour,

and then, all of a sudden, bad luck came, for

on the morning after our arrival I was

troubled by an attack of fever. 1 must have

taken it at MalUcollo. However that may

be, it quite prostrated me, and, despite large

doses of quinine, I was helpless and unable

to land. Then it was that Simmonds showed

himself again in his true colours. He de-

termined to go ashore alone, taking with him

two Kanakas we had picked up at Mallicollo.

I pointed out to him the risk attending .the

landing of such a small party, but he was

quite determined, and I was too weak to

argue with him. So he went, taking pro-

visions sufficient for three or four days, an

automatic pistol, and the tin collecting box

which he always carried slung across his

shoulder by a strap.

" On the evening of the next day one of the

Kanakas returned, hailing the ship from the

beach. A boat put off for him, and he came

on board bearing a note from Simmonds.

The note briefly stated that he had discovered

what he called the wonder of the world, the

golden stag he called itâ��a beetle absolutely

unknown to science. He gave a short de-

scription, and finished by saying that he was

pushing farther into the woods and would

return on the following day. You can fancy

my feelings. The fever quite left me. I was

myself again. My appetite came back, and

that night I slept soundly, though dreaming,

indeed, the most splendid dream, in which I

walked with my friend amongst groves where

the flora was of almost impossible beauty.

Next day I could scarcely rest watching the

beach for his return, but evening came and

passed and night fell without a sign of him.

Next morning was the same. No sign ; the

day passed and night was falling when a hail

from the beach reached us, but it was not

Simmonds.

" It was Ramua, the second Kanaka,

returned without his master. When we got

him on board he was too exhausted to speak,

then, after a while, when we had given him

some food and brandy, he recovered enough

to be able to tell his tale.

"He said that shortly after leaving us they

had struck a part of the forest where ' Master

with the big head,' that was the name he

employed, speaking in the native, had ex-

pressed great joy over an insect which he had

collected, and placed it in his tin box. He

had sent the other Kanaka back with a note

to me, and then he and Ramua had pushed

on, seeking more things but finding little of

importance, though, indeed, the forest was

filled with plants and insects not inferior in
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" ' Yesâ��go on,' said Mrs. Kressler, nestling close to him as if for protection.
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looks to the one which had given his master

such delight.

" Of course, I knew at once the truth, that

Simraonds, as so often happens after a big

find, had struck the commonplace again, and,

spurred by his first success, had pushed

on farther and farther. Ramua's narrative

bore me out. Simmonds had indeed pushed

on, making towards the north so as to avoid

the hills, and that night, as they slept, he

and Ramua had been seized by natives,

bound,and carried captive to a village situated

in a clearing and close to the shore.

" Ramua on the way had managed to

loosen his bonds, and, struggling free of

them, had broken away and escaped. He

could not tell what the natives had done to

Simmonds, whether they had killed him or

whether he still lived. He had made his way

back to the ship by that beast instinct

common to primitive man, and he declared,

on being questioned, that he could find the

village again if I cared to lead a relief expe-

dition and take him as guide.

F course, I determined on that course

of action at once. There were seven

of us. Myself, Masters, the captain of

the schooner, three sailors, one of whom

acted as bo'sun, and the two Kanakas.

We had four repeating rifles and four

revolvers on board, and plenty of ammuni-

tion ; these we collected, with enough pro-

visions to last us four days, and, having

given Ramua six hours in which to rest

himself and sleep, we started just as day

was breaking beyond the hills,

" We landed without opposition or diffi-

culty, and, leaving a man behind to take the

boat back to the schooner and keep watch,

we struck inland, led by Ramua, through a

forest where the cable lianas swung overhead,

and the tree tops, moving in the land breeze

that had just sprung up, showed the sky lit

with morning.

" As the light grew stronger I could see

what a paradise for the collector this was

likely to be, but, filled as my mind was with

the fate of Simmonds, I was blind to the

possibilities around me. I had but one idea,

to push on.

" At noon we halted for a rest and some

food, and two hours later we resumed the

march, Ramua still leading with the unerring

instinct of a dog-, till we reached a part of

the forest where only bread-fruit grew,

interspersed with great patches of the

Mammee apple.

" Here Ramua called a halt and whispered

that we were within earshot of the village.

" It was just sundown and darkness was

coming through the trees. He said that our

plan was to wait a few hours till the moon

rose, then, the village being asleep, we could

prospect the place, free Simmonds if he were

still alive, perhaps without giving the alarm,

or, if necessary, attack the place with better

chance of success in the moonlight than we

would have now that dusk was full upon

us. He said that if they intended killing

Simmonds they would have done so by this.

We fell in with his plan and, lying down,

rested ourselves whilst darkness came on

and the forest turned black with night.

11 Presently a faint green light began to

glow above us. It was the light of the rising

moon. It grew stronger and, as it grew, the

whisper came from Ramua that it was time

for us to move. I ordered the men to look

to their arms, see that their spare ammuni-

tion was all right, and walk softly ; then,

following Ramua in single file, we moved off.

" It was easy going, and the ground,

covered by a growth of low fern between

the Mammee apples and the bread-fruit

tracts, gave no sound to our footsteps. Ten

minutes passed, then, Ramua halting, we

spread out and, peeping through the bushes,

saw the native village in its clearing, the

moon full upon the grass-thatched huts and,

full in the moonlight in the open space around

which the huts were grouped, a little fire

burning and sending its smoke to the sky.

" Three sticks in the form of a tripod were

placed over the fire and from them some-

thing hung on a string, twirling in the smoke.

Beside the fire squatted an old man feeding

the flickering flames with dried leaves and

bits of tinder, the smoke rising in volumes at

every handful so that sometimes the thing

that was being smoked was invisible. Not

another soul was in sight ; the village slept

well and soundly, and the reason of its sleep

was evident in the embers of a greater fire

just dying out and the bones around it. The

village was gorged.

" Ramua, who was beside me, plucked my

sleeve, pointed out the old man by the fire

and whispered : ' Devil-devil doctor.' Then

he held up a finger and whispered : ' Wait ! '

" He rose, slipped away through the trees,

and presently returned with something in

his hands. It was a fathom of tough ground

liana as thick as whipcord. Then, holding

up his finger again, he glided away.

Presently he reappeared in the full moon-

light, crossing the open space like a ghost,

towards the old man, approaching him from

behind.

" The devil-doctor heard and saw nothing.

Then suddenly the liana was round his neck,

twisted tight, and he was lying on the ground

kicking, and, in a moment, dead. Not aery

had broken the stillness of the night to alarm

the village, nothing but just the faint sound

of the old man's brief struggle that might

have been the sound of a bush pig in the

undergrowth.
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" Then Ramua removed the thing that

was hanging from the tripod and picked up

something that lay beside the body of the

devil-doctor, something that shone in the

moonlight. It was Simmonds's collect-

ing boxâ��the other thing, which he had

removed from the tripod, was Simmonds's

head.

" Coming back to us bearing these things,

one in each hand, he whispered us to follow

him, and striking through the trees we left

the sleeping village behind us, reaching the

beach as dawn was breaking and setting sail

an hour later.

" We buried the remains of my friend at

sea, and the golden stag for which he had

risked his lifeâ��for which he gave his lifeâ��

went to a London dustbin. To a London

dust destructor ; that is all I wanted to tell

youâ��now you know."

Kressler paused, but Mrs. Kressler said

nothing. The cruel fatality of the whole

business seemed to have stricken her dumb

as she sat there, her head reclining against

his shoulder. Kressler, half-shocked with

the effect of his revelation, looked down at

her faceâ��she was asleep !

PERPLEXITIES. By Henry E. Dudeney.

57Q.â��FOLDING A PENTAGON.

I AM reminded of my promise in the issue for last

June to present another puzzle in paper folding of a

rather more difficult cha-

racter than the Hexagon

example that we then

considered. Let us,

then, try our hands at

this. If you are given

a perfectly square piece

of paper, how are you

to fold it so as to in-

dicate by creases a

regular pentagon, as

in our illustration, all

ready to be cut out ?

Remember that you

must use your fingers alone, without any instrument or

measure whatever.

580.â��EXPLORING MOUNT NEVEREST.

PROFESSOR WALKINGHOLME, one of the exploring

party, was allotted the special task of making a com-

plete circuit of the base of the mountain at a certain

level. The circuit was exactly 100 miles in length and

he had to do it all alone on foot. He could walk 20

miles a day, but he could only carry rations for two

days at a time, the rations for each day being packed

in seated boxes for convenience in dumping. He

walked his full 20 miles every day and consumed one

day's ration as he walked. What is the shortest time

in which he could complete the circuit ? This simple

question will be found to form one of the most fasci-

nating puzzles that we have considered for some time.

It made a considerable demand on Professor Walking-

holme's well-known ingenuity. The reader who can

find the correct solution may congratulate himself.

The idea was suggested to me by Mr. H. F. Heath.

581.â��TIMING THE MOTOR-CAR.

" I WAS walking along the road at three and a half

miles an hour," said Mr. Pipkins, " when the motor-car

dashed past me and only missed me by a few inches."

" Do you know at what speed it was going ? " asked

his friend.

" Well, from the moment it passed me to its dis-

appearance round a corner I took twenty-seven steps,

and walking on reached that corner with one hundred

and thirty-five steps more."

" Then, assuming that you walked, and the car ran,

each at a uniform rate, we can easily work out the

speed."

Vol. lxii!.-5.

What was the answer ? This Â¡s a good trap for the

youthful arithmetician, who will imagine all sorts of

difficulties, such as the unknown length of the man s

steps, but it is absurdly simple when properly grasped.

582.â��A MUSICAL ENIGMA.

HERE is an old musical enigma sent to me by a

correspondent (" K. L."). The solution is not known,

and I have not hit on it. Perhaps readers can make

Â£

some suggestions. I give it as received in facsimile,

and assume that the omission of the flat in the vertical

clef is intentional. My correspondent's old copy is

in violet ink, which may not be material to a solution,

but had better be mentioned.

583.â��A NEW ALPHABET PUZZLE.

IT was shown (in our issue for May, 1918) that a

sentence may be formed from the twenty-six letters of

the alphabet and only two repeated letters. One of

the examples given was BLOWZY FRIGHTS VEX

AND JUMP QUICK, where the U and I are repeated.

It has been suggested to me to form words (not neces-

sarily a sentence) by using as many letters of the alpha-

bet as possible (no repetitions), and it is obvious that

by striking out the word QUICK above and substi-

tuting DANK for AND we get a solution with only the

letters Ð¡ and Q omitted. Can you form words with

only a single letter dropped ?
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The Puzzle Cranks' Symposium

SOLUTIONS TO THE PUZZLE CRANKS' SYMPOSIUM.

REDUCTIONS IN PRICE.

IT Â¡s evident that the salesman's rule was to take off

three-eighths of the price at every reduction. There-

fore, to be consistent, the motor-car should be offered

at Â£78 2S. 6d. after the next reduction.

SOME WORD PUZZLES.

THE first word is SKILLâ��KILLâ��ILL, and the

second TELEGRAPH. Mr. Wingleford's last question

is answered by POSTMAN, for no matter how many

letters you may take from him he still remains a

postman.

THE CIRCULATING MOTOR-CAR.

As the outside wheels went twice as fast as the

inside ones the circle they described was twice the

length of the inner circle. Therefore one circle had

twice the diameter of the other, and, since the wheels

were 5 feet apart, the diameter of the larger circle was

20 feet. Multiply 20 feet by 34416 (the familiar

approximate value for " pi ") and we get 62'832 feet

as the length of the circumference of the larger circle.

RAILWAY SHUNTING.

MAKE a rough sketch like our diagram and use five

counters marked X, L, R, A, and B. The engines are

L and R, and the two cars on the right Ð� and B. The

three cars on the left are never separated, so we call

them X. The side track is marked S. Now, play as

follows : L to S, R A B to left (as far as necessary),

L off S to left, A B L to right, R to S, A B L to left,

X A B L to right, R off S to left. R to right, R X A to

left, R takes A to S, R X to left, R X to right, R to left,

R to A, R A to left, R A to right, R Ð� X Ð� to left, R

takes Ð� to S, R A X to left. R A X to right. R A to left,

R A to B, and both trains right away. There are thus

24 moves, but first

two moves involve no

change of direction, so

number of moves ac-

cording to conditions

is 22. The last move,

" trains right away,"

does require Â¡i change

of direction on the

part of R.

DISSECTING THE

MOON.

THE illustration

shows that the five

cuts can be so cun-

ningly made as to

produce as many as

twenty-one pieces.

A POLISH

GAMBLE.

AT the start of play

Wobblestaff put Â£260

on thctable.the Baron

Â£80, and the Count

Â¿140. After the three games it will be found that each

player was left with Â£160 and Wobblestan had lost Â£100.

PAWNS AGAINST PIECES.

i. P takes Kt (a) and P takes Q P, ch. (b), 1. R

takes P ; 2. P to R 6 and P to R 7, 2. P to Q Kt 3 (<) ;

3. P to R 8 (O) and Q to R 6, ch., 3. Ð� to Ð� 2 Â¡ 4. Q

takes Kt P and Q to R 7, ch., 4. Ð� to Kt 2 (<f) ; 5. Q

takes Ð� and Q to Kt 5, 5. Q to Ð� 8, ch. (e) ; 6. Ð� to

B sq. and Ð� takes Q, 6. R to Ð� 2, ch ; 7. Q to Ð� 2

and Q takes R, eh., etc. (]).

(a) i. P takes Q would be fatal to White's chance of

winning, (b) P takes Kt P would also be bad for White.

(f) If 4- Q to R 7 ; 5. P to R 8 (Q) and Q takes Q.

(,/) If Black Ð� moved, 5. Q takes R and Q tabs Q !

(e) If Q to Kt S, ch. ; 6. P to R 3 and P takes Q ! Ñ� It

will be seen that if White once gets a Q and can hold it

for one move the game of Black is invariably hopeless.

And Black in the position given could not prevent

White queening. There are slightly better last moves

on both sides, but I have selected those that afford

instructive examples of play. In.no case could Black

save the game.

BRUIN GOES SHOPPING.

WHAT the bear wanted was muslin'.

A CURIOUS LEGACY.

As it is evident that Catherine, Jane, and Mary

received respectively Â£122, Â£132, and Â£142, making

together the Â£396 left to the three wives, if John Smith

receives as much as his wife Catherine, Â£122 ; Henry

Snooks half as much again as his wife Jane, Â£198 : and

Tom Crow twice as much as his wife Mary, Â£284 : we

have correctly paired these married couples and

exactly accounted for the Â£1,000.

THE CIRCLE AND DISCS.

IN our diagram the dotted lines represent the cir-

cumference of the red circle and an inscribed pentagon.

The centre of both is C. Find D, a point equidistant

from A, B, and C, and with radius A D draw the circle

ABC. Five discs of this size will cover the circle if

placed with their centres at D, E, F, G, and H. If the

diameter of the large circle is 6 inches, the diameter of

the discs is a little less than 4 inches, or 4 inches " to

the nearest half-inch." It requires a little care and

practice correctly to place the five discs without

shifting, unless you make some secret markings that

would not be noticed by others.
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IF you read the story

of Hugo Breitwisser

in the dry records of

the Vienna police, as

I glanced at it, you would

find no mention of him as Robin Hood,

the gallant outlaw of Sherwood Forest who

robbed the rich to give to the poor. But if

you were to hear the story, as I heard it,

from the lips of Inspector Johann Rapp, the

simple policeman who has made the Crime

Museum of the Vienna police both an art

collection and a marvellous school for hunters

,of criminals, you would feel the thrill of his

picture of both Robin Hood and Raffles

coming to life in one man and living in him-

self the best stories you had read about them.

We were standing in the room of burglar

exhibits in the Crime Museum, Inspector

Rapp" and I, when he turned to a specially-

constructed case full of some sort of para-

phernalia.

" It is the tool-chest of Hugo Breitwisser,"

Inspector Rapp said, proudly. " He was

the Edison of burglars, the Robin Hood of

the modern world, the Raffles of fiction come

to life. He drew on fiction for his life, and

in the living improved on fiction. When he

was killed two years ago he was only twenty-

eight. Had he lived ten more years such as

he lived since leaving the university, his

name would ring round the world and go

down in romance as the super-burglar in all

history. Butâ��judge for yourself.

" He was the son of cultured parents of

excellent reputation," he went on. " How

he came to shoot off on his tangent of crime

you must ask whatever powers create the

genius and the monster. Even as a strip-

ling Hugo knew what his career was to be.

Ð�Ð£
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He had read of Robin

Hood, and he found his

hero. I don't mean to say

that if he hadn't come

across the story of Robin

Hood he would have stayed a good citizen.

No, the character and destiny of the man

were there early in life, and he planned his

career with the same care, detail, and

thought that his fond parents devoted to

preparing him for mechanical engineering.

" Indeed, it was at his own urging that he

was sent to the University of Gratz to study

engineering. Not that he wanted to learn

the profession for itself. But he knew it

would give him considerable training in tool-

making, knowledge of tensile strength of

metals, or the construction of vaults and

safes, of the action of acids and gases on iron

and steel. You see, he was going to college

to study burglary ; and he was planning his

own college course. It is the only case I

have ever heard of a criminal preparing for

his profession in the same way that a lawyer

or a doctor prepares for theirs.

" His single-mindedness as a young man

in the university was that of a genius. He

took lessons in wrestling and ' jiu-jitsu/ just

as young policemen learn these thingsâ��and

for the opposite reasons. He kept away

from dissipation because it took off the edge

of keenness of nerve and mind. He ' clubbed '

and made friends with all sorts of men,

because it is with all sorts of men that a

super-criminal would have to deal.

" One day during a hard winter soon

after Breitwisser left the university a big

coal dealer was visited in his office by a de-

corously-dressed, serious-minded young man.

" ' I am the secretary of a gentleman of



08

" Raffles " in Vienna

considerable means,' the visitor said. ' He

is moved by the plight of the poor this winter.

There are leeches of coal dealers who take

this opportunity of raising the price of fuel

to prohibitive prices '

" ' What do you want ? ' the coal dealer

interrupted him, sharply. His prices were

highest of all.

" ' My employer wishes to distribute a

large quantity of coal to the poor. But he

wants to remain anonymous. So if your

prices are reasonable I am empowered to

order from you. You will also have to fur-

nish a list of about one thousand names and

addresses of the poorest people in the city

and deliver the coal in your wagons. For

all this you will be paid in cash.'

" The coal dealer stared. But. smarting

under the characterization of ' leech,' he

began by asking the top price. To his great

astonishment and delight, the young man

accepted, and gave him a large order, paying

for it in crisp new bills. The only conditions

imposed were that deliveries were to be made

at once, and that no effort would be made to

find out who the anonymous donor was.

" The joyful merchant gladly accepted

them and proceeded to carry them out at top

speed. All day and night hundreds of poor

families were roused to find sacks of coal

dumped down on their thresholds, sent, as

they were told, by some unknown lover of the

poor. The next day the newspapers were

full of the handsome charity.

" rT"'HE other item that filled the news-

| papers that day was an account of a

highly successful burglary of the coal

merchant's safe the night before. All the

money he had received from the ' secretary

of the anonymous benefactor of the poor :

had been taken, and another sum in addition.

The two events, united apparently by acci-

dent, stirred the public. The police found

the burglary an extraordinarily skilful per-

formance, with not a trace as to who had

done it.

'â�¢ It would have remained a complete

mystery to this day had not the newspapers

received, a few days later, copies of an

anonymous note. It read : â��

" What I took from the safe of coal-

dealer Metz on Monday night was largely my

own money, which I had paid him that day

for deliveries of coal to the poor. The sum

above that was the ten per cent. I paid myself

out of his money for the trouble of making a

leech disgorge the blood he had sucked from

the veins of the poor.â��ROBIN HOOD.'

" It was not till several years later,"

continued Inspector T?app, " that we found

in Hugo Breitwisser the man who had robbed

the coal dealer and befriended the poor.

But from the day of the appearance of the

note in the newspapers his deeds began to

nil the imagination of the'public.

" As for the police, we began to see in a

whole series of expert burglaries the work of

some one man. Thanks largely to Professor

Gross and his school of criminologists, we

soon learned a great deal about this master-

burglar's methods. But we did not, could

not, keep up with his new ones. No sooner

did we solve one method of hisâ��and each

one was in advance of those used by other

'burglarsâ��than he developed something new.

It was usually his own inventionâ��a specially-

effective explosive, a sensitive device to

register the working of the tumblers of safes

too strong to blow up, or a gas torch of irre-

sistible power.

'â�¢ But we were helped by Breitwisser him-

self. He confined himself almost exclusively

to robbing notorious exploiters of the poor;

and almost immediately after each robbery

whole districts of poverty-stricken people

would receive gifts of food, clothing, and

fuel, or, most frequently of all, money. All

this gave us plenty of clues in our hunt, and

several times the police of Vienna caught

glimpses of him.

" But it was a serious matter for some of

them. Hugo Breitwisser had learned from

the American criminal a great readiness to

shoot when cornered. The first time this hap-

pened was when we had laid a trap for him.

We ' planted ' a story in the newspaper that

a certain wholesale butcher, who had the

reputation of being a hard creditor, had just

closed a big deal with the Government and

had bought a Tot of jewellery in celebration.

"For two weeks we had our men hidden

every night on the premises of this dealer.

One night Breitwisser came. We did not

know he had effected an entrance into the

house until he was actually in the room

where the safe was. It was pitch dark.

Our first intimation that he was there was

the sight of a tiny electric light moving about

the room. Two of our men hurled them-

selves at what we thought would be the man

behind the light. Our hands only found a

long, slender collapsible rod, with Breitwisser

himself somewhere six feet behind it.

" By the time one of our men found the

switch and turned on the lights Breitwisser

was at the window. As it was three storeys

above the ground, with nothing to break the

leap, they thought surely they had him. So

our men jumped for him, not thinking it

necessary to shoot. But he had a -revolver

in his hand, and shot down two of our men,

killing one and mortally wounding another.

What we did not knowâ��and he didâ��was

that at the window there was a patent rope

fire-escape. Before we could seize him he

had jumped from the window, the end of the

rope about himself.
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" With the chain as a weapon, Breitwisser knocked the sentry unconscious."

" He landed safelyâ��but in the arms of

our men. They talk to this day of the

terrific fight he put up. Nevertheless, they

landed him in jail that night. They had

caught Robin Hood ' at last.

" The newspapers were full of him next

day and for two weeks thereafter, while he

was awaiting trial for robbery and murder.

With what we thought pardonable vanity,

he asked for copies of every newspaper that

said anything about him. He got them ;

and the prison keepers thought it not at all

curious that he should want to keep them all.

'' But one day his cell was found empty.

Somehow or other he had conceafed a phial

of some acid, with which he had burned

away the end of one of his window bars and

twisted it so that it gave him an opening.

Hanging from the other bars was found a

ropeâ��of paper. He had so twisted a lot of

newspapers that they formed a continuous

rope, tied with strings of mattress-covering,

so that the paper did not untwist again.

Once on the ground, he made good his

escape."

It seemed incredible, what Inspector Rapp

was telling me. But he turned to the

Breitwisser exhibit, and there was the

" rope " itself. Like the egg which Columbus

caused to stand on end, it seemed a simple

matter once you saw it.

" Soon afterwards the war broke out,"

Inspector Rapp continued. 'â�¢ In the great

tumult Breitwisser was almost forgotten.

But one day a squad of hunters for army

evaders caught him in their net. They

didn't know who he was, and thought him

an ordinary slacker. So they took only

ordinary precautions. He escaped from the

military prison with ridiculous ease.

" But in a land where every able-bodied

young man was in the army it was difficult
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" Without warning, both sides opened fire, and Breitwisser toppled over his bicycleâ��dead."

peasants and strolled down to his cottage.

He was in the yard cleaning his bicycle.

Our men knew his readiness with the revolver,

and had theirs ready.

" It is hard to tell who became suspicious

first, Breitwisser or our men. At any rate,

without warning, both sides opened fire,

and Breitwisser toppled over his bicycleâ��

dead."

The Austrians have their folk tales, and

those who befriend the poor are often im-

mortalized in them. Whether a robber can

become the hero of such a legend, as Robin

Hood became the hero of earlier days, it is

impossible to tell now. But certain it is

that fiction can find material in this man,

who went to fiction as a guide to living, and

then outstripped his guide.
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WITH hands behind his

back. Father Daly

stood looking out of

the window. The Governor of

the prison sat at his desk, reflectively

smoking a long, thin cigar. For several

minutes neither had spoken.

The Governor blew a cloud of smoke to

the ceiling, inspected the end of his cigar

critically, drummed fingers on the desk. He

glanced at the clock, peered over his shoulder

at the chaplain, and cleared his throat.

" Was he quiet when you left him ? "

" Perfectly calm," replied Father Daly, a

trifle abstracted, " and I believe he'll stay

so to the end."

The Governor threw away his cigar, but

took another from the box on his desk. He

was verging toward sixty, and his responsi-

bilities had printed themselves in italics on

his countenance. His brown hair and bushy

eyebrows were heavily shot with grey ;

there were deep parentheses of wrinkles at

the corners of his mouth, and innumerable

fine lines about his eyes. His bearing indi-

cated that he was accustomed to rank as a

despot, and yet his expression was far from

that of an unreasoning 'tyrant. The Governor

believed that in each of us there is a constant

oscillation of good and evil ; that all evil

should justly be punished in this world, and

that all good should be generously rewarded

â��in the next.

" You've got to admit he's plucky," the

Governor said. " I never saw such nerve in

all my life. It isn't bluff, and it isn't a trance,

either, like some of them haveâ��it's plain

nerve." He shook his head in frank

admiration.

" That's the pity of itâ��that a man with

all his courage hasn't a better use for it,"
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said Father Daly, sorrowfully.

' Even now it is very difficult

for me to reconcile his character,

as I see it, with what we know he has done."

" I can't understand him a bit."

" Nor I."

" When he sent for you last night I hoped

he was going to talk," the Governor

admitted.

" He did talk, very freely."

" What about ? "

Father Daly smiled faintly, and sat

beside the desk. " Everything," he said.

" Himself ? " queried the Governor, look-

ing up quickly.

" No. That seems to be the only subject

he isn't interested in."

The Governor leaned on his desk with

both elbows.

" He still won't give you any hint as to

who he really is ?"

" Not the slightest. He doesn't intend to,

either. He intends to die as a man of

mystery to us. Sometimes I wonder if he

isn't just as much of a mystery to himself."

" Oh, he's trying to shield somebody,

that's all. James Dyke isn't his right name

â��we know that ; and we know all the rest

of his story is a fake, too. Well, where is

his motive ? I'll tell you where it is : it's

to keep his family and his friends, wherever

they are, from knowing what has happened.

Ix>ts of them have the same idea, but I

never knew one to carry it as far as this

before. All we know is that we have a man

under sentence of death ; and we don't

know who he is, or where he comes from, or

anything else about him, or any more than

we did four months ago."

Father Daly stroked his chin reflectively.

He was a slender, white-haired priest of
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somewhat more than middle age, dressed in

slightly shabby clericals. His face was

calm, intellectual, and inspiring ; but just

at this moment it gave evidence of a peculiar

depression.

" It takes moral courage for a man to shut

himself away from his family and his friends

like that," he said. " They could have com-

forted him."

" Not necessarily," said the Governor,

getting up, looking at the clock, and glancing

out of one of the windows. " I believe I'm

getting too old for this sort of thing. An

execution didn't bother me so much years

ago, but every time one comes along nowa-

days, my nerves seem to become raw. This

time it's ten times worse than ever."

" It certainly isn't a pleasant duty, even

with the worst of them," agreed Father

Daly, grimly.

" But," said the Governor, wheeling back

abruptly, " what bothers me is why I should

hate this one more than any of the others.

The boy is absolutely guilty."

" Yes ; he killed a man."

" And he pleaded guilty. So he deserves

just what he's going to get."

" That is the law. However, has it ever

occurred to you that every now and then

when a criminal behaves in a rather gentle-

manly fashion to us, we instinctively think

of him as just a little less of a criminal ? "

" It has," agreed the Governor. " But

all the same, this attitude of his makes me

curiously nervous. He pleaded guilty, but

he doesn't act guiltily. I feel just as if at

eight o'clock this morning we were going to

do something every bit as criminal as he

did. I can't help it. And when I begin to

feel like that, why, I suppose it's pretty

nearly time I sent in my resignation."

" His whole attitude has been very re-

markable," said Father Daly, reflectively.

" Why, only a few minutes ago I found

myself comparing it with the fortitude that

the Christian martyrs carried to their death,

and yet "

" He's no martyr ! "

" I know. And he's anything in. the

world but a Christian. That was just what

I was going to say."

" Has he any religious streak in him at

all ? "

" I'm afraid not. He listens to me very

attentively, but "â��the chaplain shrugged

his shouldersâ��" it's only because I offer him

companionship. Anybody else would do

quite as wellâ��and any other topic would

suit him better."

" Well, if he wants to face God as a

heathen, tve can't force him to change his

mind."

" No," agreed Father Daly, with gentle

reproach ; " but we can never give up trying

to save his immortal soul. And his soul to-

night seems dark and foreboding. Yet I

haven't given up hope."

" Noâ��you wouldn't."

" I must go back to him. Are you going

to talk to him again yourself ? " asked the

chaplain.

THE Governor opened a drawer of his

desk, and brought out a large envelope.

" There's three hundred pounds of his

in here," he said. " If he'll only tell me who

to send that money to, the mystery will be

half solved. But he won't. He hasn't done

so up to now. Anyway, I'm going to have

another shot at making him talk."

" Shall I go with you to see him, or do you

want to see him alone ? "

The Governor sat deliberately with one

hand at his forehead and the other hand

tapping the desk.

" Father," he said, " you have given me

an idea. I believe I'm going to do some-

thing now that's never been done before in

this prison ; that is to sayâ��not during the

twenty-eight years that I've been Governor."

" And that" is ? "

" Instead of our going to see him, I'll have

that boy brought into this office and let

him sit here with you and*me."

" All right," agreed the chaplain. " But

what is your idea, exactly ? "

" Perhaps," said the Governor, tapping

the desk with his knuckles, " perhaps if he

sits here awhile with just you and me, and

we tackle him properly, he will feel different

and tell us about himself. It will be quite

different from being in his cell ; it'll be so

much less formal, and maybe he'll weaken."

He rang a bell. " Jones," he said to the

warder who appeared, " I want you to fetch

Dyke here." The jailer stared blankly at

him, and the Governor's voice took on an

added note of authority. " Fetch Dyke here

to me."

" Yes, sir," said the warder, disappearing,

just as the telephone on the desk rang.

A few moments later the Governor

mopped his forehead with a handkerchief as

he hung the receiver up.

" That was Querk, the K.C.," he said.

" He says there's a girl on her way here with

a special permit from the Home Office to see

Dyke. She thinks he's her long-lost brother.

She's due here any minute." Again he

looked at the clock.

" Poor girl ! " commented the chaplain.

Dyke and three warders appeared at the

door. The condemned man halted, waiting

passively to be told what to do next. He

had a lean, pale face, with high forehead,

good eyes, and a strong chin. His mouth

was ruled in .a firm, straight line, and his

wavy hair was prematurely grey. His
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" The Governor leaned back and surveyed the prisoner thoughtfully. ' Dyke,' he said, ' 1 want

figure had the elasticity of youth, but he

might have passed among strangers either

as a man of forty, or as a man of twenty-

five, depending upon the mobility of his

features at a given moment.

"The escort will remain there," said the

Governor. " Come in, Dyke. Sit down."

DYKE went directly to the chair indicated

and sat down.

"Thank you, sir," he said, simply.

The Governor leaned back and surveyed

the prisoner thoughtfully.

" Dyke," he said, " I want to tell you that

from first to last all the time you've been

here you have behaved yourself like a

gentleman."

" Why should I cause trouble ? " the man

asked. His manner was vaguely cynical

without being in the least impertinent.

" Well, you haven't caused any trouble,

and I've tried to show what I think about

it. I have made you as comfortable as the

law would let me."

" You have been very kind to me," he

said. Then, glancing over his shoulder at

. :
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maybe you don't understand why it doesn't

give me much of a thrill."

' My son," said Father Daly, " the

Governor is only trying to do you one more

kindness."

'' I know he is. Father;

but there really isn't very

much of a gamble in it for

him. From now on, one

to tell you that all the time you've been here you have behaved yourself like a gentleman.' "

the chaplain, he added : " And you, too.

Father."

" I have had you brought in here to

talk." Dyke looked inquiringly at the

Governor. " To talk with Father Daly

and me."

" All right," replied Dyke, carelessly.

" You don't seem to understand that I'm

doing something a long way out of the

ordinary for you," said the Governor, a

trifle piqued at this cool reception of a very

distinguished favour.

'Oh, yes, I do," said Dyke; ''but

place is about the same as anotherâ��from

my point of view."

" What do you mean ? " asked the

Governor.

' Why, I mean," said Dyke, his voice very

faintly sarcastic, "that I'm just as much a

condemned prisoner here as when I was in

my cell."

" Would you rather wait in your cell ? "

asked the Governor.

" Oh, no; this is a little pleasanter,

except "

" Except what ? "
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" In my cell I could smoke."

" What do you want â�� cigar or

cigarette ? "

" Thank you," said Dyke. " A cigarette,

please."

The Governor opened a drawer of his

desk, took out a box of cigarettes, removed

one and handed it to Dyke. Then he struck

a match, held it while Dyke got a light, and

carefully put out the match.

" Thanks. You're a good host," said

Dyke, smiling faintly.

" Before it's too late," said the Governor,

" I wish you'd think over what Father Daly

and I have said to you so many times."

" I've thought of nothing else," replied

Dyke.

" Thenâ��as man to manâ��and this is your

last chanceâ��who are you ? "

Dyke inspected the cigarette.

" Who am I ? James Dykeâ��a mur-

derer."

" That isn't your real name," the Governor

protested.

" You're not going to hang a nameâ��

you're going to hang a man," said Dyke.

" What difference does it make whether you

call me Dyke or something else ? "

" You had another name once. What

was it ?"

" If I had, I've forgotten it."

" Your mind is made up, my son ? " put

in the chaplain.

' Yes, Father. It is."

" You see this pile of letters ? " said the

Governor.

" Yes, sir," replied Dyke.

" Every one of them is about the same

thing, and altogether we've had many

hundreds of them. These are just a

few samples."

" What about them ? " asked Dyke.

" We've had letters from all over the

British Isles."

" Well ? " murmured the condemned man.

" Do you know what every one of those

letters says ? " the Governor asked, im-

pressively.

' No, sir."

" Who are youâ��and are you the missing

sonâ��or brotherâ��or husbandâ��or sweet-

heart ? "

Dyke flicked his cigarette ashes to the

floor.

" Have they been answered ? " he asked.

" No ; and that is your fault."

" How's that ? " asked Dyke.

" How can we tell them who you are ?

Can't you see you ought to make it clear ? "

" No, sir," said Dyke. " I can't exactly

see that. Suppose you explain it to me."

'â�¢ You're trying to shield somebody, aren't

you ? " broke from the Governor suddenly.

" Yesâ��no I'm not ! "

The Governor glanced at Father Daly and

nodded with elation.

" Who is it ? " he asked. " Your family ? "

" I said I'm not," Dyke persisted.

" But first, you said you were."

" That was a slip of the tongue."

" Just listen to me a minute, Dyke," said

the Governor, persuasively. " Don't be

narrow ; look at this thing in a big, broad

way. Suppose you should tell me your real

name, and I publish it, it will bring an

awful lot of sorrow, let's say, to one family,

one home, and that's, your own. That is

probably what you are thinking about. Am

I right ? You want to spare your family, and

in one way I don't blame you. On the sur-

face, it would look like a fine thing for you to

clo. But look at it this way : suppose you

tell the exact truth, you might put all that

sorrow into one homeâ��your own ; though

at the same time you'd be putting a tremen-

dous amount of relief into hundreds of

others. Don't you understand that ? Don't

you see you owe something to all these other

people ? "

" I do not," replied Dyke.

FATHER DALY, who had been pacing

to and fro silently, suddenly halted.

"The Governor is absolutely right," he

said. " You do owe something to the other

peopleâ��you owe them peace of mind ; and

for the sake of all those hundreds of poor

distressed women, who imagine God knows

what, I beg of you to tell us who you are."

" Father, I simply can't do it," replied

Dyke.

" Think carefully, my boy ; think very

carefully. We're not asking out of idle

curiosity," the chaplain urged.

" I know that, Father," said Dyke ; " but

please don't let's talk about it any more.

It's quite simple to tell the writers of those

letters that I'm not the man they're looking

for. That will be the truth, too. Because

I haven't any motherâ��or fatherâ��or sisterâ��

or wifeâ��or sweetheart. That's fair enough,

isn't it ? "

Father Daly sighed wearily. " As you

will, my son," he said.

" There's one more thing," put in the

Governor.

" Yes, sir."

The Governor took up the envelope from

his desk. " That belongs to you. Three

hundred pounds."

" Good-looking, isn't it ? " was Dyke's

only comment.

" What do you want us to do with it ? "

the Governor asked casually.

' Well, I can't very well take them with

me ; so, under the circumstances, I'd like

to put them where they'll do the most good,"

replied Dyke.
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" Who do you want us to send it to ?"

the Governor asked, more casually yet.

Dyke laughed quietly.

" Now sir, you didn't think you were going

to catch me that way, did you ? "

The Governor frowned. " Perhaps some-

body would be glad of the money," he said.

Dyke crossed his legs and tossed the en-

velope to the desk.

" I don't know," he said. " I'll think of

something to do with it. I'll tell you inâ��in

time. Is there anything else ? "

" Not unless you want to make some sort

of statement."

' No ; I think I've said everything. I

killed a man, and I'm not sorry for itâ��that

is, I'm not sorry I killed that particular

person. I "

Father Daly raised his hand.

" Repentance " he began. .

" Father," Dyke interrupted, " I have

heard that repentance is the sick-bed of the

soulâ��and mine is very well and nourishing.

The man deserved to be killed ; he wasn't

fit to live. It was my duty to kill him, and I

did it. I had never struck a man in anger

in. all my life, but when I knew what that

fellow had done, I knew I had to kill him, and

I did it deliberately and intentionallyâ��and

carefully. I knew what I was doing, and I

haven't any excuseâ��-that is, I haven't any

excuse that satisfies the law. Now, I learned

pretty early in life that whatever you do in

this world you have to pay for in one way or

another. If you kill a man, the price you

have to pay is this "â��he made a gesture

which swept the entire roomâ��" and I'm

going to pay it. That's all there is to say

about that. And in less than an hour from

now, while ray body is lying dead, if a couple

of angel policemen arrest my soul and take

it up before the Creator "

" Hush, my boy," protested the chaplain,

profoundly shocked.

"I -beg your pardon, Father. I don't

mean to trample on anything that's sacred

to you, but what I do mean to say is this :

if I've got to be judged after my death for

the crime of murder, I'm not afraid ; be-

cause the other fellow will certainly be there,

too, won't he ? And the whole storyâ��both

sides of itâ��will be known. You never heard

it and never will ; and they never heard it

in court either. In the circumstances, I'm

quite willing to take my chance. That's

how concerned I am about the hereafter.

And, if it'll make you feel any better,

Father, why, I do rather think there's going

to be a hereafter. I read a book once that

said a milligram of musk will give out per-

fume for seven thousand years, and a milli-

gram of radium will give out light for

Â¿evenly thousand. Why shouldn't a soulâ��

mine, for instanceâ��live more than twenty-

seven ? But if there isn't any hereafterâ��if

we just die and are dead and that's allâ��why,

I'm still not sorry and I'm not afraid,

because I'm square with the other fellowâ��

the law is square with me, and it's all

balanced on the books."

A WARDER knocked at the door.

" Well ? What is it ?" asked the

Governor.

" Visitor to see you, sir. With a note

from the Home Office."

" A girl ? "

" Yes, sir."

" Have her thoroughly searched, and then

wait till I call you. Dyke," he added, turning

to the condemned man, " a young woman

has just come to see youâ��do you want to

see her ? "

" I don't think so. What does she want ? "

" She thinks perhaps she's your sister,

and she's come hundreds of miles to find

out."

" She's wrong. I haven't any sister."

The Governor hesitated a moment. Then :

" Shall I tell her that, or do you want to

tell her yourself ? "

" Oh, you tell her. Butâ��just a secondâ��

she's come hundreds of miles to see me, did

you say ? "

" Yes ; and she's got special permission

from the Home Office to talk to you."

" And a year ago," said Dyke, " nobody'd

have crossed the street to look at me. Now

they come hundreds of miles ! "

Father Daly turned to him.

" This is one of your debts to humanity,

Dyke. It wouldn't take you two minutes to

see her ; and, if you don't, after she's made

that long journey in hope and dread and

suffering "

" Where can I talk with herâ��here ? "

" If you wish," said the Governor.

" Alone ? "

' ' Father and I will leave you with her and

two armed guards."

" I haven't the faintest idea who the girl

is," said Dyke ; â�¢' but if she happens to be

some poor, misguided, sentimental fool, with

a dose of cyanide of potassium for me, she's

wasting her time. I wouldn't cheat the law

in this matter for anything in the worldâ��

not even to please a young lady."

The Governor went into the next room.

1 Has she been thoroughly searched ?" he

asked a warder.

" Yes, sir."

" Everything all right ? "

" Yes, sir."

" Bring her in, then," he said, throwing

away his cigar.

A young girl appeared on the threshold,

and cast about in mingled curiosity and

apprehension. She was fresh and wholesome,
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and rather pretty ; but her manner betrayed

a certain spiritual aloofness from the ultra-

modern world. Her dress was not quite

old-fashioned, yet it hinted at the taste and

repression of an old-fashioned home.

She was neither timid nor aggressive, but

was self-unconscious. She looked at the

Governor squarely, yet not in boldness, nor

in feminine appeal. Rather she had the

fearlessness of a girl who had lost none of her

illusions about men_ in general. Her ex-

pression was essentially serious ; it con-

veyed, however, the idea that her seriousness

was due to her present mission, and that

ordinarily she took active joy in the mere

pleasure ot existence.

The Governor, who had expected a very

different type of visitor, coughed slightly.

" All right, Wilson," he said ; and the

warder went out.

WILL you sit down ? "

' Thank you," the girl said,

taking the chair beside his desk

and regarding him trustfully. He was

palpably affected by her youth and inno-

cence, and not quite sure how best to

proceed, but eventually made an awkward

beginning.

" You want to see Dyke, I understand ? "

" Yesâ��I hope I'm notâ��too late."

" No, you're not too late." He was

appraising her carefully. " But I want to

ask you a few questions beforehand. I just

want to make it easier for you, not harder.

Where do you live ? '

In Wheatleyâ��a Cumberland village."

" And you live there with your father and

mother ? "

' No : just my mother and I. My

father died when I was a little baby."

' Why didn't you mother come here her-

self, instead of sending you ? '

' She couldn't She's ill."

" I see. Have you any brothers or

sisters ?"

' Just one brotherâ��this one. He and I

were the only children. We were very fond

of each other. ' She was a shade more at

her ease now.

' He was considerably older than you ? "

asked the Governor.

' Oh, yes. Ten years older."

' Why did he leave home ? "

" I don't really know, except that he just

wanted to live in large towns. Wheatley is

very small.'

" How long is it since you last saw him ? "

' Eight years."

1 As long as that ? "

The Governor's voice was almost paternal.

'' H'm ! And how old are you now ? "

" Almost eighteen."

"' Almost eighteen," the Governor repeated

slowly. ' H'm ! And are you sure after all

this .time that you would recognize your

brother if you saw him ? "

' Well "â��she looked down, as if embar-

rassed to make the admissionâ��" of course, I

â��I think so ; but perhaps I couldn't. You

see, I was only a little girl when he yifent

away. He wasn't a bad boy ; I don't think

he ever could be really bad. But if this is

my brother, he has been in a great deal of

trouble, and you know that trouble makes

people look different."

" Yes, it does. But what is it makes you

think this man Dyke may be your brotherâ��

and vfhy didn't you think of it sooner ? The

case has been in the papers for the last six

months."

" It wasn't until the day before yesterday

that mother saw a photograph of him in one

of the papers. It did look just the least little

bit like him, and mother wanted me to come

and find out for sure."

" I see," said the Governor. ' It's too

bad she couldn't come herself. She would

probably know him, whether he had changed

or not."

" Yes ; but I'll do the best I can."

" When was the last time you heard from

him, and where was he, and what was he

doing ?" '-..."â�¢

" Why, it's about six or seven years since

we had a letter from Joe. He was in New-

Zealand then."

" What doing ? "

" I don't remember. Before he left home,

though, he worked in a library. He liked

books."

" Why do you suppose he didn't write

home ? " asked the Governor, suspiciously.

"I â�� I couldn't say. He was justâ��

thoughtless." ,( '

" Wasn't in trouble of any kind ? "

" Oh, Ð½Ð¾ ! Never. That isâ��unless he'sâ��

here now."

The Governor deliberated. ThetwÂ£â��Â»â�¢'â�¢

" How are you going to identify him ?

You say that it is quite possible you wouldn't

know him even if you saw him ; and I'll

guarantee this man Dyke won't help you out

very much. How do you think you're going

to tell ? Suppose he doesn't want to be re-

cognized by you or anybody else ? Suppose

he's so ashamed of himself that he Ã� "

" I had thought of that," the girl broke

in. "I'm just going to talk to himâ��ask

him questionsâ��about things he and I used

to do together. I'll watch his face, and if he

is my brother I am sure I can tell."

The Governor looked at her with tolerant

doubt.

" What did you and your brother ever do

together that would help you now ? "

" He used to play games with me when I

was a little girl, and tell me stories : that's
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' Dyke, this is the young lady who has come all the way from Cumberland to

you.' Dyke inspected her coldly from head to foot."

see

what I'm counting on mostlyâ��the stories." girl. " He used to get the plots of the plays

I'm afraid " the Governor began. â��all the Shakespeare playsâ��out of a book

" Especially Shakespeare stories," said the by a man named Lamb, and then he'd tell me
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the stories in his own words. It was

wonderful ! "

The Governor shook his head.

" Why do you do that ? " she asked.

" I'm afraid this boy isn't your brother.

I'll let you see him for yourself, only you

might as well be prepared. If he turns out

to be your brotherâ��which he won'tâ��you

can have, say, twenty minutes with him. If

he isn't, please cut it as short as you can."

The girl's lips trembled.

" You see," she said, " I must tell mother

something perfectly definite. She has always

worried about him, andâ��and now the sus-

pense is terrible for her. It would be awful

for us if this is Joe ; but even that would be

better for mother than just to stay awake at

nights, and wonder and wonder, and never

know what became of him."

" Come along then," he said, and took her

to his own office.

"Dyke, this is the young lady who has come

all the way from Cumberland to see you."

Dyke, who had been talking in an under-

tone to Father Daly, raised his head quickly.

" Yes, sir ? "

The girl had risen, breathless, and stood

fixed. Dyke inspected her coldly from head

to foot.

" Thank you," he said to the Governor.

" It won't take long."

The Governor had been scanning the

girl's expression. Now, as he saw that she

neither recognized Dyke nor failed to recog-

nize him, he made a little grimace in con-

firmation of his own judgment. Then he

and Father Daly left them with the armed

guard.

DYKE and the girl faced each other ;

Dyke, well-poised and insouciant,

giving the impression of complete

indifference to the moment. The girl, on

the other hand, was deeply agitated, and

her agitation was gradually increased by

Dyke's own attitude.

" Mother sent me to see you," shedeclared,

after several efforts to speak.

" Yes ? " He was politely callous.

" You see, we haven't seen or heard of

rriy brother Joe for ever so long, and mother

thoughtâ��after she saw a picture of you in

the paper "

" That I might be your brother Joe ? "

" Yes, that's it," she declared, obviously

relieved.

" Well, you can easily see that I'm not

your brother, can't you ? "

She was looking hard at him now.

" I'm not sure. You look a little like him,

just as the picture in the paper did ; but

then again, it's so long "â��she crinkled her

eyebrows dubiouslyâ��â�¢" and I thought of Joe

so differently "

" As a matter of fact," he said, " I

couldn't be your brother or anybody else's

brother, because I never had a sister. So

that rather settles it." His manner had

become somewhat indulgent, as though to

a child.

" Honestly ? " she exclaimed.

" Honestly."

The girl, however, was unconvinced, and

became more appealing.

" What is your real name ? "

" Dykeâ��Dykeâ��James Dyke."

" You mean that ? "

" Certainly. You don't think I'd tell a lie

at this stage of the game, do you ? "

" No, I don't believe you would. Where

do you come fromâ��I mean where were you

born ? "

" In London ; but I've lived all over the

place."

" Didn't you ever live in Cumberland ? "

she asked quickly.

" No. Never."

" What kind of work did you doâ��what

was your business ? "

' Oh, I'm a sort of Jack-of-all-trades. I

have been everything a man could beâ��

except a success."

" Do you like books ? "

" Books ? "

" Yesâ��books to read."

" I don't read when there's anything

better to do."

" Did you ever work in a libraryâ��for a

living, I mean ? "

" Oh, no."

The girl was growing confused.

" I hope you don't mind my asking so

many questions," she said. "But I "

" Noâ��go on, if it will relieve you," said

Dyke.

" Did you ever want to be an actor ? Or

were you ever ? "

" Ã�o."

" Do you know any poetry ? " the ques-

tion came, helplessly.

" Not to speak of."

She paused a moment ; and then, watching

him very earnestly, recited just above her

breath :â��

" ' Thou knoit'st the mask of night is on my

face,

Else would a maiden blush bepaint my

cheek

For that which '

Realizing that Dyke's expression was one

of utter vacuity she faltered and broke off.

but continued to watch him unwaveringly.

" Don't you know what that is ?" she

asked.

" No. To tell the truth, it sounds silly to

me. Doesn't it to you ? "

She gathered courage and put him to one
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more test, though her intonation had become

slightly forlorn :â��

â�¢' ' Good night, good night, parting is such

sweet sorrow

That I shall say good night till it be

morrow.' "

" Eh ? " exclaimed Dyke, his mouth

twitching in apparent amusement.

" What comes next ? " she asked.

" Good Lord ! I don't know."

She gazed intently, almost imploringly, at

him, as though making a struggle to read his

mind. Then she relaxed and held out her

hand.

" Good-bye. Youâ��you're not Joe, are

you ? Iâ��I had â�¢ to come and find out,

though. I hope I haven't made you too

unhappy."

Dyke ignored her hand.

" You're not going now ? " he asked.

" Yes," she said, spiritless. " I promised

theâ��is he the Governorâ��that man â�¢ in

there ? I said I should not stay if you

weren't my brother. And you aren't,

" You're going back to your mother ? "

" Yes," she said, quietly.

" I'm surprised that she sent a girl like

you on a sorry errand like this, instead

of "

- She's ill."

â�¢â�¢ Oh, that's too bad."

" She's very ill," said the girl, twisting her

handkerchief. " And most of it is from

worrying about Joe."

" Still," said Dyke, " when you tell her

that her son isn't a murdererâ��at least, that

he isn't this oneâ��that will comfort her a

good deal, won't it ? "

" Yes, I think perhaps it will," she ad-

mitted reluctantl)' ; " only "

" Only what ?"

" I don't think mother will ever be reallv

well again until she finds out for certain

where Joe is and what has become of

him."

Dyke shook his head compassionately.

'' Mothers ought not to be treated like

that," he said. " I wish I'd treated mine

better. By the way, you didn't tell me what

your name is."

" Josephine Paris."

" Paris ! " Dyke had become suddenly

attentive. " That's an unusual name. I've

heard it somewhere, too."

" Just like the name of the cityâ��in

France."

" And your brother's name was Joseph ? "

Dyke queried, knitting his brows.

*' Yesâ��they used to call us Joe and

Josie ; that's funny, isn't it ? "

" No," said Dyke, thoughtfully. " I don't

think it's so very funnyâ��I rather like it."

Vn|. Ixiiu-e

He passed his hand over his forehead, as if

trying to coerce his memory.

WHAT'S the matter ? " she asked.

" I was thinking of something,"

said Dyke, frowning. ." Now, what

on earth was that boy's name 1 Wait a

minute, don't tell meâ��wait a minuteâ��

I've got it ! " He punctuated lus triumph

with one fist in the palm of the other hand.

'' Joseph Anthony Paris ! "

The girl stared at him, amazed. " Why,"

she declared, " that's his name ! That's

Joe ! How did you ever ? "

" Wait ! Now listen carefully to what I

say, and don't interrupt me, because we've

only got a minute or two, and I want you to

remember this correctly." His manner had

suddenly become very forcible and con-

vincing. " I want you to tell your mother.

During the war I was in France for four

years. Early one morning we'd made a big

trench raid, and there was an officer who'd

been wounded coming back, and was lying

out there in a shell-hole under fire. The

Germans were getting ready for a raid on

their own, so they were putting down a

barrage. This officer was lying right in the

middle of it. Well, all of a sudden a young

fellow I knew by the name of Cox dashed

out of our trench and went for that officer.

He had to go through a curtain of shells and,

more than that, they opened on him with

rifles and machine-guns. The chances were

just about a million to one against him, and

he must have known it, but he went out just

the same. He got the officer in his arms and

started back, but he'd only gone a few yards

when a shell burst close to them. We got

them in, but the youngster died an hour later.

I had a few words with him, and just before

he died he was telling me how he'd enlisted

under a wrong nameâ��that his real name was

Joseph Anthony Paris. I was going to take

a message for his folks at home, but the Ger-

mans came over then. And when I got back

Coxâ��that is, Parisâ��was dead."

The girl put both hands to her breast.

" Oh ! " she breathed softly.

" If that was your brother's name," said

Dyke, " then you can tell your mother that

he died like a brave man and a soldier, in

France."

" Joe-â��my brother Joeâ��is dead ? " the

girl said, slowly.

" On the field of battle. It was one of the

wonderful heroic things that went almost

unnoticed, as so many of them did. If an

officer had seen it, there would have been a

decoration for your mother to keep and re-

member him by."

'' And you were thereâ��and saw it ? "

" I was there and saw it. It was five

years ago now. That's why you and your
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mother haven't heard from him. It cer-

tainly ought to make your mother happy

when she knows that her boy died as a

soldier and not as a criminal."

" Yes, yes ; it will ! " the girl declared,

transfigured.

" And does it make you happy, too ? "

Dyke asked.

"Yes. So happyâ��after what we .were

lx)th afraid ofâ��I can't even cryâ��yet."

She brushed her eyes with her handkerchief.

" I can hardly wait to take the news to

her."

DYKE was struck â�¢â�¢ by a sudden inspira-

tion. . 4.

" I want to give you something else

to take to her," he.said,-picking up from the

desk the envelope containing the money.

" I want you to give this to your mother from

me. Tell her it is from a man who saw how

your brother died, so it's a sort of memorial

for him." He touched her arm as she

absently began to tear open the envelope.

" No ; don't you open itâ��let her do it."

" What is it ? Can't I know ? " she

asked.

" Never mind now," said Dyke, " but give

it to her. It's all I have in the world and it's

too late now for me to do anything else with

it. And get your mother to buy a little gold

locket to wear for her sonâ��and you get one,

too, and wear itâ��here ! " He touched his

heart. " Will you ? "

" Yesâ��I will," she said. " And yet

somehow I shall almost feel that I'm wearing

it for you, too."

" Oh, no ! You mustn't ever do that.

I'm not fit to be mentioned in the same

breath with a boy like your brother. And

now "â��glancing at the clockâ��" I'm afraid

it is time for you to go. I'm sorry, butâ��

you'd better. I'm glad you came before it

wa.s too late, though."

" Good-bye, and thank you," she said,

giving him her hand. " You've done more

for meâ��and motherâ��than I could possibly

tell you. Andâ��and I'm so sorry for youâ��

so truly sorryâ��I wish I could only do some-

thing to make you a tiny bit happier, too.

Is there anything I could do ? "

Dyke stared at her and by degrees became

wistful.

" Whyâ��yes, there is," he said. " Only

I " He left the sentence uncompleted.

" What is it ? " she asked.

" I can't tell you," said Dyke, looking

away. " I never should have let myself

think of it."

'' Please tell me," the girl pleaded. " I

want you to. Forâ��for Joe's sake, tell me

what I can do."

" Well "â��Dyke's voice was low and deso-

lateâ��" during all the months I've been in

prison, you're the first girl I've seen. I

didn't ever expect to see one again. I'd for-

gotten how much like angels women look.

I've been terribly lonely, this morning es-

pecially, and if you really do want to do

something for meâ��for your brother's

sakeâ��you see, you're going to leave me

in just a minute andâ��and I haven't any

sister of my own, or anybody else, to say

good-bye to meâ��so, if you couldâ��really

say good-bye "

She looked at him for a moment, under-

stood, flushed, and then slowly moved into

his outstretched arms. He held her close to

him, touched his lips to her forehead twice,

and then released her.

" Good-bye, my dear," he said, thickly.

" Good-bye." She endeavoured to smile,

but her voice caught in her throat. " Good-

bye." ,T

" What is it ? " Dyke asked, impulsively.

" Nâ��nothing," she answered.

" Nothing ? "

" 1 was thinking," she declared, clutching

her handkerchief tight in her palm, 'â�¢ I was

thinking what I used to say to my brotherâ��

for good night." She very nearly broke

down. " If 1 only could haveâ��have said it to

him just once moreâ��for good-bye."

" What was it ? " Dyke's mouth twitched.

" Iâ��I told it to you once, and you said it

Vas silly."

" Say it again," asked Dyke, gently.

She could not quite control her voice.

' ' Good night, good ingiit, parting is such

sweet sorrow

That I shall say good night till it le

morrow.' '

She went uncertainly toward the door,

hesitated, almost turned back, and then with

a little choking sob hurried away. For

several seconds Dyke stood rigidly intent

upon that doorway ; until at length, without

changing his attitude or his expression, he

spoke very tenderly and reminiscently :â��

" ' Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in

thy breast :

Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet

to rest.' '

THE Governor and Father Daly came in

quietly, and as they saw Dyke, rapt

and unconscious of them, they looked

at each other, questioningly. The Governor

glanced at the clock and was about to inter-

rupt Dyke's solitary reflections, but Father

Daly quietly restrained him.

Dyke turned at last, as though unwillingly,

from the door. There were depths in his

eyes, and his thoughts were evidently far

away. He sat heavily in the chair and

leaned outward, his right hand on his knee.
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" He held her close to him, touched his lips to her forehead twice, and then released her."

He put his left hand to his throat as though

to protect it from a sudden pain. Then

gazing straight ahead into the unknown, he

spoke in reverie :â��

' ' Of all the wonders thai I yet have heard,

It seems to me most strange that men

should fear ;

Seeing that death, a necessary end.

Will come when it will come.' "

He stopped, musing for a time, while

the Governor glanced perplexedly at

Father Daly to discover if the priest could

interpret this. Father Daly's face was

illuminated.

Again Dyke spoke :â��

" ' Cowards die many times before their

deaths ;

The valiant never taste of death but

once.' "

He stopped again and shuddered a trifle ;

his head drooped and he repeated, barely

above a whisper :â��

" ' The valiant never taste of death but

once.' "

The door opened noiselessly. It was but

three minutes to eight. There was a moment

of dead si lence ; Dyke lifted his head and

caught sight of the grim figure at the open

door. With a quick intake of his breath, he

started half out of his seat and stared, fas-

cinated ; he sank back slowly, turned his

head to gaze first at Father DaÃy and then at

the Governor. The Governor averted his

eyes, but Father Daly's expression was of

supreme pity and encouragement. In-

voluntarily, Dyke's hand again went creeping

upward toward his throat, but he arrested it.

He grasped the arms of his chair and braced

himself. Then, rising, he stood very erect,

in almost the position of a soldier at attention.

" AH right, let's go," he said, his voice

low and steady.
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WILTON WILLIAMS

MR. THRELFALL, of the firm of

Smiles, Threlfall, and Threlfall,

solicitors, of Lincoln's Inn Fields,

was returning from a week-end in

Hampshire with a celibate aunt.

The holiday had not been altogether a

success, for the weather had been bad, the

old lady's temper uncertain, and Mr. Threlfall

had had the misfortune to sit on Roger, the

cat : so that, on the whole, Mr. Threlfall

reflected, so far as recreation went, he might

just as well have stayed at home.

He was now alone in a first-class railway

carriage, absorbed in the Times, when, just

as the train was leaving East Croydon, the

door was flung violently open and an indi-

vidual clambered inâ��an individual whom

Mr. Threlfall still tells his friends about and

whom he will probably never forget to his

dying day.

The stranger was a ruddy, middle-sized

man wearing a tall white hat. This does not

sound unorthodox, but literally no one ever

does wear a tall white hat except a Paris

cabman, and this was snow-white with a

green band. The new-comer's clothes would

have offended the sense of propriety of a

music-hall knockabout comedian, consisting

as they did of baggy grey tweeds with a

white spot pattern like dominoes, with

trousers preternaturally wide in the flank

and tight at the ankle, terminating in black

spats and white tennis shoes. He wore a

pink collar, a huge flowing pink tie, and a

yellow rose in his button-hole. An oblong

tortoiseshell-framed eyeglass was wedged

into his right eye and secured by a green

silk ribbon an inch wide. But all these

sartorial details made less impression on

Mr. Threlfall than his fellow-passenger's

taste in whiskers, for although a compara-

tively young manâ��probably not more than

thirtyâ��he sported a curiously-trimmed chin-

beard, bright tawny in colour and made more

incongruous by an absurd inch and half wide

" tooth-brush tuft " on his upper lip. His

blond hair was brushed forward in the

familiar mode of 1860 or the " bobbed " style

of certain young ladies of to-day.

" Fine morning ! " volunteered the stranger,

cheerily, disposing his feet on the opposite

cushions and proceeding to mop his brow

with a capacious apple-green handkerchief.

Mr. Threlfall was too startled to speak.

Was this fellow who thus dared to invade

his privacy, the privacy of a first-class com-

partment, a professional clown, an itinerant

mummer, or an escaped lunatic ? Mr. Threl-

fall seemed to remember dimly some such

apparition as this in a disreputable vaude-

ville show of his youthâ��or was it on the

sands at Margate ? But the whiskersâ��

these were tangibly, palpably, lamentably,

startingly real, and the whole tenue, although

revolting, was new, clean, and costly. The

lunatic (for, of course, he must be a lunatic)

momentarily turned his attention to the

parcel of newspapers he had previously

thrown down on the seat at his side, and

Mr. Threlfall, while pretending to be absorbed

in his Tunes, glanced furtively at their titles.

He made out the tÃeekceper's Journal, the

Economist, the Auctioneer's Record, and the

Taxidermist. There were also three or four

small bound books which Mr. Threlfall at

first took for popular novels, but which
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' turned out to be ' How to Speak Russian in

Three Months," ''The Amateur Joiner," and

the " Elements of Biology." Observing

Mr. Threlfall's interest, the stranger suddenly

remarked :â��

" Well, old man, do you like my get-up ? "

" H'm !â��a little eccentric," murmured Mr.

Threlfall.

" It's a free country, ain't it ? " asked his

companion, sharply.

" Quite," agreed Mr. Threlfall.

" I'm a free man, ain't I ?"

" I suppose so," assented Mr. Threlfall.

" You bet I am, old man."

Mr. Threlfall resented being addressed so

familiarly by a perfect stranger, but in

dealing with a lunatic from whom there is

no immediate escape it is necessary to be

tactful, so he smiled weakly.

" I can dress as I like, eat what I like, say

what I like, and do what I like. I'm not a

slave any more. I'm a man ! "

Mr. Threlfall would have liked to have

corrected this term to maniac, but he only

murmured, " Quite so."

" You bet your life ! My name's Slodeâ��

James P. Slode of Blue Wing, Manitoba.

You don't happen to have been an officer,

do you ? "

Mr. Threlfall shook his head.

" I remember an R.T.O. at Bertincourt

that looked as like you as two peas. Were

you in the war at all ? "

Mr. Threlfall flushed slightly.

â�¢â�¢ Iâ��I wasn't accepted for active service

â�¢â��abroad. I did my bit at home. In the

Milk Control Officeâ��and elsewhere."

" Say no more, old man. I served four

years and a quarterâ��at the front. I'm free

now. I went home, found my section

turned into a Government chemical works,

and Blue Wing grown into a small town. I

sold my real estate for eighty-five thousand

dollars, cash, and took the next express train

east. They wanted to keep me there a spell ;

but I told them I was a free man and so I am,

by gum! I'm going to do what I like. No

more orders and regulations for me. No

more verbotens and dÃ©fendus, neither."

Slode produced a cigar-box from his ca-

pacious coat-pocket, removed a rubber band,

and opening the lid disclosed several dozen

large cigars with green and gold bands. He

offered the box to Mr. Threlfall and, upon

that gentleman politely declining, he selected

a couple himself, closed the box, and returned

it to his pocket.

' I tell you, old man, it's a great thing to

do anything you like, to be absolutely in-

dependent. Simply e,reat 1 "

- How ? " asked'Mr. ThrelfaU.

" Wellâ��no rules. No ruddy conventions.

Do as you damn well please."

As he spoke, Slode ignited a vesuvian,

which exploded so loudly that Mr. Threlfall

involuntarily jumped ; and lit a cigar which

he puffed for a few seconds ruminatively.

Then, when he had ascertained it was burning

well, he removed it, lit the second cigar,

adjusted the pair in opposite corners of his

mouth, and calmly resumed his puffing.

You would have thought that with his

handicap articulation would have been

difficult ; but Slode managed it.

" Ever seen anyone do this before ?."

" Never," asseverated Mr. Threlfall. " Why

do you do it ? "

" Because I can afford it," replied Slode.

" Any fool can smoke one cigar at a time.

HallÃ³, what's that ? "

" What is what ? " inquired Mr. Threlfall,

following his companion's eye. There was a

framed and glazed notice on the wall of the

compartment. It read : â��

To STOP THE TRAIN

PULL THIS CORD.

PENALTY FOR IMPROPER USE, Â¿5.

As Slode's gaze rested on this announce-

ment his cigar-laden countenance became

still further contorted. He became so much

amused at last that he removed the cigars

and laid them carefully in the ash-tray by

the window-sill and chuckled loudly. He

passed his apple-green handkerchief over his

forehead.

" I could stop this blessed train, if I

liked."

" You'd better not," ejaculated Mr. Threl-

fall.

"Why not?" asked Slode. And then,

before the other could interfere, he rose,

reached up quickly, seized the suspended

cord, and pulled it vigorously.

" Good heavens, man ! " cried Mr. Threlfall,

in horror, " what have you done ? "

Instantly both felt the sensation of brakes

applied, of violently interrupted movement,

the cacophonous grinding of metal, and the

train came to a standstill in the midst of opc-n

country. Scores of heads were thrust from

carriage windows, passengers began to alight,

and a couple of guards were observed running

along the footboard, glaring into the carriages

and shouting at intervals.

" Who pulled the cord ? Who's stopped

the train ? "

At last a train official was heard approach-

ing very close to Slode's compartment.

Slode, who was standing by the window, put

his hand smilingly into his breast-pocket,

took out a thick roll of notes, selected one,

and returned the remainder.
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" Are you the guard of this train ?" he

demanded.

" Yes, sir." The poor man was breathless

with his sudden exertions.

" Is there much excitement ? "

" What do you think ? Train stopped

dead three mile short of Hale Junction.

Someone pulled the cord. First time such

a thing's happened in twenty years, to my

knowledge."

Slode fairly beamed.

" Splendid," he murmured, " really first

rate. Well worth it. Every darn window

full o' heads. Wind up and no mistake.

Well, here you are, guard ! "

Slode leaned from the window, extending

a five-pound note.

" Take it, my lad. It's worth it. I don't

grudge the money."

The guard took the note, recognized its

denomination, and stared blankly.

" What's this for ? " he demanded. '

" Why, ' penalty for improper use, Â¿5.'

It's all rightâ��good money."

The guard exploded. " Did you pull that

cord ? "

" Yes. I certainly did. 'You needn't

bother about a receipt. I just wanted to see

if the machinery worked all right."

The assistant guard was now alongside.

" Says he pulled the cord," explained

No. i ; " look here, mister, this five-pound

note ain't no good to me. I'll just trouble

you for your name and address." Then to

No. 2 he said, " Let's get on. Bill. You'll

pay for this," he resumed hotly to Slode.

" You'll jolly well pay for this."

" Ain't I offering to pay ? I'm giving you

good money."

" What the deuce d'ye mean by stopping

the train ? "

" I didn't stop the train. YOMâ��or p'r'aps

the engineerâ��stopped the train. I'm paying

the statutory amount, ain't I ? You did it

well and I'm quite pleased with you, my

man."

The train was now on the point of re-

suming its journey, the guard clinging to the

footboard.

" You look to me like a ruddy circus

freak. You must be insane ! "

" Come inside and have a chat," suggested

Slode, affably.

'' You'll hear from me at Waterloo."

" Ain't that what Wellington said to

Napoleon ? "

MR. THRELFALL, who had during this

colloquy been sitting in the far corner

of the compartment, trembling lest he

should be implicated in this disgraceful epi-

sode, saw with relief the official disappear.

Slode broke into unrestrained laughter.

" Mvâ��now that is what I call a real

pleasant interlude ! " he exclaimed.

" Thoroughly enjoyable. Far better than a

front seat at a prize-fight at twice the

money."

" You have singular ideas of humour ! "

" Right, every time, old man ! I recognize

the kind of entertainment I want and go

straight for it. I hadn't been an hour at

Southampton when I crossed the railway track,

finding I was on the wrong platform. The

porter stopped me. ' How much ? ' I asked.

' Forty shillings,' he said. Ð� counted out the

money and crossed the track. I was just

stepping up on the platform when another

porter stopped me. ' You can't come this

wav. Go round and take the subway.'

' How much to cross the track again ? '

' He said there was no charge, so I crossed

deliberately in the presence of about a

million people, sc it only cost twenty shillings

a trip."

" If you're not careful you'll find yourself

in jail or the lunatic asylum," observed Mr.

Threlfall, fretfully. '

" Not while my money holds out," retorted

Slode, confidently; " people make allowances

for a sportsman who can afford to back his

fancy. I'm just wondering how much of

that five pounds will find its way into the

pockets of the railroad company ? "

Slodc's wonder was perhaps not unjustified,

for the train eventually steamed into

Waterloo and Slode alighted and boisterously

hailed a porter, unabashed and unimpeded.

As for Mr. Threlfall, with his heart in his

mouth, he hurried away, with Slode's vale-

dictory " So long, old man ! Hope to see

you again," sounding diminuendo in his

ears.

" A confounded lunatic," he muttered to

himself. " The fellow's upset me for the day.

Heavens, what an experience ! "

Slode, collecting his luggage, a large

Saratoga trunk painted a bright pink, with

" J. P. Slode " in bold black letters on its

front, got into a taxi, tipped the porter half

a crown and a cigar, and drove to the Oxford

Palace Hotel. His arrival naturally created

a sensation ; but he managed to settle with

the driver without too great a congestion of

the traffic, enter the portals, and make his

way to the desk. Instantly the transaction

of affairs was arrested at the sight of tlus

highly eccentric individual who seemed to

have mistaken the public entrance of the

Oxford Palace Hotel for the stage-door of the

Palladium.

Slode stuck his glass into his right eye and

stroked his egregious beard.

" I wired for a first-class room from

Southampton," he explained to the clerk.

The clerk took a single look at him, a look

which embraced the staring white hat, with

its green band, the pink collar, the beard.
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..

"The guard exploded.

' Did you pull that cord.? * ' Yes ; 1 just wanted to see if the

machinery worked all right.' "
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and the domino-spotted tweeds, and accom-

plished an involuntary ingurgitation of

breath.

" What name ? " he asked.

Slode told him. The clerk excused him-

self, and the next moment reappeared with

the manager. The latter grasped the situa-

tion on the spot and wasted no time in

leprecatory language.

" Sorry," he said, absolutely full up ! "

" Full up ? " echoed Slode. " Look here,

misterâ��understand meâ��expense is no object.

I'll pay ten pounds in advance. I "

1 Stand aside, please. These other gentle-

men are waiting. Sorry we can't oblige you.

Good day ! "

Slode's sublime self-confidence, although

he felt himself thus summarily elbowed aside,

i lid not desert him.

" Right you are, old man ! But I guess

there are others. You're losing more'n

/ am." And raising his preposterous white

topper in the direction of the startled group

by the reception desk, he retraced his foot-

steps to the door. The hall-porter, pocketing

a generous tip, gave him the name of another

hotel, and summoned another taxi for him.

Slode hied himself there ; but alas ! his

reception at the Royal Charles was like his

reception at the Oxford Palace, andâ��to cut

a long story shortâ��the brisk and ridiculous

individualist from Blue Wing, Manitoba, who

wanted to do what he liked, went from

caravanserai to caravanserai for several hours

with no more success than that of the camel

who sought to pass through the eye of a

needle or the rich man who tried to get into

heaven, all because he was not garbed in the

conventional raiment which a tyrannical

fashion prescribed for male members of the

human species who seek hospitality west of

Aldgate Pump. He had, however, left his

pink Saratoga with the hall-porter of the

Oxford Palace to be called for ; and he

eventually contrived to procure an apology

for a meal at the Charing Cross Railway

Buffet. But at nine o'clock that evening it

was rather a weary and dispirited Slode who

broke away from his ribald pursuers in

Villiers Street, turned sharply to the left,

and, in the gathering dusk, entered the

Embankment gardens. He told himself he

had had a great day and cocked his hat

with renewed bravado. He admitted that

liis refusal at the hotels was a check, but only

a temporary one, and a man who has slept

for four years in barns, cellars, and dug-outs

can make light of a little thing like that. It

showed the force of prejudice and convention

in tliis silly old country. They wanted to

crush out a man's individuality : all he had

to do was to wear a mackintosh and a golf

cap and they'd take him in fast enough.

But he wouldn't give in to them ! They

were not going to dictate to him, James P.

Slode, what sort of clothes he was going to

wear or how his whiskers should be trimmed

â��not by a long chalk ! No, sir-ee ! " I'm

not going to give in, and become a ruddy

slave again ! I can do as I like now, because

I've got the money to pay for it."

IT was, he told himself, as he mechanically

took a seat upon a bench, different when

he was Private J. P. Slode, No. A.0.1952,

C.E.F. Then he had to do as he was told ;

and what a dog's life he had led ! Cowering

under the glance of every paltry little pip-

squeak, just because he called himself an

officer, bullied by the sergeant-major, hauled

over the coals if there was a button undone

or the string of his puttees untiedâ��-Gad,

what a life !

He had sworn then he'd be a free man

some day, free to do just what he pleased and

not care a hangâ��not if he was reclining on a

feather bed m the middle of a barrack square,

with a jug of beer in each hand and Field-

Marshal Sir Douglas Haig came barging

along ! And now he was freeâ��he didn't

give a hang for anybody's opinion, and lor

two cents he'd curl up and go to sleep on this

very bench, yes, this very

He turned. Up to now he had almost

been unaware that he was not the only

occupant of the bench. There was another,

a girl, plainly but neatly clad. A pretty

girl, too, though rather pale ; she was reading

a letter and seemed so engrossed in it that

she paid no more attention to Slode than he

had paid to her. Yet a single glance at her

profile somehow transfixed Slode, instantly

arresting all his fugitive fancies.

Where had he seen that profile before ?

Was it notâ��could it be ? Even before she

had turned and confronted him, a wave ol

emotion had passed through Slode, and his

growing mood of languor became exchanged

for a lively eagerness. He jumped up from

the bench, with outstretched palm, ejacu-

lating :â��

' Snakes alive ! it's Eliseâ��Elise Lebrun

of Hersin-Coupigny ! Don't you remember

me, ma'm'selle ? "

The girl, still seated, surveyed the fantastic

figure before her m mingled astonishment

and alarm.

' No, m'sieu, I am sure 1 have nevaire

seen you before ! "

Slode recollected himself and laughed

loudly.

" No, of courseâ��of course, you wouldn't

recognize me. But you are Ma'm'selle Elise,

are you not ? Don't you remember Jimâ��â�¢

Jim Slode, the Canadian soldierâ��loth bat-

talionâ��Jim of Blue Wingâ��who was sickâ��

billeted at your house at Hersin-Coupigny

during the War ? Have you forgotten, you
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â��you gave me thisâ��a keepsakeâ��just before

the last push in August, '18 ? "

And Slode pulled out of his waistcoat-

pocket an ingeniously chased pencil-case,

fashioned out of an empty cartridge, with a

silver top and an inscription in silver

filagree :â��

" E. le Ð�. h Jim. En souvenir, 1915-18."

On his companion's features, now no longer

pale, laughter and perplexity struggled for

mastery, as she gazed alternately from the

modest little trinket to Slode. Suddenly a

light seemed to break in upon her, and with

merry vivacity she took Slode's extended

hand.

" Forgive me, M'sieu Jim. I am so stupid

and your disguiseâ��oh, it is so clevaire !

You alsoâ��you go to the ballâ��and I nevaire

guess. Your costume, it is superbâ��

Â¿palant ! "

She withdrew a step in which to survey

him more completelyâ��from the snow-white

hat to the shoes, now alas ! not so white : the

originality, audacity, and arresting salience of

what in her native tongue is called the tout

ensembleâ��and then no longer could she

restrain her mirth. The longer she looked at

Slode the more she laughed.

" To think that you are M'sieu Jimâ��le

brav' soldai, Jim Slode, that my mother and

my little brothers are so fond at Hersin-

Coupigny ! Oh, but you are funnyâ��but

funny ! You will take the great prize. You

will have un succÃ¨s fou at the ball."

Slode stroked his ridiculous beard thought-

fully, and Elise shrieked with laughter.

" Look here, Elise," he said, " what ball ? "

" Why, the ball you attend to-night.

Many gentlemen at the hotel also go. It is

at Covent Garden, is it not ? "

They had left the bench and were walking

now side by side.

" Ma'm'selle Elise," resumed Slode, after

a pause, ' ' what are you doing in London ? "

" Oh, I came over six months ago. I have

a very good situation. It is in a big hotel,

where the housekeeper is French and a great

friend of my mother. See, the letter I have

is from my mother ; it tells me all the news

from poor Hersin-Coupigny and Lens and

Bethunc. Some of it is very sad. I am so

sorry for the poor people. But I am very

happy in my place in the bureau where I

assist in the accounts and write many letters

in French for the manager."

Slode pondered.

" Look here, ma'm'selle, about that ball

this eveningâ��how would you like to come

with me ? I am alone, you see."

She turned and regarded him with her

large grey eyes opened their widest.

" But, Jim ! " she cried, " how is it possible ?

[ have no costume de bal. I have not even a

proper dress. Et puis, alors, I must ask

Madame's permission. If 1 were not back

at twelve o'clock, what would she think ? "

" Don't you be a slave. Elise ! What does

it matter what she thinks ? Ain't I an old

friend of your mother's ? I'll look after you.

You're not afraid ot me, Elise ? "

" No-o. But "

He seized her hand and drew it through

his arm. An empty taxi was passing ; he

hailed it. A strange feeling was creeping

over him, a feeling he did not stop to analyse,

the feeling of a swimmer who has been

battling overmuch with the breakers and

who finds his feet at last touching a sandy

bottom, the feeling of an amateur actor who

after his first ordeal before a hostile audience,

sees the grateful curtain descending. At

last he had struck a friend, reviving sweet

and gentle memories, the only sweet and

gentle memories which had found a lodgment

in Slode's bosom for six years or so. In

spite of all his bounce and bluff Slode began

to wonder if he had not, after all, been a bit

"off his chump" lately! What if this

charming girl at his side knew the truth ?

What would she think of him ? Wouldn't

she run away and leave him as if he were

really a ruddy lunatic ?

Well, anyhow, she had given him the

means of escape which otherwise his pride

would have scorned. He must keep up the

illusion.

" Driver, where can a lady buy, hire,

or steal a fancy dress at this hour of the

evening ? "

The taxi-man grinned.

" Reckon Claxton's would be open, sir.

Open till ten or eleven when there's a Covent

Garden ball on. Shall I drive there, sir ? "

" As quick as you know how, my lad,"

returned Sloclc, assisting Elise into the

vehicle.

" If only we could get even a domino,"

murmured the girl, ecstatically, " it would

do. I have always longed to see a great bal

masquÃ© in your beautiful Jardin de Couvent I "

SLODE had brought off his coup, but still he

wasn't wholly happy. Something seemed

to have affected his mentality. In spite

of the triumphant success of his own get-up

(an exquisite Charles 1. had slapped him

exuberantly on the back and assured him

that he was an " absolute peach "), notwith-

standing Elise's radiant joy and her own

dainty prettiness as a red, white, and blue

vivandiÃ¨re, something seemed to have snapped

inside Slode. His recent self-confidence was

replaced by a strange diffidence. When

Elise insisted on his mingling with the other

dancers he did so to please her, and immedi-

ately afterwards showed a preference for

quiet corners behind screens or palms where
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he could take her little hand in his and make

her talk to him about old times at Hersin-

Coupigny, where he had taught her English

or halma, and she had played a wheezy piano

" pinched " from a ruined mansion in Arras

or mended his and his comrade's socks and

underwear.

A TER a champagne supper (where Elise,

timidly sipping the wine, pronounced

it not nearly as sweet as the cham-

pagne renommÃ© to which Jim had once treated

her at the Coq d'Or, in her native village)

Slode's spirits greatly improved ; but he still

shrank from the gaze of the crowd.

" Don't mind me, little girl. Ill sit here

and you go and fox-trot with Uncle Sam or

Richelieu. Don't mind me. I just like

watching you. To me, you're just the

sweetest thing that ever happened. No

other girl here is a patch on you."

Elise's sheer joy radiated.

" Oh, Jim, I have nevaire been so happy !

I could almost cry when you say the othaire

girl is not 'one patch.' That is how you

speak to me five years ago when we prome-

nade together in the Grand Place of Hersin-

Coupigny and shop in the marchÃ©."

" I meant it then, too ! " declared Slode,

and the next moment he had surrendered his

little vivandiÃ¨re to the arm of Dick Whitting-

ton and stood watching the couple thread their

saltatory way through the maze of dancers.

As he stood there he was made perpetually

aware that he attracted attention. Such

phrases reached his ear, as :â��

" Good Lord, dear, look."

"Did you ever! What's he supposed to

be ?â��the Mad Hatter ? "

He frequently rubbed his forehead with

his finger-tips, as if suffering from headache

or feverishness. Sometimes his restless eye

fastened itself upon his giant-spotted trousers

strapped down to his white tennis shoes, with

the black spats, and at such times you would

have sworn it was a look of disgust which

crept over his features. It was as though he

were being awakened from a dream and were

trying to realize what had happened to him.

He regarded the Paris cabman's hat in his

hand as if it were an unclean thing which he

would like to pitch across the great ball-

room. He ran his fingers through his tawny

beard and visibly shuddered. The thought

occurred to him, " I expect if I'd been a

different sort I might after what I've been

through have taken to drink. But I took to

clothes instead and got drunk on 'em. I've

been on a tremendous bust and I guess I'm

just sobering up."

He gazed down at his habiliments rue-

fully. But Elise returned and he brightened

up at once. He fetched her an ice, and then

another. A quarter of an hour passed, and

then a slim young gentleman in correct

,

No longer could she restrain her mirth. The
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evening raiment approached the pair where

they sat and made a bow.

" Excuse me," he said, deferentially, ' but

are you ' A.D. 1952 ' ? "

SÃ�ode was on his feet like an electrically-

worked automaton, just as in the old days,

eves front, chest out, fingers touching the

seam of his trousers, and only pulled himself

up in time before giving the regulation

salute of the private in the ranks when

accosted by an officer.

' Ye-es, sir," he stammered. " How did

vou-

The slim young man laughed pleasantly.

" I thought you would like to know that

I have just seen the winning list and you are

awarded Gentlemen's First Prize."

" \Vha-a-at ! " ejaculated Slode. Elise

clapped her hands joyfully.

" There, Jim, what did I tell you ! Now

you can be happy. You need not be anxious

any more. You have done it. It is splendid

â��splendid ! "

Slode collapsed into his seat and closed

his eyes, while the young man went on

talking.

" I represent the Morning Gleaner and

would take it as a great favour if you would

tell me how you happened to think of this

particular costume. Of course, you have

made a great hit. I see from the judge's

list that you call it ' Anno Domini 1952.' "

Slode roused himself.

" But I don't call it ' Anno Domâ�� " A

light dawned upon him. " Good Lord,

Elise ! I see what's happened. When I came

in they asked me to give 'em my nameâ��and

â��and I wrote it down for 'em and must have

added my regimental numberâ��A.D. (Army

Details, you know) one nine five two. This

beats anything I ever heard of. If I stay

here much longer, I'llâ��

An elderly gentleman, wearing a crimson

rosette, advanced, for whom the crowd of

dancers made way. Behind him came a

couple of waiters laden with various objects

which attracted much attention.

" Allow meâ��Mr. Slode, I think ? ' A.D.

1952,' Gentleman's costume. I am happy

to inform you that the judges have awarded

you first prize, a fitted dressing-case, value

Â£50. Pray accept this with our congratula-

tions. May I at the same time express the

hope " (the gentleman was just a trifle

pompous) " thatâ��erâ��your prognostication

>.>-.-â�¢-..-.â�¢ v. -

longer she looked at Slode the more she laughed."
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of the dress of ourâ��erâ��immediate pos-

terity must notâ��ha, ha !â��be accepted too

literally ? "

Slode and Mlle. Lebrun stood up. It was

Elise who'took the beautiful dressing-case.

Then there ensued a blinding flash, the

shutters of half-a-dozen cameras went snap,

followed by universal peals of merriment.

The Master of Ceremonies, still smiling at

his jest, and the waiters passed on.

E you feeling better now, Jim ? "

Slode nodded. He looked at his

watchâ��an ancient gold turnipâ��and

saw that it was nearly two o'clock.

" Do you mind if we go now, Elise ? "

" Oh, no, Jim ! It is terribly late. I hope

Madame will never find out. My domino

will cover everything. You can put my

street dress in here." Elise roguishly held

up the beautiful dressing-case.

" Â¥ T AVE you far to go. Elise ? What is

Â£ J the name of your hotel"? "

" Ma fot, Jim, have I not told

you ? It is the Oxford Palace."

" The Oxford Palace ! "

" Yes. Why are you so surprised ? What

is your hotel, Jim ? "

" Mine ? " returned Slode, grimly. " Oh,

mine's a mighty long way off. Ever hear of

itâ��the HÃ´tel de Bivouac ?"

" Nevaire. But why do you not take a

room for the night at the Oxford Palace ?

It is so late and you could move to-morrow,

if you liked. 1 can arrange it for you with

Martin, the night-porter. He is a great

friend of mine."

The taxi duly drew up in front of the

entrance of the hotel where not so many

hours before had been witnessed Slode's

rebuff. The ' door was closed, but Elise

pressed the bell and it swung open,

revealing the muscular, rubicund, efficient

person of Martin, the Swiss night-porter.

" Bon soir, M. Martin," observed Mile.

Lebrun, affably.

" Ah, c'est vous, mademoiselle ! " ex-

claimed the surprised Martin, surprised and

pleased, for was not mademoiselle a general

favourite in the famous caravanserai ?

" Monsieur Martin, let me introduce to you

my fiance. We have just returned from the

ball at Co vent Garden."

" EnchantÃ©, monsieur." Mr. Martin grinned

and bowed.

" I think there is a room vacant, is there

not, M. Martin ? "

" Yes, mademoiselle. One-twenty-eight."

As she spoke Elise removed her belongings

from the dressing-case.

" Very good. Show Mr. Slode into it.

Good night, Jim, dear. Thank you so much

for a very pleasant evening."

The big porter's back was turned. Slode

again seized his opportunity. He caught

Elise in his arms and kissed her.

" Good night, little girl," he said, tenderly.

While closing the receptacle his eye fell

eagerly upon the contents ranged within,

the various implements in their neat morocco

leather sheaths. " Good" night, and I pro-

mise you Iâ��I'll be my old self, to-morrow."

He watched her bound lightly up the

broad staircase.

" Thank God, she'll never know ! " he

muttered softly to himself. ' A.D. 1921's

good enough for me, now ! "

ACROSTICS.

DOrULE ACROSTIC N4). 102.

( The Second of tlie Series, )

THIS is the old-time season of Noil ;

That brings you cheer from those who wish you well.

1. A calling this, high-Hounding, but plebeian.

2. An epithet of darkness Tartarean.

3. Mere blue or grey, or eolour red Ð°Ð¸ roses.

4. Cut outâ��a custom that our state imposes.

5. The verdant green, making the Wild West smile,

ti. Write down in Latin and curtail meanwhile.

7. A realm that, in its centre, owns the king.

S. No end to this, unless it be Ð» sting. EDI.

Answers in Acrostic Ð�'Ð¾. 102 should be udurcwd to th?

Acrostic Editor, THE STRAXD MAOAZINK, Sintthamplnn

Street, Strand, London, W.C.2, and musÃ arrive not lati-r

than by the- first post on January 10/A.

To every light one alternative answer may. be sent ; it

Ð²/iould be written at the side. At the foot of his answer every

solver should write hin pseudonym and nothing else.

ANSWER TO DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 101.

SOLVERS and readers, one and ttro

This Christmastidc we wish to you.

1. His ship with this the sailor guides.

2. Sensation Scottish loch providee.

3. Who picked a peck ? First name is here ;

4. Now let his second name appear.

5. A British tribe when Rome held sway.

6. A character in Shakesjxjare's play.

7. River in France must lose its head ;

8. And here its tail must go instead.

9. Your daughter's brother and his net

In fourteen lines of verse are met.

I'AX.

1. H el M

2. A w E

3. P Ã©tÃ© R

4. P i pe R

5. I Ñ� e n I

6. N y M

7. E in E

8. S ei N

6. S onne T

NOTES.â��Lights 3, 4. Peter Piper picked a peck of

pickled pepper. 6. Henry V. 7, 8. Seine.

In No. 99 " Galahalt " (a knight of the Round Table) ia

accepted for the first light. The third light was inaccurate :

Arthur was grandson, not son, of a king. The A.E. much

regrets the error, and thinks that all answers to this light

mast be accepted.
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"'IT TOOK SOME VIOLENCE TO DO THAT,' SAID HOLMES, GAZING AT THE

CHIP ON THE LEDGE. WITH HIS CANE HE STRUCK THE LEDGE SEVERAL

TIMES WITHOUT LEAVING A MARK. 'YES, IT WAS A HARD KNOCK.'"

(See page 103.)
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SHERLOCK HOLMES STORY

THE PROBLEM OF

THOR BRIDGE

ACONAN DOYLE

SOMEWHERE in the

vaults of the bank of

Cox and Co., at Charing

Cross, there is a travel-worn and bat-

tered tin despatch-box with my name, John H.

Watson, M.D., Late Indian Army, painted

upon the lid. It is crammed with papers,

nearly all of which are records of cases to

illustrate the curious problems which Mr.

Sherlock Holmes had at various times to

examine. Some, and not the least interest-

ing, were complete failures, and as such will

hardly bear narrating, since no final

explanation is forthcoming. A

"Nv problem without a solution

may interest the student,

but can hardly fail to

annoy the casual

reader. Among

these un-

finished

ILLUSTRATED BY ' â�¢

A. GILBERT ROT

tales is that of Mr. James

Phillimore, who, stepping

back into his own house

to get his umbrella, was never more seen in

this world. No less remarkable is that of

the cutter Alicia, which sailed one spring

morning into a small patch of mist from

which she never again emerged, nor was

anything further ever heard of herself and

her crew. A third case worthy of note is

that of Isadora Persano, the well-known

journalist and duellist, who was found stark

staring mad with a matchbox in front of him

which contained a remarkable worm, said to

be unknown to science. Apart from these

unfathomed cases, there are some which

invol\*s the secrets of private families to an

extent which would mean consternation in

many exalted quarters if it were thought

possible that they might find their way into

print. I need not say that such a breach of

confidence is unthinkable, and that these

records will be separated and destroyed now

that my friend has time to turn his

energies to the matter. There remain

a considerable residue of cases of

greater or less interest which

I might have edited before

had I not feared to

give the public a

surfeit which

might react

upon

Vol. Ixiu.â��7.

Copyright, 1922, by A. Conan Doyle.



The Problem of Thor Bridge

the reputation of the man whom above all

others I revere. In some I was myself con-

cerned and can speak as an eye-witness,

while in others I was either not present or

played so small a part that they could only

be told as by a third person. The following

narrative is drawn from my own experience.

It was a wild morning in October, and I

observed as I was dressing how the last

remaining leaves were being whirled from

the solitary plane tree which graces the yard

behind our house. I descended to breakfast

prepared to find my companion in depressed

spirits, for, like all great artists, he was easily

impressed by his surroundings. On the

contrary, I found that he had nearly finished

his meal, and that his mood was particularly

bright and joyous, with that somewhat

sinister cheerfulness which was characteristic

of his lighter moments.

" You have a case, Holmes ?" I remarked.

" The faculty of deduction is certainly

contagious, \Vatson," he answered. " It

has enabled you to probe my secret. Yes, I

have a case. After a month of trivialities

and stagnation the wheels move once more."

" Might I share it ? "

" There is little to share, but we may

discuss it when you have consumed the two

hard-boiled eggs with which our new cook

has favoured us. Their condition may not

be unconnected with the copy of the

Familv Herald which I observed yester-

day upon the hall-table. Even so trivial a

matter as cooking an egg demands an at-

tention which is conscious of the passage of

time, and incompatible with the love romance

in that excellent periodical."

A QUARTER of an hour later the table

had been cleared and we were face

to face. He had drawn a letter from

his pocket.

" You have heard of Neil Gibson, the Gold

King ?" he said.

" You mean the American Senator ? "

" Well, he was once Senator for some

Western State, but is better known as the

greatest gold-mining magnate in the world."

" Yes, I know of him. He has surely lived

in England for some time. His name is very

familiar."

" Yes ; he bought a considerable estate in

Hampshire some five years ago. Possibly

you have already heard of the tragic end of

his wife ? "

" Of course. I remember it now. That

is why the name is familiar. But I really

know nothing of the details."

Hohnes waved his hand towards some

papers on a chair. " I had no idea that the

case was coming my way or I should have

had my extracts ready," said he. " The

fact is that the problem, though exceedingly

sensational, appeared to present no difficulty.

The interesting personality of the accused

does not obscure the clearness of the

evidence. That was the view taken by the

coroner's jury and also in the police-court

proceedings. It is now referred to the

Assizes at Winchester. I fear it is a thankless

business. I can discover facts, Watson, but

I cannot change them. Unless some entirely

new and unexpected ones come to light I do

not see what my client can hope for."

' Your client ? "

" Ah, I forgot I had not told you. I am

getting into your involved habit, Watson, of

telling a story backwards. You had best

read this first."

The letter which he handed to me, written

in a bold, masterful hand, ran as follows :â��

CLARIDGE'S HOTEL,

October yd.

DEAR MR. SHERLOCK HOLMES,â��

I can't see the best woman God

ever made go to her death without doing

all that is possible to save her. I can't

explain thingsâ��I can't even try to explain

them, but I know beyond all doubt that

Miss Dunbar is innocent. You know the

factsâ��who doesn't ? It has been the

gossip of the country. And never a voice

raised for her ! It's the damned injustice

of it all that makes me crazy. That woman

has a heart that wouldn't let her kill

a fly. Well, I'll come at eleven to-morrow

and see if you can get some ray of light in

the dark. Maybe I have a clue and don't

know it. Anyhow, all I know and all I

have and all I am are for your use if only

you can save her. If ever in your life you

showed your powers, put them now into

this case.

Yours faithfully,

J. NEIL GIBSON.

" There you have it," said Sherlock Holmes,

knocking out the ashes of his after-breakfast

pipe and slowly refilling it. " That is the

gentleman I await. As to the story, you

have hardly time to master all these papers,

so I must give it to you in a nutshell if you

are to take an intelligent interest in the

proceedings. This man is the greatest

financial power in the world, and a man. as I

understand, of most violent and formidable

character. He married a wife, the victim of

this tragedy, of whom I know nothing save

that she was past her prime, which was the

more unfortunate as a very attractive

governess superintended the education of

two young children. These are the three

people concerned and the scene is a grand

old manor house, the centre of an historical

English estate. Then as to the tragedy.

The wife was found in the grounds nearly

half a mile from the house, late at night, clad
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in her dinner dress, with a shawl over her

shoulders and a revolver bullet through her

brain. No weapon was found near her and

there was no local clue as to the murder.

No weapon near her, Watsonâ��mark that !

The crime seems to have been committed

late in the evening, and the body was found

by a gamekeeper about eleven o'clock, when

it was examined by the police and by a

doctor before being carried up to the house.

Is this too condensed, or can you follow it

clearly ? '

â�¢ It is all very clear. But why suspect

the governess ? "

1 Well, in the first place there is some very

direct evidence. A revolver with one dis-

charged chamber and a calibre which corre-

sponded with the bullet was found on the

floor of her wardrobe." His eyes fixed and

he repeated in broken words, " Onâ��theâ��

floorâ��ofâ��herâ��wardrobe." Then he sank

into silence, and I saw that some train of

thought had been set moving which I should

be foolish to interrupt. Suddenly with a

start he emerged into brisk life once more.

Yes, Watson, it was

found. Pretty damning,

eh ? So the two juries

thought. Then the dead

woman had a note upon

her making an appoint-

ment at that very place

and signed by the gover-

ness. How's that ? Finally,

there is the motive. Senator

Gibson is an attractive per-

son. If his wife dies, who

more likely to succeed her

than the young lady who

had already by all accounts

received pressing attentions

from her employer ? Love,

fortune, power, all de-

pending upon one

middle-aged life.

Ugly, Watson-

very ugly ! "

deny it, for some passing villager had seen

her there."

' That really seems final."

" And yet, Watsonâ��and yet ! This bridge

â��a single broad span of stone with balus-

traded sidesâ��carries the drive over the

narrowest part of a long, deep, reed-girt

sheet of water. Thor Mere it is called. In

the mouth of the bridge lay the dead woman.

Such are the main facts. But here, if I

mistake not, is our client, considerably before

his time."

Billy had opened the door, but the name

which he announced was an unexpected one.

Mr. Marlow Bates was a stranger to both of

us. He was a thin, nervous wisp of a man

with frightened eyes, and a twitching,

hesitating mannerâ��a man whom my own

professional eye would judge to be on the

brink of an absolute nervous breakdown.

' You seem agitated, Mr. Bates," said

Holmes. " Pray sit down. I fear I can

only give you a short time, for I have an

appointment at eleven."

' I know you have," our visitor gasped,

shooting out short sen-

tences like a man who

is out of breath. " Mr.

Gibson is coming. Mr.

Gibson is my employer.

I am manager of his

estate. Mr. Holmes, he

is a villainâ��an infernal

villain."

" Yes, indeed,

Holmes."

1 Nor could she

prove an alibi.

On the contrary, she had to

admit that she was down near Thor

Bridgeâ��that was the scene of the

tragedyâ��about that hour. She couldn't

" The wife was found

in the grounds, late at

night, with a revolver

bullet through her

brain."



98

The Problem of Thor Bridge

" Strong language, Mr. Bates."

" I have to be emphatic, Mr. Holmes, for

the time is so limited. I would not have

him find me here for the world. He is

almost due now. But I was so situated that

I could not come earlier. His secretary,

Mr. Ferguson, only told me this morning of

his appointment with you."

" And you are his manager ? "

" I have given him notice. In a couple of

weeks I shall have shaken off his accursed

slavery. A hard man, Mr. Holmes, hard to

all about him. Those public charities are a

screen to cover his private iniquities. But

his wife was his chief victim. He was brutal

to her â�� yes, sir, brutal ! How she came by

her death I do not know, but I am sure that

he had made her life a misery to her. She

was a creature of the Tropics, a Brazilian by

birth, as no doubt you know ? "

" No ; it had escaped me."

" Tropical by birth and tropical by nature.

A child of the sun and of passion. She had

loved him as such women can love, but when

her own physical charms had faded â�� I am

told that they once were great â�� there was

nothing to hold him. We al! liked her and

felt for her and hated him for the way that

he treated her. But he is plausible and

cunning. That is all I have to say to you.

Don't take him at his face value. There is

more behind. Now I'll go. No, no, don't

detain me ! He is almost due."

With a frightened look at the clock our

strange visitor literally ran to the door and

disappeared.

" Well ! well ! " said Holmes, after an

interval of silence. " Mr. Gibson seems to

have a nice loyal household. But the

warning is a useful one, and now we can only

wait till the man himself appears."

at the hour we heard a heavy step

lJ upon the stairs and the famous millionaire

was shown into the room. As I looked

upon him I understood not only the fears and

dislike of his manager, but also the execra-

tions which so many business rivals have

heaped upon his head. If I were a sculptor

and desired to idealize the successful man of

affairs, iron of nerve and leathery of con-

science, I should choose Mr. Xeil Gibson as

my model. His tall, gaunt, craggy figure

had a suggestion of hunger and rapacity.

An Abraham Lincoln keyed to base uses

instead of high ones would give some idea of

the man. His face might have been chiselled

in granite, hard-set, craggy, remorseless,

with deep lines upon it, the scars of many a

crisis. Cold grey eyes, looking shrewdly

out from under bristling brows, surveyed us

each in turn. He bowed in perfunctory

fashion as Holmes mentioned my name, and

with a masterful air of possession he

drew a chair up to my companion and seated

himself with his bony knees almost touching

him.

" Let me say right here, Mr. Holmes," he

began, " that money is nothing to me in this

case. You can burn it if it's any use in

lighting you to the truth. This woman is

innocent and this woman has to be cleared,

and it's up to you to do it. Name your

figure ! "

" My professional charges are upon a fixed

scale," said Holmes, coldly. " I do not vary

them, save when I remit them altogether."

" Well, if dollars make no difference to

you, think of the reputation. If you pull

this off every paper in England and America

will be booming you. You'll be the talk of

two continents."

" Thank you, Mr. Gibson, I do not think

that I am in need of booming. It may sur-

prise you to know that I prefer to work

anonymously, and that it is the problem

itself which attracts me. But we are wasting

time. Let us get down to the facts."

" I think that you will find all the main

ones in the Press reports. I don't know that

I can add anything which will help you.

But if there is anything you would wish more

light uponâ��well, I am here to give it."

" Well, there is just one point."

" What is it ? "

" What were the exact relations between

you and Miss Dunbar ? "

The Gold King'gave a violent start, and

half rose from his chair. Then his massive

calm came back to him.

" I suppose you are within your rightsâ��

and maybe doing your dutyâ��in asking such

a question, Mr. Holmes."

" We will agree to suppose so," said

Holmes.

" Then I can assure you that our relations

were entirely and always those of an employer

towards a young lady whom he never con-

versed with, or even saw, save when she was

in the company of his children."

Holmes rose from his chair.

" I am a rather busy man, Mr. Gibson,"

said he, " and I have no time or taste for

aimless conversations. I wish you good

morning."

Our visitor had risen also and his great

loose figure towered, above Holmes. There

was an angry gleam from under those

bristling brows and a tinge of colour in the

sallow cheeks.

" What the devil do you mean by this,

Mr. Holmes ? Do you dismiss my case ? "

" Well, Mr. Gibson, at least I dismiss you.

I should have thought my words were plain."

" Plain enough, but what's at the back of

it ? Raising the price on me, or afraid tc

tackle it, or what ? I've a right to a plain

answer "
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" Well, perhaps you have," said Holmes.

" I'll give you one. This case is quite

sufficiently complicated to start with, without

the further difficulty of false information."

" Meaning that I lie."

" Well, I was trying to express it as

delicately as I could, but if you insist upon

the word I will not contradict you."

I sprang to my feet, for the expression

upon the millionaire's face was fiendish in its

intensity, and he had raised his great knotted

fist. Holmes smiled languidly and reached

his hand out for his pipe.

â�¢'Don't be noisy, Air. Gibson. I find that

after breakfast even the smallest argument

is unsettling. I suggest that a stroll in the

morning air and a little quiet thought will

be greatly to your advantage."

With an effort the Gold King mastered his

fury. I could not but admire him, for by

a supreme self-command he had turned in a

minute from a hot flame of anger to a frigid

and contemptuous indifference.

" Well, it's your choice. I guess you

know how to run your own business. I can't

make you touch the case against your will.

You've done yourself no good this morning

Mr. Holmes, for I have broken stronger men

than you. No man ever crossed .me and

was the better for it."

" So many have said so, and yet here I

am," said Holmes, smiling. " Well, good

morning, Mr. Gibson. You have a good deal

yet to learn."

Our visitor made a noisy exit, but Holmes

smoked in imperturbable silence, with dreamy

eyes fixed upon the ceiling.

'Y views, Watson ? " he asked at last.

" Well, Holmes, I must confess that

when I consider that this is a man

who would certainly brush any obstacle from

his path, and when I remember that his wife

may have been an obstacle and an object of

dislike, as that man Bates plainly told us, it

seems to me "

" Exactly. And to me also."

" But what were his relations with the

governess and how did you discover them ? "

" Bluff, Watson, bluff! When I con-

sidered the passionate, unconventional, un-

businesslike tone of his letter, and contrasted

it with his self-contained manner and

appearance, it was pretty clear that there

was some deep emotion which centred upon

the accused woman rather than upon the

victim. We've got to understand the exact

relations of those three people if we are to

reach the truth. You saw the frontal attack

which I made upon him and how imper-

turbably he received it. Then I bluffed him

by giving him the impression that I was

absolutely certain, when in reality I was

only extremely suspicious."

" Perhaps he will come back ? "

" He is sure to come back. He must come

back. He can't leave it where it is. Ha !

isn't that a ring ? Yes, there is his footstep.

Well, Mr. Gibson, I was just saying to Dr.

Watson that you were somewhat overdue."

The Gold King had re-entered the room

in a more chastened mood than he had left

it. His wounded pride still showed in his

resentful eyes, but his common sense had

shown him that he must yield if he would

attain his end.

" I've been thinking it over, Mr. Holmes,

and I feel that I have been hasty in taking

your remarks amiss. You are justified in

getting down to the facts, whatever they

may be, and I think the more of you for it.

I can assure you, however, that the relations

between Miss Dunbar and me don't really

touch this case."

" That is for me to decide, is it not ? "

" Yes, I guess that is so. You're like a

surgeon who wants every symptom before

he can give his diagnosis."

" Exactly. That expresses it. And it is

only a patient who has an object in deceiving

his surgeon who would conceal the facts of

his case."

" That may be so, but you will admit,

Mr. Holmes, that most men would shy off a

bit when they are asked point-blank what

their relations with a woman may beâ��if

there is really some serious feeling in the case.

I guess most men have a little private reserve

of their own in some corner of their souls

where they don't welcome intruders. And

you burst suddenly into it. But the object

excuses you, since it was to try and save her.

Well, the stakes are down and the reserve

open and you can explore where you will.

What is it you want ? "

" The truth."

The Gold King paused for a moment as

one who marshals his thoughts. His grim,

deep-lined face had become even sadder and

more grave.

" I can give it to you in a very few words,

_Mr. Holmes," said he at last. " There are

some things that are painful as well as

difficult to say, so I won't go deeper than is

needful. I met my wife when I was gold-

hunting in Brazil. Maria Pinto was the

daughter of a Government official at Manaos,

and she was very beautiful. I was young

and ardent in those days, but even now, as

I look back with colder blood and a more

critical eye, I can see that she was rare and

wonderful in her beauty. It was a deep rich

nature, too, passionate, whole-hearted, tropi-

cal, ill-balanced, very different from the

American women whom I had known. Well,

to make a long story short, I loved her and I

married her. It was only when the romance

had passedâ��and it lingered for yearsâ��that
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I realized that we had nothingâ��absolutely

nothingâ��in common. My love faded. If

hers had faded also it might have been easier.

But you know the wonderful way of women !

Do what I might nothing could turn her

from me. If I have been harsh to her, even

brutal as some have said, it has been because

I knew that if I could kill her love, or if it

turned to hate, it would be easier for both

of us. But nothing changed her. She

adored me in those English woods as she had

adored me twenty years ago on the banks of

the Amazon. Do what I might, she was as

devoted as ever.

"Then came Miss Grace Dunbar. She

answered our advertisement and became

governess to our two children. Perhaps you

have seen her portrait in the papers. The

whole world has proclaimed that she also is

a very beautiful woman. Now, 1 make no

pretence to be more moral than my neigh-

bours, and I will admit to you that I could

not live under the same roof with such a

woman and in dailv contact with her without

feeling a passionate regard for her. Do you

blame me, Mr. Holmes ? "

" I do not blame you for feeling it. I

should blame you if you expressed it, since

this young lady was in a sense under your

protection."

" Well, maybe so," said the millionaire,

though for a moment the reproof had brought

the old angry gleam into his eyes. " I'm

not pretending to be any better than I am.

I guess all my life I've been a man that

reached out his hand for what he wanted,

and I never wanted anything more than the

love and possession of that woman. I told

her so."

" Oh, you did, did you ? "

Holmes could look very formidable when

he was moved.

" I said to her that if I could marry her I

would, but that it was out of my power. I

said that money was no object and that all

I could do to make her happy and comfort-

able would be done."

" Very generous, I am sure," said Holmes,

with a sneer.

" See here, Mr. Holmes. I came to you on

a question of evidence, not on a question of

morals. I'm not asking for your criticism."

" It is only for the young lady's sake that

I touch your case at all," said Holmes,

sternly. " I don't know that anything she

is accused of is really worse than what you

have yourself admitted, that you have tried

to ruin a defenceless girl who was under your

roof. Some of you rich men have to be

taught that all the world cannot be bribed

into condoning your offences."

To my surprise the Gold King took the

reproof with equanimity.

" That's how I feel myself about it now.

I thank God that my plans did not work out

as I intended. She would have none of it,

and she wanted to leave the house instantly."

" Why did she not ?"

" Well, in the first place, others were

dependent upon her, and it was no light

matter for her to let them all down by

sacrificing her living. When I had sworn-â��

as I. didâ��that she should never be molested

again, she consented to remain. But there

was another reason. She knew the influence

she had over me, and that it was stronger

than any other influence in the world. She

wanted to use it for good."

" How ? "

" Well, she knew something of my affairs.

They are large, Mr. Holmesâ��large beyond

the belief of an ordinary man. I can make

or breakâ��and it is usually break. It wasn't

individuals only. It was communities, cities,

even nations. Business is a hard game, and

the weak go to the wall. I played the game

for all it was worth. I never squealed

myself and I never cared if the other fellow

squealed. But she saw it different. I guess

she was right. She believed and said that a

fortune for one man that was more than he

needed should not be built on ten thousand

ruined men who were left without the means

of life. That was how she saw it, and I guess

she could see past the dollars to something

that was more lasting. She found that I

listened to what she said, and she believed

she was serving the world by influencing my

actions. So she stayedâ��and then this came

along."

" Can you throw any light upon that ? "

THE Gold King paused for a minute or

more, his head sunk in his hands,

lost in deep thought.

" It's very black against her. I can't deny

that. And women lead an inward life and

may do things beyond the judgment of a

man. At first 1 was so rattled and taken

aback that I was ready to think she had been

led away in some extraordinary fashion that

was clean against her usual nature. One

explanation came into my head. I give it

to you, Mr. Holmes, for what it is worth.

There is no doubt that my wife was bitterly

jealous. There is a soul-jealousy that can

be as frantic as any body-jealousy, and

though my wife had no causeâ��and I think

she understood thisâ��for the latter, she was

aware that this English girl exerted an

influence upon my mind and my acts that

she herself never had. It was an influence

for good, but that did not mend the matter.

She was crazy with hatred, and the heat of

the Amazon was always in her blood. She

might have planned to murder Miss Dunbar

â��or we will say to threaten her with a gun

and so frighten her into leaving us. Then
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there might have been a scuffle and the gun

gone off and shot the woman who held.it."

" That possibility had already occurred to

me," said Holmes. " Indeed, it is the only

obvious alternative, to deliberate murder."

" But she utterly denies it."

" Well, that is not finalâ��is it ? One can

understand that a woman placed in so awful

a position might hurry home still in her

bewilderment holding the revolver. . She

might even throw it down among her clothes,

hardly knowing what she was doing, and when

it was found she might try to lie her .way

out by a total denial, since all explanation

was impossible. What is against such

a supposition ? "

." Miss Dunbar herself."

" Well, perhaps."

Holmes looked at his watch. " I have no

doubt we can get the necessary permits this

morning and reach Winchester by the evening

train. When I have seen this young lady,

it is very possible that I may be of more use to

you in the matter, though I cannot promise

that my conclusions will necessarily be such

as you desire."

THERE was some delay in the official pass,

and instead of reaching Winchester that

clay we went down to Thor Place, the

Hampshire estate of Mr. Neil Gibson. He

did not accompany us himself, but we had

the address of Sergeant Coventry, of the local

police, who had first examined into the affair.

He was a tall, thin, cadaverous man, with a

secretive and mysterious manner, which

conveyed the idea that he knew or suspected

a very great deal more than he dared say.

He had a trick, too, of suddenly sinking his

voice to a whisper as if he had come upon

something of vital importance, though the

information was usuall y commonplace enough.

Behind these tricks of manner he soon showed

himself to be a decent, honest fellow who

was not too proud to admit that he was

out of his depth and would welcome any

help.

" Anyhow, I'd rather have you than

Scotland Yard, Mr. Holmes," said he. " If

the Yard gets called into a case, then the

local loses all credit for success and may be

blamed for failure. Now, you play straight,

so I've heard."

" I need not appear in the matter at all,"

said Holmes, to the evident relief of our

melancholy acquaintance. " If I can clear

it up I don't ask to have my name mentioned. "

" Well, it's very handsome of you, I am

sure. And your friend. Dr. Watson, can be

trusted, I know. Now, Mr. Holmes, as we

walk down to the place there is one question

I should like to ask you. I'd breathe it to

no soul but you." He looked round as

though he hardly dare utter the words.

" Don't you think there might be a case

against Mr. Neil Gibson himself ? "

" I have been considering that."

" You've not seen Miss Dunbar. She is a

wonderful fine woman in every way. He

may well have wished his wife out of the

road. And these Americans are readier

with pistols than our folk are. It was /115

pistol, you know."

", Was that clearly made out ? "

" Yes, sir. It was one of a pair that he

had."

" One of a pair ? Where is the other ? "

" Well, the gentleman has a lot of fire-

arms of one sort and another. We never

quite matched that particular pistolâ��but

the box was made for two."

" If it was one of a pair you should surely

be able to match it."

" Well, we have them all laid out at the

house if you would care to look them over."

" Later, perhaps. I think we will walk

down together and have a look at the scene

of the tragedy."

This conversation had taken place in the

little front room of Sergeant Coventry's

humble cottage, which served as the local

police-station. A walk of half a mile or so

across a wind-swept heath, all gold and

bronze with the fading ferns, brought us to

a side gate opening into the grounds of the

Thor Place estate. A path led us through

the pheasant preserves, and then from a

clearing we saw the widespread, half-

timbered house, half Tudor and half Georgian,

upon the crest of the hill. Beside us there

was a long, reedy pool, constricted in the

centre where the main carriage drive passed

over a stone bridge, but swelling into small

lakes on either side. Our guide paused at

the mouth of this bridge, and he pointed to

the ground.

" That was where Mrs. Gibson's body lay.

I marked it by that stone."

" I understand that you were there before

it was moved ? "

" Yes ; they sent for me at once."

" Who did ? "

" Mr. Gibson himself. The moment the

alarm was given and he had rushed down

with others from the house, he insisted that

nothing should be moved until the police

should arrive."

" That was sensible. I gathered from the

newspaper report that the shot was fired

from close quarters."

" Yes, sir, very close."

" Near the right temple ? "

" Just behind it, sir."

" How did the body lie ? "

" On the back, sir. No trace of a struggle.

No marks. No weapon. The short note

from Miss Dunbar was clutched in her left

hand."
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" Clutched, you say ? "

"Yes, sir; we could hardly open the

ingers."

" That is of great importance. It excludes

:he idea that anyone could have placed the

note there after

neath in order to

furnish a false clue.

Dear me! The

note,as I remember,

was quite short. ' I

will be at Thor

Bridge at nine

Ñ�'clock.â�� G. Dun-

bar.' Was that not

so? "

" Yes, sir."

" Did Miss Dun-

bar admit writing

it? "

" Yes, sir."

" What was her

explanation ? "

" Her defence

was reserved for the

Assizes. She would

say nothing."

" The problem is

certainly a very in-

teresting one. The

point of the letter

is very obscure, is

it not ? "

" Well, sir," said the guide, " it seemed, if

I may be so bold as to say so, the only really

clear point in the whole case."

Holmes shook his head.

" Granting that the letter is genuine and

was really written, it was certainly received

some time beforeâ��say one hour or two.

Why, then, was this lady still clasping it in

her left hand ? Why should she carry it so

carefully ? She did not need to refer to it

in the interview. Does it not seem remark-

able ? "

" Well, sir, as you put it, perhaps it does."

" I think I should like to sit quietly for a

few minutes and think it out." He seated

himself upon the stone ledge of the bridge,

and I cculd see his quick grey eyes darting

their questioning glances in every direction.

Suddenly he sprang up again and ran across

to the oppose parapet, whipped his lens

from his poany, and began to examine the

stonework. " rfc

" This is Lse w~." said he.

"Yes, sir; we saw7 the chip on the ledge.

I expect it's been done by some passer-by."

The ' stonework was grey, but at this one

point it showed white for a space not larger

than a sixpence. When examined closely

one could see that the surface was chipped

as by a sharp blow.

" It took some violence to do that," said

'Our guide pointed to the ground. 'That

was where Mrs. Gibson's body lay.' "

Holmes, thoughtfully. With his cane he

struck the ledge several times without

leaving a mark. " Yes, it was a hard knock.

In a curious place, too. It was not from

above but from below, for you see that it is

on the lower edge of the parapet."

" But it is at least fifteen feet from the

body."

" Yes, it is fifteen feet from the body. It

may have nothing to do with the matter, but

it is a point worth noting. I do not think

that we have anything more to learn here.

There were no footsteps, you say ? "

" The ground was iron hard, sir. There

were no traces at all."

" Then we can go. We will go up to the

house first and look over these weapons of
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which you speak. Then we shall get on to

Winchester, for I should desire to see Miss

Dunbar before we go farther."

MR. NEIL GIBSON had not returned

from town, but we saw in the house

the neurotic Mr. Bates who had called

upon us in the morning. He showed us

with a sinister relish the formidable array

of firearms of various shapes and sizes which

his employer had accumulated in the course

of an adventurous life.

" Mr. Gibson has his enemies, as anyone

would expect who knew him and his

methods," said he. ' He sleeps with a

loaded revolver in the drawer beside his bed.

He is a man of violence, sir,, and there are

times when all of us are afraid of him. I am

sure that the poor lady who has passed was

often terrified."

" Did you ever witness physical violence

towards her ? "

"No, I cannot say that. But I have

heard words which were nearly as badâ��

words of cold, cutting contempt, even before

the servants."

'* Our millionaire does not seem to shine

in private life/' remarked Holmes, as we

made our way to the station. " Well,

Watson, we have come on a good many

facts, some of them new ones, and yet I

seem some way from my. conclusion. In

spite of the very evident dislike which Mr.

Bates has to his employer, I gather from him

that when the alarm came he was undoubtedly

in his library. Dinner was over at eight-

thirty and all was normal up to then. It is

true that the alarm was somewhat late in

the evening, but the tragedy certainly oc-

curred about the hour named in the note.

There is no evidence at all that Mr. Gibson

had been out of doors since his return from

town at five o'clock. On the other hand,

Miss Dunbar, as I understand it, admits

that she had made an appointment to meet

Mrs. Gibson at the bridge. Beyond this she

would say nothing, as her lawyer had advised

her to reserve her defence. We have several

very vital questions to ask that young lady,

and my mind will not be easy until we have

seen her. I must confess that the case

would seem to me to be very black against

her if it were not for one thing."

" And what is that, Holmes ? "

The finding of the pistol in her wardrobe."

" Dear me, Holmes ! " I cried, " that

seemed to me to be the most damning

incident of all."

" Not so, Watson. It had struck me even

at my first perfunctory reading as very

strange, and now that I am in closer touch

with the case it is my only firm ground for

hope. We must look for consistency. Where

there is a want of it we must suspect de-

ception."

" I hardly follow you."

" Well now, Watson, suppose for a moment

that we visualize you in the character of a

woman who, in a cold, premeditated fashion,

is about to get rid of a rival. You have

planned it. Ð� note has been written. The

victim has come. You have your weapon.

The crime is done. It has been workmanlike

and complete. Do you tell me that after

carrying out so crafty a crime you would now

ruin your reputation as a criminal by for-

getting to fling your weapon into those

adjacent reed-beds which would for ever

cover it, but you must needs carry it care-

fully home and put it in your own ward-

robe, the very first place that would be

searched ? Your best friends would hardly

call you a schemer, Watson, and yet I could

not picture you doing anything so crude as

that."

" In the excitement of the moment "

" No, no, Watson, I will not admit that it

is possible. Where a crime is coolly pre-

meditated, then the means of covering it are

coolly premeditated also. I hope, there-

fore, that we are in the presence of a serious

misconception."

" But there is so much to explain."

" Well, we shall set about explaining it.

When once your point of view is changed,

the very thing which was so damning becomes

a clue to the truth. For example, there is

this revolver. Miss Dunbar disclaims all

knowledge of it. On our new theory she is

speaking truth when she says so. There-

fore, it was placed in her wardrobe. Who

placed it 4here ? Someone who wished to

incriminate her. Was not that person the

actual criminal ? You see how we come

at once upon a most fruitful line of

inquiry."

(The extraordinary solution of this enthralling problem will appear n- ,ionth.)



LOST BABjiALLADS

SOME NEW LIGHT ON

W. S. GILBERT

AND THE SAVOY OPERAS.

By H. ROWLAND BROWN and ROWLAND GREY.

The writers of the following article, who were friends in his later years of

Sir W. S. Gilbert, possess an unrivalled knowledge of the man and his

methods of work. The "Bab Ballads" here given, which are illustrated by

Gilbert's own drawings, were never reprinted in book form, and to most

readers will be perfectly new.

OUR charming business here is to

draw upon Gilbert's earliest contri-

butions of wit and satire, poured

forth in his literary youth, and to

show how surely the masterpieces of his

maturity have their source in those far-off

golden years when all the town awaited the

weekly " Bab."

To revert to magenta-bound volumes of

the long-deceased Fun is not, however, a high

road to the discovery of the lost Gilbert.

Much he wrote in those pages is unsignedâ��

how much, only we fortunate possessors of

his o\vn marked copies can be fully aware, for

there are notably countless paragraphs, rarely

without a characteristic initial letter, proving

him as eager to play the chivalrous champion

to the friendless and needy as to draw his

glittering rapier against pretence and vul-

garity. From the first "his foe \vas folly and

his weapon wit," his heart softer than many-

guessed. When a girl employed by a fashion-

able milliner died of overwork, Gilbert attacked

her "murderer" by name with burning words.

Case after case did he castigate, till cowards

learnt to wince under the whip of Fun.

Coming events cast their shadows before

in such series as the "Comic Physiognomist "

and "Men I Have Met "irresistibly portrayed.

There is not a line uninteresting to the good

Gilbertian, because between them lurk the

origins of many a famous ditty. " Bores are

of four kinds " may be instanced :â��

" i. Those who neither amuse nor in-

struct. 2. Those who amuse without in-

struction. 3. Those who instruct without

amusing. 4. Those who profess to com-

bine instruction and amusement."

For each of such " prosy, dull, society

winners " he was, later, to apportion the

punishment to " fit the crime."

There are those alive who recall passing

the tuck-shop with stoicism in their youth

to keep the penny that would ensure a " Bab."

Yet Gilbert excuses publication in book form

with his invariable modesty, on the ground

that the verses sub-titled " .Much Sound and

Little Sense " " seem to have won a sort of

whimsical popularity." " They are not, as

a rule, founded on fact," he goes on, demurely.

" I have ventured to publish the little

pictures with them because, while they are

certainly quite as bad as the ballads, I sup-

pose they are not much worse." The

pictures are, indeed, beyond criticism. They

defy it. They may be technically all wrong ;

humoristically they are all right.

Alas ! it was Gilbert himself who com-

mitted the essentially Gilbertian sin of

tinkering these classics, for in the last

edition he edited during his lifetime

his " improvements " broke the spell of

cherished illusions. He perpetrated another

literary crime even harder to forgive in

condemning nearly twenty innocent " Babs "

to burial alive. They were not reprinted in

the book.

One suchâ��a veritable " Bab " in proseâ��

is " Our Own Pantomime. Harlequin Wil-

kinson ; or The Fairy Pew-Opener and

the Vicar of Pendleton-cum-Turnip-Top."

Surely no great discernment is required to

find distinct suggestions, both of " The Sor-

cerer " and "Trial by Jury," here.

It is sad that space lacks to quote

" Gemma di Vergy," " a five-act play in

blank verse suitable for Miss Bateman,"

for it is noteworthy that Jumbles the

Jester gives a hint of the incomparable

Jack Point :â��

" JULIA : A murrain on thee, thou fool !

" JUMHLES (sarcastically) : Nay, it is thou
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that art the fool, and I, Jumbles the

Jester, am a wise man.

" GEMMA (sternly) : This jester has amused

me oft by his rare wit.

" JUMBLES (feeling himself called upon to say

something smart) : Then art thou for-

sworn, and I, the fool, am the wiser of

the twain."

THE LOST "BABS."

To pass to the rhymed "Babs, " which

have become lost because never republished,

is at once to perceive their real literary im-

portance. Lear, Calverley, " Bon Gaultier,"

Lewis Carroll, produced flowers of airy fancy

which are perennial joys. These, however, are

not flowers only. The "Babs" bore fruitâ��

the fruit of the joyous operas compact of the

art that conceals art. " The Story of Gentle

Archibald," who wanted to be a clown, a

cautionary tale Mr. Belloc could not surpass,

is among the disinterred. " Archibald the

All-Right " of " Patience " might have

written it, and its analogy with those dear

favourites of that opera, " Teasing Tom "

and "Gentle Jane," need no underlining.

My children, once I knew a boy

(liis name was Archibald Molloy)

Whose kind papa, one Christmas-time,

Took him to see a pantomime.

He was a mild, delightful boy.

Who hated jokes that caused annoy ;

And none who knew him could complain

That Archy ever gave them pain.

But don't suppose he was a sad

Or serious, solemn kind of lad ;

Indeed, he was a cheerful son,

Renowned for mild, respectful fun.

But, oh ! it was a rueful day

When he was taken to the play ;

The Christmas pantomime that night

Destroyed his gentle nature quite :

And as they walked along the road

That led to his papa's abode,

As on they trudged through muck and mire,

He said, " Papa, if you desire

My fondest hopes and joys to crown,

Allow me to become a clown ! "

I will not here attempt to show

The bitter agony and woe,

The sorrow and depression dire

Of Archy's old and feeble sire.

" Oh, Archibald," said he, " my boy,

My darling Archibald Molloy !

Attention for one moment lend.

You cannot seriously intend

To spend a roving life in town.

As vulgar, base, dishonest c'own,

And leave your father in the lurch

Who aways meant you for the Church,

And nightly dreams he sees his boy,

' The Reverend Archibald Molloy ' ' !

That night as Archy lay awake,

Thinking of all he'd break and take

If he but had his heart's desire,

The room seemed filled with crimson fire ;

The wall expanded by degrees.

Disclosing shells and golden trees.

Revolving round and round and round :

Red coral strewn upon the ground ;

And on the trees, in tasty green,

The loveliest fairies ever seen.

But one, more fair than all the rest,

Came from a lovely golden nest,

And said to the astonished boy,

" Oh, Master Archibald Molloy,

I know the object of your heart !

To-morrow morning you shall start

Upon your rambles through the town

As merry mischief-making clown ! "

*****

Next day, when Nurse Amelia called,

To wash and dress her Archibald,

She opened both her aged eyes

With unmistakable surprise

To find that Archy, in the night.

Had turned all red and blue and white â�¢
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Of healthy colour not a trace-

Red patches on his little face,

Black horsehair wig, round rolling eyes,

Short trousers of prodigious size.

White legs and arms, with spots of blue,

And spots upon his body, too !

Said she, " Why, what is this, my boy ?

My gentle Archibald Molloy !

Your good | apa I'll go ami tell,

You must lie dreadfully unwell.

Although I know of no disease

With any symptoms such as these."

The good old lady turned to go

And fetch his good papa, when, lo !

With irresistible attack

He jumped upon her aged back,

Pulled off the poor old lady's front.

And thrashed her, while she tried to grunt,

" Oh, Archibald, what have you done ?

Is this your mild, respectful fun.

You bad, ungentlemanly boy "i

Fie on you. Archibald Molloy ! "

Some dreadful power unseen, but near,

Still urged him on his wild career,

And made him burn and steal and kill

Against his gentlemanly will.

The change had really turned his brain ;

He boiled his little sister Jane ;

He painted blue his aged mother ;

Sat down upon his little brother ;

Tripped up his cousins with his hoop ;

Put pussy in his father's soup ;

Placed beetles in his uncle's shoe ;

Cut a policeman right in two ;

Spread devastation roundâ��and, ah !

He red-hot-pokered his papa !

Be sure this highly reckless course

Brought Archibald sincere remorse ;

He liked a joke, and loved a laugh.

But was too well-behaved by halfâ��

With too much justice and good senseâ��

To laugh at other folks' expense.

The gentle boy could never sleep,

But used to lie awake and weep,

To think of all the ill he'd done.

" Is this," said he, " respectful fun '!

Oh, fairy, fairy, I would fain

That you should change me back again !

Some dreadful power 1 can't resist

Directs my once respectful fist.

Change, and I'll never once complain,

Or wish to be a clown again ! "

He spoke, and lo ! the wretched boy

Once more was Archibald Molloy â�¢

He gave a wild, delighted scream,

And wokeâ��for lo ! it was a dream.

GILBERT'S "REJECTED ADDRESSES."

With possibly the exception of " Blabworth-

cum-Talkington," an inferior version of

' Sir Macklin," and even more virulent

against the strait-laced opposers of Sunday

excursions and innocent outdoor pleasures,

Gilbert's " Rejected Addresses " alone would

have given popularity to a lesser light.

" Sir Conrad and the Rusty One " is an

instance, with Conrad's battle-cry of " King

Harry and Aunt Jane," as he had failed to

find a younger fair to dub him knight. " The

Sensation Twins " and " The Bandoline

Player," " Sir Galahad the Goluptious," are

men who should be met in handy volume

form. " Fanny and Jenny," severally in

love with Spiers and Pond and Bertram and

Roberts, make the glad eye not unper-

suasively. " The Ghost and His Lad ye

Love " belong to " Ruddigore," as will be

shown, and to the " Prince il Balenie " it is

alleged peculiarly romantic interest attaches,

as written upon a wedding journey before for

tune came to " Bab." It is hard to have to

pickand choose, yet surely the portraitsof "The

Three Bohemian Ones" are equal to any, their

story highly instructive :â��

A worthy man in every way

Was Mister Jasper Porklebay ;

He was a merchant of renown

(The firm was Porklebay and

Brown).

Three sons he had. and only three.

But they were bad as bad could be :

They spurned their lather's right-

eous ways,

And went to races, balls, and

plays

On Sundays they would laugh

and joke,

I've heard them bet, I've known them smoke.

At whist they'd sometimes take a hand ;

These vices Jasper couldn't stand.

At length the eldest son, called Dan,

Became a stock tragedian.

And earned his bread by ranting through

Shakespearean parts, as others do.

The second (Donald) would insist

On starting as a journalist,

And wrote amusing tales and scenes

In all the monthly magazines.

The youngest (Singleton his name)

A comic artist he became.

And made an income fairly good

By drawing funny heads on wood.
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And as they trod these fearful ways

(These three misguided Porklebays)

They drew not on their father's hoardâ��

For Jasper threw them overboard.

Yesâ��Jasper, grieving at their fall.

Renounced them one, renounced them all.

And lived alone, so good and wise,

At Zion Villa, Clapham Rise.

By dint of work and skilful plan

Old Jasper grew a wealthy man ;

And people said, in slangy form,

That Jasper P. would " cut up warm."

He had no relative at all

On whom his property could fall,

Except, of course, his wicked sons.

Those three depraved Bohemian ones.

So he determined he would fain

Bequeath his wealth (despite mortmain),

Freeholds, debenture stock, and all,

To some deserving hospital.

When his intent was known abroad,

Excitement reigned in every ward,

And with the well-experienced throng

Of operators all went wrong.

St. George's, Charing Cross, and Guy's,

And little Westminster likewise,

Bartholomew's and Middlesex,

Combined old Jasper to perplex.

House surgeons, spite of patients' hints.

Bound headaches up in fracture splints ;

In measles, strapped the spots that come,

With strips of plain diachylum.

Rare leeches, skilled at fever beds,

For toothache shaved their patients' heads;

And always cut their fingers off

If they complained of whooping cough.

Their zeal grew greater day by day,

And each did all that in him lay

To prove his own pet hospital

The most deserving of them all.

Though Jasper P. could not but feel

Delighted at this show of zeal.

When each in zeal exceeds the rest,

One can't determine which is best.

Interea, his reckless boys

Indulged in low Bohemian joys :

They sometimes smoked till all was blue.

And danced at evening parties, too.

The hospitals, conflicting sore,

Perplexed poor Jasper more and more.

But, ah ! ere Jasper could decide,

Poor charitable man, he died.

And Donald, Singleton, and Dan

Now roll in wealth, despite his plan :

So Donald, Dan, and Singleton,

By dint of accident have won.

Vice triumphs here ; but, if you please,

It's by exceptions such as these

(From probability removed)

That every standing rule is proved.

By strange exceptions Virtue deigns

To prove how paramount she reigns

A standing rule I do not know

That's been more oft established so.

Nonsense, perhaps, but "Ah,

what precious nonsense ! "

The world without the

" Babs " would assuredly be

duller.

Gilbert had no ear for

music in the accepted sense.

He taught a wonderfully

clever parrot to whistle "God

Save the Queen," or at least

his version of it, and it was

deplorably flat. But he had

a marvellous ear for rhythm,

as well as a marvellous

memory, and though there
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is said to be one single metrical error in

the operas, it is not easy to discover it. This

error was the crux of a Gilbert examina-

tion paper many years ago in the West-

minster Gazette. Indeed, he was never so

happy as when quoting at length from the

old burlesque writers, of whom H. J. Byron

was his special favourite ; and to the last

he could reel off an " .Â¡Eneid " learnt at

school, and reams of Calverley's extremely

difficult mnemonics. One who writes here

asked him where he got the quaint names of

the people of the " BabÂ»." He did not go,

as did Balzac and his favourite, Dickens,

marking down the names over shopsâ��the

Boffins, the Snodgrasses. He said the names

came naturally to the rhythm of his verses,

and a remarkable collection they are. The

illustrations were never begun before the

ballad was in form,

and from the days of

the " Pinafore " on-

wardsâ��the days when

Lord Salisbury joined

in its choruses at

Hatfield with Disraeli,

noting "Pinafore

Smith " among the

listenersâ��he provided

Sullivan with a choice

of lyrics over and

above those finally in-

cluded in the score.

Unfortunately these

extra pieces do not

appear to have been

preserved. Gilbert

was an inveterate de-

stroyer, and as soon

as an opera was com-

pleted, even the MS.,

if not given to the

prima donna or some

other fortunate artist,

was consigned to the

wastepaper basket.

For a time Gilbert's

libretti were in form

more or less of the X*

old burlesque. The . >/ '

first in collaboration â�¢

with Sullivan, "Thes-

pis ; or the Gods

Grown Old," is of this

type. It was written

and produced in a

month at the Gaiety.

But from that time

forward Gilbert created

his own forms. " I

have translated three

farces or farcical

comedies Irom the Some unpublished

French," he wrote in W. S.

Vol hÂ¡Â¡Â¡.-8.

1883, "and I have adapted two English works

â��namely, ' Great Expectations ' and ' Ought

We to Visit Her ? ' With these exceptions, all

the plays I have written are original."

THE FIRST OF THE FAMOUS SERIES.

" Trial by Jury " opens the triumphal

series. It is a skit on the then notorious

procedure of breach-of-promise actions.

The original " set " was adapted from the

chief court of the Clerkenwell Sessions House,

which had apparently a previous existence

as a place of entertainment other than that

afforded by Judge and Bar, who were the

particular targets for Gilbert's arrows in

the pages of Fun. Some alterations had to

be made in the disposition of the dock and

barristers' seats, but the scene as we see it

to- lay is substantially that of the old court-

house closed last year.

â�� ] Then came "The

Sorcerer." Its cradle

is in the Christmas

number of a bygone

Graphic, and hints of

its development occur

in " The Cunning

Woman"â��" MacCata-

combe de Salmoneye

was her uncommon

name." A long pro-

cession of churchmen

in the "Babs," gentle-

men all, are forerunners

of the " pale young

curate."

And then the " Pina-

fore," fresh to-day

after its joyous cruise

of four-and-forty

years. Half-a-dozen

" Babs," among them

"The Martinet," "The

Sensation Captain,"

"Joe Golightly,"

supply the motive,

beginning with Captain

Reece, commander of

the Mantelpiece, who

still holds premier

pride of place in all

subsequent editions of

the Ballads. The

model ship from which

the set was made still

stands in the entrance-

hall of Grim's Dyke,

and looking on it a

vision rises of a far-

away afternoon when

three naval captains

stood before it and

the voice of Jellicoe

pronounced thÃ©

rough sketches by

Gilbert.
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verdict, " Not a rope wrong." Gilbert

enlisted the services of an old salt to

adjust the rigging once a year ; himself an

expert yachtsman, holding a master's certifi-

cate, he was as familiar with the rigging and

equipment of a three-decker as those admirals-

to-be themselves. " Our saucy ship's a

beauty," and Captain Corcoran, who appears

later in " Utopia " as Sir Edward Corcoran,

K.C.B., still proudly walks her quarter-deck.

Yet another admiral inspected the doughty

warship on the first occasion of the revival

of " Pinafore," and here is a letter, dated

"Admiralty, December 14, 1887," to the

composer :â��

" MY DEAR ARTHUR,â��I was perfectly

delighted with ' Pinafore ' last nightâ��quite

excellent. You told me to tell you any-

thing I saw which offended the eye of an

expert. Don't be X. They are minor

details, but make the difference in per-

fection and not absolute perfection. "Then

follow suggestions on improved rigging,

manning the yards, etc. These are a few

details, the rest is quite excellent.

" Yours ever,

" CHARLIE BERESFORD."

Success at sea was clearly another link

between Gilbert and his great ancestor.

" The Pirates of Penzance " in its incep-

tion is a travesty of the old melodrama

which survived the date of its production

principally in the toy theatres with card-

board characters Gilbert loved from his

earliest boyhood. We often discussed the

fascination of these " penny plain, tuppence

coloured " sheets which emanated from the

purlieus of Old St. Luke's, and the make-up

of the Pirate King was surely suggested by

the brigand chief who swaggered and strutted

before the tin oil-footlights in the Theatres

Royal of our youth.

GILBERT'S METHOD OF WORKING.

Gilbert's love of the theatre, indeed, dates

from his earliest boyhood, and he wrote the

plays for himself up to the cardboard charac-

ters. At school in the 'forties at Baling, he

wrote and produced plays for his school-

fellows. Unfortunately there is no scrap of

paper containing these first essays. But a

" toy " theatre, or, rather, the stage, remained

part of his author's stock-in-trade, and on it

were manoeuvred and rehearsed the positions

of a little army of wooden blocks represent-

ing principals and chorus. Gilbert, indeed,

harking back to classic precedent, was the

first to assign intelligent interest and action

to the chorus. The chorus plays a most

important part in the operas, and is no mere

group of automatons swaying backwards

and forwards on one toe, wholly indifferent

to the actions of the persons of the drama.

The Policeman's chorus in the " Pirates " is

a classic. The " Babs " abound in police-

men, for whom, both in prose and verse, he

had a marked partiality. A bishop and a

head-master of a great public school have, to

our knowledge, recently collaborated in a

Latin version of " When constabulary duty's

to be done," and Gilbert often chuckled at

the idea of the sixth-form boy required to

turn his stanzas into hexameters and iambics.

" Patience," the first of the operas to be

produced at the Savoy Theatre, is only linked

to the " Babs " by " Gentle Archibald," as

aforesaid. It was- inspired by the aesthetic

movement of the time (1881), when Gilbert's

friend, George du Maurier, was holding up

South Kensington to gentle ridicule in

Punchâ�� good taste misplaced." The make-

up of the ladies after Botticelli in the later

revivals is therefore warranted, as well as

more effective than that adopted in the

earlier representations. Gilbert has been

criticized unfavourably as harsh to old age,

and the criticism is based largely on the song

put into the mouth of Lady Jane in this

opera. Anyone who takes the trouble to

read the lyric, " Silvered is the raven hair,"

and others of similar nature, will find the

satire directed, not against old age, but

against the mature who play at youthâ��

mutton dressed as lamb. For this dish he

had no liking.

In " lolanthe," the only opera of which the

original notes, sketches, and scenarios exist,

to our knowledge, Gilbert returns with re-

newed vigour to an idea crystallized in the

" Babs " of a fairy wedded to a mortal,

whose offspring partakes corporeally of both

parents. In the " Babs " the father is an

attorney ; in the opera, after several in-

carnations as stockbroker and attorney, he

blossoms out into the " highly susceptible

Chancellor." Gilbert invariably rehearsed

chorus and principals. We remember him

at the dress rehearsal of an " lolanthe "

revival imploring the procession of peers to

" wear their coronets as if they were u.sed to

them." It has been said that he never

entered the theatre after the first night. This

is as foolish a fable as that during first nights

he paced the Embankment in a state of abject

nervous excitement. As a matter of fact,

he was usually to be found at the Beefsteak

Club at such moments.

" Princess Ida " cannot be better described

than by the author himself. " A respectful

operatic version of Tennyson's Princess."

He had already been attracted to the

Laureate's poem in pre-Savoy days, making

of it " a whimsical allegory."

THE ALL-CONQUERING "MIKADO."

" The Mikado " followed. It has no dis-

coverable prototype in Gilbert's realm of

topsy-turvydom, whether in the " Babs " or
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elsewhere. It has been played all over the

world and in many languages. A time-worn

telegram signed " Malet " (Ambassador)

announces its immediate success in Berlin,

as in Budapest. The only unoriginal lyrics

are the Japanese. These, or at least the

foundations of the choruses built to usher in

his Imperial Majesty, were furnished by the

Hon. B. Mitford, afterwards Lord Redesdale,

then in the British Legation at Tokio.

The brilliancy of " The Mikado " perhaps

rather overshadowed " Kuddigore." At all

events, the run of the piece was shorter than

was customary at the Savoy. It has its

origin in one of the " German Reed Enter-

tainments " written by Gilbert in the 'sixties

â��"Ages Ago," where

ancestors also

stepped from their

frames. A forecast

of the famous

Ghost Song of the

second act occurs

in Fun, with a

characteristic illus-

tration :â��

Fair phantom, come !

The moon's awake.

The owl hoots Â¡piily from

its brake.

The blithesome bat's

a-vvin".

Come, soar to yonder

silent clouds.

The ether teems with

peopled shrouds ;

We'll fly the lightsome

spectre crowds,

Thou cloudy, clammy

thing!

Two unpublished

sketches by W. S.

Gilbert.

And there is a

further " Bab " hint

in the " Modest Couple," descriptive of the

carryings on of Peter and Sarah Bligh.

To resume the ridiculous after the sublime,

when the ghosts have returned to their

frames, was evidently a matter of concern

to author and composer. On the day after

the production, January 22nd, 1887, Gilbert

writes :â��

" 38, Harrington Gardens,

" 23rd January, 1887.

" DEAR SULLIVAN,â��I can't help thinking

that the second act would be greatly im-

proved if the recitation before Grossmith's

song were omitted, and the song reset to

an air that would admit of his singing it

desperatelyâ��almost in a passionâ��the

torrent of which would take him off the

stage at the end. After the long and

solemn ghost scene, I fancy a lachrymose

song is out of place, particularly as it is

followed by another slow numberâ��the

duet between Jessie and Barrington. I

feel this so strongly that I send this by

hand, so that if you are of my opinion the

matter could be put in hand at once, and

perhaps sung on Wednesday next. The

Observer is kindly.

" Yours truly,

" W. S. GILBERT.

" P.S.â��I will call and talk it over this

afternoon at three if you like."

GILBERT'S FAVOURITE OPERA.

Gilbert's industry was as ready as his wit.

In " The Yeomen of the Guard " he strikes

out in a new direction altogether. Confessedly

Gilbert's favourite, it sounds a note of

pathos wanting to its predecessors, but

by no means always to the Gilbertian

Muse. In it we have to deal with men

of flesh and blood, not delightful fairies

and whimsicalities ; and the women are

realâ��a very rare occurrence in the operas.

Indeed, it is remarkable how the male

element predominates throughout the

series. The " Yeomen " contains one of

the most exquisite lyrics in the language

â��the song of Fairfax, " Is Life a Boon ? "

fit to rank highâ��a true Elizabethanâ��in

our selectest anthologies.

The sweet serious mood did not last

long. In "The Gon-

doliers " " Bab " is

back at his old

pranks : changeling

babes â�� a constant

'Bab" motifâ��and

universal topsy-

turvydom ; the gon-

dolier boatmen-

monarchs blacking

their own boots, and

Grand Inquisitors

cutting discreet

capers with pretty

contadine.

"AN ARTIST AND

A GENTLEMAN."

Naturally reticent and proud, with the

artistic temperament brought to its highest

pitch, he had a reputation wholly unmerited

for aloofness and mordant bitterness of

tongue. True, he had a rooted hatred for

pretence and ostentation, a perfect disdain

for meanness and miserliness. In his library

there stood, and yet stands, a full-length

statuette of Thackeray, for whose character

and personality he had the deepest respect.

Indeed, to a great extent, as a young man

he seems to have modelled his attitude

towards morality and art on that of the author

of " Vanity Fair." Thackeray was detested

by the snob of his dayâ��so was Gilbert. But

he once said he never said a hard thing of

anyone who did not deserve the castigation.
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Y dear

Victor,

why not

admit that

you funked the place

â��and let it go at

that ? " Naomi Braun-

ston flicked the lash

of her heavy hunting-

crop scientifically at a

twig in the leafless hedgerows, re-coiled the

thong round her hand, and trotted offâ��rising

squarely as a man from her man's saddleâ��

into the gathering twilight.

For a moment her companion thought to

follow. Then, changing his mind, he walked

his t:red roan on up the hill. A flush deep

as thÃ© mud-flecked scarlet of his hunting-

coat mantled his wind-tanned cheeks. Under

the auburn of the cropped moustache, his

fine teeth bit on the lower lip. His eyes,

steel-blue beneath the black brim of the high

silk hat, were the eyes of a shamed schoolboy.

And perhaps it wa.; schoolboyish for a

ntan of thirty-eight with Victor's service

record to take such a remark seriously. But

when you happen to have been born in the

very centre of that particular England which

folk call " The Shires " ; when, from the hour

you first straddled a Shetland pony no

bigger than the stable mastiff to the day you

came back twice wounded and four times

decorated from the conquered Rhine, every-

thing you thought worth living for (and

fighting for, and, if necessary, dying for)

has been comprised in the three syllables

of the word " fox-hunting " ; when you're

" damned if you know what to do with your-

self " from the time of the" stinking violets "

to the time when the " dahlias are dead " ;

when the only music you love is the high

note of hounds breaking covert on a breast-

high scent, and all the pictures you care to

see are the pictures a man may espy from

the back of a mettlesome horse as he follows

the speeding pack ; when, all about you,

for forty hard-riding miles on either side,

neither man, woman, nor child worries if you
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be lord or steeple-

chase jock, poet or

profiteer, so long as

you go straight at

your fences and don't

gallop more than abso-

lutely necessary over

Farmer Thompson's

wheat ; and whenâ��in

addition to all these

things â�� you happen

to be Lieutenant-Colonel Sir Victor Plow-

right Lomondham, Baronet, Royal Horse

Artillery (retired), of Lomondham Hall,

Leicestershire, and Charles Street, May-

fair, with thirty thousand pounds a year

inherited income, a moderate conceit of

yourself, and an immoderate desire to

share both with your neighbour's daughter

Naomiâ��then, quite conceivably, you allow

that kind of remark, especially from her, to

rankle.

Besidesâ��and this was the worst of itâ��the

remark happened to be true. Victor Lomond-

hamâ��as he now admitted to his private

soulâ��had funked not only the particular

place of which Naomi spoke, a double-oxer

with a nastyish ditch on the take-off side

and a still nastier one on the landing, but

half a hundred other leaps during the last

half-dozen weeks. Ever since the opening

meet of the seasonâ��to be perfectly frank

with Irimselfâ��he had been " going like a pair

of boots." Something, some Peculiar Thing,

seemed to have got hold of him. To-night,

riding at a snail-pace toward the lights of his

home, Lomondham knew, for the first time,

that the name of that Peculiar Thing must

be " Fear."

And at that he thought, grimly, " Afraid !

Me ! Good God, this won't doâ��this won't

do at all." It seemed almost incredible that,

after five years of warfareâ��years during

which, inwardly, he had so often scoffed at

others " getting the wind up "â��Fear should

have singled him out, in the hunting-field of

all places, for its victim. Yet the incredible

had to be faced. " I am afraid," he thought.

" I'm scared stiff of my own gee-gees."

Copyright, IQ22, by Gilbert Frn:ik.ui in the U.S.A. All rights reserved.
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The roan, as though in confirmation of

his master's newly-acquired self-knowledge,

stumbledâ��sending the rider's heart into

his mouth. Lomondham damned the beast,

damned himself for his injustice (no horse

stumbles on purpose), and so came past the

lodge-gates of Lomondham Hall, round the

drive, into the great quadrangle of his stables.

As he dismounted a boy ran to take the horse,

and Walters, the stud-groomâ��a burly, clean-

shaven worthy who had been in the Lomond-

hams' service all his lifeâ��approached with

touched cap and a deferentially cheerful :

" How did it go after the change, Sir Victor?"

" Pretty fair, thanks, Walters." Lomond-

ham stamped his booted feet on the gravel,

and the pair of them followed the tired nag

under the stable archwayâ��for the habits of

the Regular Army are not lightly discarded,

nor was the master of Lomondham Hall one

of those who leave the care of their horses to

underlings, however trustworthy those under-

lings may nppcar to be.

II.

HUNTING over for the day, his hour in

"Stables" had always been Lomond-

ham's supreme and particular joy. But

this eveningâ��and weariness, even after the

hardest galloped run, was rare with himâ��â�¢

he felt weary, almost too weary to make his

usual round. Yet the physical fatigue in

him seemed paltry when compared with the

mental unease.

Breaking one of his own stable-rules, he

lit himself a cigarette, and began to paceâ��

the silent stud-groom at his elbowâ��dis-

consolately clown the red - brick - floored,

electric-lit corridors, opening each door as

he came to it, entering here, merely peering

in there, while the rugged occupants of the

odorous stalls stamped and whinnied to his

known approach.

Two dozen first-class horses there were at

Lomondham Hallâ��as fine a string of hunters

as the poorest hunting-man ever dreamed of

in his poverty ; and master and stud-groom

visited two-and-twenty of them, from Quick-

silver, the chestnut pony with the white

stockings, who had leaped Little Overdine

Brook clean from poached bank to poached

bank on the day when Farmer Thompson's

cart-horses and tackle-chains had worked

till dusk dragging bogged thoroughbreds from

the mire, past the two grey Arabs, Sclim and

Ali, whose tails stuck up like gigantic ostrich-

feathers, and whose actions were smooth as

a cat's canter over turf, to the slim seventeen-

hand Nigger Princess, with her ears bent

wickedly backwards, the whites of her eye-

balls gleaming, and her hind hoofs itching

to lash out at the visitors.

It was on Nigger Princessâ��quiet as a lamb

once mounted but a devil unleashed in

stablesâ��that Victor, just before " change of

horses," had funked the " place " of which

Naomi spoke ; and he stood watching the

mare for a long while, wondering whether she

too realized her master's cowardice.

" About to-morrow, Sir Victor ? " inter-

rupted Walters, anxious for his tea.

" Selim and Ali's turn, isn't it ? I sha'n't

need the car " Lomondham stopped,

chewing at his moustache. To-morrow, thank

the Lord ! would be an easy dayâ��the meet

practically at his own gates, the country

known to a post, Selim and Aliâ��rides for a

baby.

" Very good, Sir Victor." Walters, his

duties almost over for the day, made a slight

movement towards the last two loose-boxes,

from one of which came the hiss and scrape

of the stable-boy cleaning the roan. But

his master halted him with a sharp,

" Walters ! Did you have Mustard-Pot shod

this morning ? "

" Yes, Sir Victor."

" Good. I'll have a look at him."

Master, a vague idea simmering at the back

of his mind, and man, concealing his annoy-

ance, made their way to the end loose-box of

all, clicked on the light, opened the high

grilled door, and passed in.

The first peculiarity which struck the

observer's eye about Mustard-Pot was his

colour ; the next his size. Stripped of his

rugs, the enormous horse, standing pre-

historic in the glare of the naked light-bulb

above his manger, showed as near butter-

yellow as a steed can be and live. In build,

he might have been model to some equine

sculptor of the gigantically symbolic. Judg-

ing from the slope of his huge shoulders, from

the set of his lean pasterns, from the muscled

swell of his gaskins, and the sinuous perfec-

tion of his hocks, any man might have said

to himselfâ��as Lomondham had said when

he bought him, preternaturally cheap at a

little-frequented show: " Here is the leaper

of the world ! "

And as a fact, in cold blood, over schooling-

fences or the bar, Mustard-Pot could have

held his own, and more than his own, with a

kangaroo. As a show-jumper, he had no

equal ; as a hack, his paces and his temper

were no less perfect than his appearance was

bizarre. It was only in the hunting-fieldâ��

and possibly on the steeplechase course,

though Victor, who at that period of his life

hated racing, had never tried the experiment

â��that Mustard-Pot became entirely unman-

ageable. Whether, according to stable-

legend, the animal had circus-blood in him,

and could only perform in a ring ; whether

he suffered from that obscure human com-

plaint known as " crowd-panic " ; or whether,

in the words of Tom Sampey, the Little Over-

dine horse-breaker whom he had brought
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back white and shaking like a leaf after a

three-mile bolt up and down the stiffest

country in the Vale of Screever, " The

tremble with him is that he's got a nose like

a hound and follows scent on his own "â�¢â��

appeared to Mustard-Pot's owner, as he

ground one spurred heel pensively into the

clean peat-moss litter, the most unprofitable

of speculations. Remained, as solid cer-

tainty, only the fact that ifâ��instead of

Selimâ��he rode the yellow horse on the

morrow, nobody, not even Naomi, could

accuse him of funking.

" I think I'll give the Arabs a day off," he

said, tersely. " We'll make it Mustard-Pot

first. Quicksilver second"; and leaving the

stud-groom to astonished speculation and

the re-rugging of the horse, strode off.

III.

THE dwelling-house of Lomonclham Hall,

a vast brown-stone pile, tall of chimney-

stack and mullioned of window, backed

by the great oaks and green rides of Lomond-

ham Wood, and fronted, mile upon mile, by

the terracing down-sweep of Lomondham

Vale, is separated from the stables by a good

three hundred yards of gravel drive and

shrubberyâ��distance enough, if a man take

it slowly, for him to change his mind more

than once. But Victeir, having given his

order to the stud-groom, did not turn back.

He-cameâ��a tall, powerful figure, the last

.person in the world one would have sus-

pected of " nerves "â��between the tall opal

lights either side the open front door, up the

steps, and into the big square galleried hall.

He handed his hat, his gloves, and his

lumting-crop to his waiting valet ; he sank

into his big chair by the blazing fire ; he

permitted himself to be served with tea and

muffins from massive Georgian silver ; he

patted his rough-haired terrier with a

firm, capable hand : and went up the

balustered staircase to his warmed bath-

room as coolly as any other millionaire

aristocrat without a care in the world save

his own enjoyment.

Yet, inwardly, Sir Victor Plowright

Lomondham, of Lomondham Hall, knew

himself all one shivering apprehension.

Dressing for dinner, in the beamed Tudor

bedroom, he remembered the Biblical phrase.

" His-bo weis-turned to water " ; and found

it amazingly applicable to the. morrow.

Dining, - alone with his gloomy pictured

ancestors, the men-servants manoeuvring

like trained shadows behind his back, it

seemed to him that the foods were tasteless,

the wine soured in his mouth. In the

smoking-roomâ��dinner over, whisky-and^soda

at his elbow, a cigar between his teethâ��he

fell to wondering why, for the past month,

he had never invited a guest.

Then he grew introspective ; and in this

mood of introspectiem, a mood never before

experienced, he thought, suddenly, " I'm

lonely, the most damnably lonely fellow in

the world."

From whichâ��and this, perhaps, furnishes

the psychological diagnosis that a nerve-

doctor, had Sir Victor ever dreamed of con-

sulting one, would have made on his mental

conditionâ��the baronet's thoughts switched,

longingly, to Naomi. Vividly and acutely he

became conscious of herâ��of the long lithe

limbs, breeched knees gripping saddle, booted

feet thrust home in the stirrup-irons ; of the

broad shoulders and the deep bosom which

the riding-coat hid without concealing ; of

the hands capable as his own ; of the fine

little head, beclustcred with darkling tresses ;

of the eyes, big and jet-black under jet-black

brows ; and the red ripe fullness of- those lips

which had said to him : ' You funked tlu-

placeâ��let it go at that."

Followed, hot on the heels of this sudden

vision, a rage of self-questioning. Even

admitting that he had " got the wind up " in

the hunting-field, what the devil difference

did that make to his marrying Naomi ?

Hadn't hundreds, thousands of other men

been forcedâ��sooner or laterâ��to give up

riding in the " first flight " ? Didn't a man's

nerve, naturally, break down when he reached

a certain age ? Weren't there cases of steeple-

chase jockeys, fellows cool as cucumbers in

the hell-for-lcather leap-and-gallop between

the flags of a marked and prepared course.

â�¢who didn't dareâ��simply didn't dareâ��

ride straight to hounds across a couple of

miles of cut-and-laid and ridge-and-furrow ?

Didn't a chap's nerve come back, come back

quite miraculously, if only he took a really

good toss over timber ? And, finallyâ��

finally, wouldn't Naomi, the very moment

she saw him on Mustard-Pot, realize that her

taunt had .been unjust, and apologize for it ?

- That-.imagined apology, you see, was the

real crux, of the whole business. Lomond -

â�¢ham had been on the verge, on the very

verge of proposing. But a man, a man of

his temperament and outlook, couldn't very

well propose to a girl whoâ��who had the

whip-hand of him. In matrimony as in

life, the master of Lomondham Hall must

be top-dog ; capable of controlling his woman

as of controlling his staff and his gee-gees.

Many a man, by the way, has broken his

neck in the hunting-field for far less reason !

IV.

EV1ONDHAM, according to custom, left the

smoking-room at half-past ten to the

tick; dismissed his valet at ten-forty-

five ; got into bed at five minutes to eleven

â�¢â��and never slept a wink till 4 a.m. Alter-

nately, through the long restless hours,
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" Good moining, Victor. So Tom managed to break Mustard-Pot (or you, did he ?
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Naomi, Nigger Princess, and Mustard-Pot

haunted him ; and when at long last he did

sleep, the yellow horse gallopaded through

his dreamsâ��dreams in which he heard

himself praying, voicelessly to the heedless

gods, for a frost severe enough to stop hunting

for ever and ever, amen. Morning, however,

brought neither frost nor storm ; but a

greyly perfect winter's day, almost warm

and with hardly a breath of wind.

Morning, too, brought its mental reaction ;

so that it seemed to Naomi's lover, sitting

down spurred and scarlet-clad to his ample

breakfast, as though the night had never

been. His mood of the moment was sheer

recklessnessâ��that particular kind of reck-

lessness which is so often mistaken for true

courage. He thought, a little bombasti-

cally: "I'll show that saffron quadruped,

I'll show Naomi Braunston, who is master."

And this mood of swaggering recklessness

â��a mood as foreign to the real poised

Lomondham as the introspection of the

night beforeâ��endured all through breakfast-

time, all through his post-breakfast cigar

and his half-hour with his newspaper in the

bow-windowed library, right up to the very

moment whenâ��at ten-thirty to the second

â��Mustard-Pot's big hoofs halted on the

gravel drive. Then, abruptly, " nerves "

once more had their way with him.

Neither his hands, asâ��his gleaming silk

hat already on his headâ��he took his buckskin

gloves and his short-handled long-thonged

crop from his man ; nor his white-breeched,

top-booted legsâ��as he stood on the broad

steps looking down at the saddled horseâ��

actually trembled : yet, to prevent them

from trembling took every ounce of his self-

control. He wanted to say to Walters,

whose curiosity had not been able to resist

the temptation of allotting himself the post

of second horseman for the day, and who was

even now wondering whether he should ask

permission or simply go back to the stables

and bring Quicksilver on : " I've changed

my mind." He wanted to tell the stable-boy

at the horse's head : " Take that brute

away ; and bring Selim round as quickly as

ever you can."

Instead, he went slowly down the broad

stone steps ; gentled the steady yellow

muzzle ; cast a quick eye over girthing and

bridling ; let out a link of the burnished

curb-chain ; thrust his foot into the iron ;

swung himself to saddle with a terse, " You

needn't hold his head as if he were going to

eat you, lad," to the stable-boy ; gave

Walters his orders about Quicksilverâ��and

set off down the drive as though the curious

domestic heads peering from the various

windows did not exist.

All the same, when Mustard-Potâ��appar-

ently the gentlest creature ever foaledâ��

stepped daintily between the lodge-gates,

Mustard-Pot's rider felt acutely self-conscious.

With his terrorâ��for now that he was actually

astride that vast butter-coloured back, only

terror describes his emotionâ��mingled a

peculiar pride. For the first time in his life

he wanted, not merely to do things for the

pleasure of doing them, but so that others,

particularly Naomi, should be witnesses of

his accomplishment.

Nor were spectators lacking to gratify the

man's desire ! Already, a mile from Lomond-

ham Runs, immaculate limousines occupied

by immaculate sportsmen, fat farmers in

grunting Fords, slim farmers' wives in smart

traps, grooms with two horses and grooms

with one, men in pink frock-coats and men

in black cut-aways, bowler-hatted girls

astride and top-hatted women in side-saddles,

boys on ponies and greybeards on cobs,

folk on foot and folk on push-bikes, came

crowding along the road and along the grass

at road-side.

But now, Lomondham's thoughts were

all for the great horse. The great horse,

already conscious of the chase, had pricked

his ears. His neck arched to the reins. He

tossed at his bit. His clipped skin twitched

and twitched. His gentle walk became an

amble. He began to dance among the

crowd. The foot-folk drew to hedge-side.

A hunting-mother shepherding two flapper

daughters cursed " that ass Lomondham,

who ought to know better than to bring

circus-horses into the hunting-field."

Victorâ��his terror momentarily in abey-

anceâ��managed to simmer the horse down

just as Naomi on a big grey and her father

on a fat dun trotted slowly out of the bridle-

path from Little Lomondham on to the

high-road.

She greeted him easily : " Good morning,

Victor. So Tom Sampey managed to break

Mustard-Pot for you, did he ? I'm so glad.

He is a topper." Her father said : " Hallo,

Lomondham. Going to give us all a lead,

what ? "

Lomondham looked at the big black-eyed,

black-moustached landowner, at his tall

black-eyed, black-tressed daughter ; and

answering, " Yes, it's a good thing we've

broken him to hounds at last," wondered

what the devil would happen when hounds

actually appeared.

Then Mustard-Pot began dancing again,

and he had no time to think, no opportunity

to observe that sudden flash of terrified

understanding in the girl's eyes.

V.

FROM the western edge of Lomondham

Ruffsâ��a twenty-acre patch of gorse

through which the green rides cut straight

as cricket-pitchesâ��three hundred horsemen



Gilbert FraÃ¯ikau

117

and horsewomen listened to the shrill music

of hounds to scent, listened for the twang of

the silver horn and the loud " Gone away "

which signals a fox pushed from covert.

But the three-hunclred-and-first horseman

listened not at all.

Mustard-Pot, at first sight of the pack

jig-jogging up the road, had been mad enough,

now, hearing them, he seemed to have gone

utterly crazy. The gentle hack had dis-

appeared ; in its place was a snorting,

plunging, rearing, buck-jumping, pig-jumping

saffron maniac whose one idea seemed to be

to fling his rider out of the saddle and join the

hounds on his own. Lomondham, wrenching at

the near reins as a man wrenches at the tiller

of a racing-yacht, had just managed to draw

away from the rest of the field ; and was

still managingâ��though every leap of the

crazed animal sapped a little more of his

strengthâ��to hold him from bolting into the

gorse. Curiously enough, the man's terror

had disappeared. Clingingâ��thigh, knee, and

calfâ��to the smooth ox-hide ; cursingâ��as

only hunting-men can curseâ��at the back of

Mustard-Pot's heedless ears ; giving him

every inch of rein he dared, yet conscious

that the inch too much would mean disaster ;

swaying to him as he spun like a top ;

leaning back to him as he buckjumped, and

forward, feet scarcely touching the irons,

as he rearedâ��he thought only : " Why

don't the fox break ? Why the devil don't

he break ? " Nerves, love, pride, self-con-

sciousnessâ��all these had momentarily dis-

appeared from Victor's mind. He was just

a horseman ; fighting for mastery ; feeling

â��with each pitched secondâ��that mastery

at ebb from his hands and body ; feeling the

demon under him grow stronger and always

stronger to his own weakness ; knowing

instinctively that his one chance, his one and

only chance of ultimate victory lay in letting

Mustard-Pot have his head and gallop till

the power went out of his jaw-bones.

Mustard-Pot gave one last frantic buck,

head between forelegs, hind heels high in

airâ��and abruptly, from beyond The Ruffs,

came the twang-twang of the huntsman's

horn, the roared " Gone awayâ��gone away "

of a galloping whipper-in. Looking about

him, in the second of time his horse allowed,

Lomondham saw the rest of the field pre-

paring to followâ��an orderly stampede of

horsemen and horsewomen, thrusters pushing

to the front, second-flighters hanging back,

wise ones rounding the gorse and weak ones

making for road or bridle-paths. Then he

gave the yellow gelding his head.

It wasn't a case of " cutting down the

field." MustÃ rd-Pot, once loosed, went past

the swiftest of them like a torpedo-boat past

fishing-smacks ; and as he wentâ��green turf

thudding under him, black turf flying from

his flying heelsâ��panic, the sheer panic of

Things Uncontrollable, entered once again

into his rider. Instinctively, Lomondham

knew that the fox would make due east for

Saxenham ; instinctively, a map of the

country beyond The Ruffs flashed through

his mind ; instinctively, he tried to steer

Mustard-Pot to the right, away from the

most dangerous line in all the Vale.

But Mustard-Pot's long-cheeked curb might

have been a watering-bridle. Straight for

The Ruffs he madeâ��his speed increasing

with every gigantic bound ; straight across

them he wentâ��his rider, feet back, body

forward in the saddleâ��seeing rabbit-holes

and bramble slide under and past them as

ground slides past and under the mounting

'plane.

Ð�Ð¨ now, as they flew for the far edge of

The Ruffs, all hope went from Victor.

At that pace no horse could hope to come

safe across the one stone wall in the Vale, and

up the big bank beyond the wall, and down

the bank into Tupper's Lane. There was

nothingâ��nothing in all the world to do save

sit down, and sit still, and pray that the fall

would throw him clear. As for hounds,

fox, whippers-in, or huntsmanâ��Lomond-

ham had forgotten clean about them.

But Mustard-Pot had not forgotten.

Mustard-Pot's keen ears heard, away beyond

the high thing his fiery eyes had just

perceived, the music of the pack. Lomond-

ham,still praying, felt the mad pace slacken for

the fraction of seconds ; saw the jagged top

of the wall racing at him ; felt the saddle

rise between his thigh-bones, as the horse

gathered hocks under belly for the leap ;

glimpsed the jagged wall-top flash below ;

knew one danger safely over-past ; was

conscious of the man-tall bank ahead, of

Mustard-Pot hurling himself to top of it,

of Mustard-Pot poised for the down-spring, of

the green lane below and a grey thorough-

bred checking in the lane, of his own

back touching Mustard-Pot's croup as they

alighted, and of the twelve-foot bullfinchâ��â�¢

impenetrable as barbed wireâ��a bare six

inches from his nose.

How horse and rider went through that

bullfinch, Naomi, mud-splashed to the eyes,

never knew. She merely saw Victor's scarlet

crop-arm fling up to shield his face, and the

yellow horse charge head down at the

interlaced thorns, buck his way into them,

and disappear to a crashing of wood and a

thudding squelch of steel plates among

rotten leaves and stagnant water. As for

Lomondham, he could see nothing. He

was conscious only of a million cats trying

to scratch the skin from his face, the clothes

from his body, and of a million claws trying to

drag him backwards over the cantle. Then
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â��hat snapped from its cord, left spur

wrenched off its strap, one pink coat-tail left

in the hedge and the other torn to tattersâ��

he was through and in sight of the pack.

The pack, in full cry and so close on each

other's sterns that they looked like one

hound, were three good fields ahead ; the

huntsman and a whipper-in, alone in their

glory, one. A little of his old coolness came

back to Lomondham. The goingâ��uphill

across the switchback of deep furrows

and high ridges which had been ploughland

in Cromwell's dayâ��steadied Mustard-Pot's

stride ; and glancing over his right shoulder,

Mustard-Pot's rider could see half-a-dozen

horsemen pelting to be level with him. He

thought, vaguely : " By gad, that was a

short-cut with a vengeance. We're giving

'em all a lead." Then he thought of Naomi's

grey, checking in the laneâ��and shivered in

his saddle at the realization that he might

have jumped clean on top of it.

Followed realization of the fence aheadâ��

a double post-and-rails with a thorn-filled

ditch on the far side. Mustard-Pot gathered

speed, hurling himself across the ridge-

and-furrow. The wind of their going whipped

through Lomondham's hair. Fifty yards

from the timber he took a pull at his reins.

But the yellow horse raced on unheeding,

balanced himself in mid-career, and, clearing

" How horse and rider went through, Naomi,

the obstacle with feet to spare, saw the two

scarlet coats ahead.

No holding the lunatic yet ! Still uphill,

still over ridge-and-furrow, he tore like a

steed possessed. The two scarlet coats were

coming back to them. Back and back !

Lomondham tried to steer round. But

the yellow horse held straight on and

shot between the galloping pair, missing

them by a hair's-breadth, scattering his

clods in their faces. Victor heard the hunts-

man's outraged blasphemy die away down

wind as Mustard-Pot took the next post-and-

rails in his stride.

And nowâ��now neither hill nor fence nor

furrow checked them. For eight hundred

yards the ground underhoof was flat as a

racecourse. Across that flat ground, hounds

and quarry had gone like a flameâ��gone over

the brow of the riseâ��down into the heart of

the Vale. And desperatelyâ��desperately, as

though his red nostrils told him the way they

had travelledâ��desperately as a prairie-fire

leaps the crackling grassesâ��Mustard-Pot fled

after. No foam flecked his useless bit. No

sweat darkled on his striding muscles. He

was still freshâ��fresh and fearless and strong

as the storm. But his rider was still afraid

â��afraid of the ground to come.

And suddenly, they were over the brow of

the rise ; suddenly, Victor saw the Vale below
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mud-splashed to the eyes, never knew."

â��bad lands dropping terrace-like through

patches of leafless coppice to a grey road and

a brown, smoke-plumed village. Beyond

these, broad as a river, gleamed the Saxen-

ham Canal. " Steady, you fool ! For God's

sake, steady ! " roared Mustard-Pot's rider,

shoulders back, knees iron on the saddle-

flaps, hands iron on the curb.

But Mustard-Pot heeded not a whit.

Mustard-Pot saw only the houndsâ��the

towling-rowling hounds that poured like a

cascade of black-white-and-tan down the

slope of the Vale.

Followed incredible secondsâ��seconds of

slip and slide and scramble, of plunge and

stumble and miraculous recoveryâ��seconds

when it seemed to the horseman as though

no power on earth could keep him from

pitching yards over that enormous down-

stretched yellow neckâ��seconds when head,

neck, and shoulders reared up like a giraffe's

before his eyes as Mustard-Pot glissaded

fifty sheer yards on his tailâ��seconds when

the loose iron-stone of the hill-side rained like

shrapnel from their hoof-strokesâ��seconds

when the tree-roots tip-tilted them at every

boundâ��seconds when it seemed as though

they left solid earth and flew, flew for dear

life down the whistling void.

Down Mustard-Pot went, and down,

scrambling through ditches, scrambling over

fences, scrambling among trees, scrambling

his rider's heart in his mouth as a servant-

girl scrambles eggs in a pan.

Yet, even so, hounds gained on horse.

Hounds made the grey road and flashed left

along the green grass at road-side five

hundred yards clear ahead of the pair

plunging like a scarlet-and-yellow plummet,

downhill. Hounds saw their fox streak dark

across the grey road and swing away from

the brown village just as Mustard-Potâ��

sweating at long lastâ��crashed through the

young larch plantation at hill - foot and

paused for the hundredth part of an instant,

ears cocking to the far music.

Lomondham, his face white as his hunting-

stock, sweat blinding his blue eyes, was too

blown to take advantage of that momentary

pausing ; and before he could shorten rein

Mustard-Pot had leaped out of the plantation

â��into the roadâ��over the roadâ��up the bank

and through the hedge on to ridge-and-

furrow again.

One minute later, Saxenham Village,

turning out to a man, cheered one ha less

horseman over the hedge of Farmer Thomp-

son's paddock. Two minutes later, Saxen-

ham Village, turning out to a boy, called,

" Yes, sir. Yes, m'lady. That way, sir.

That way, m'lady, " to the scattered field

who came, pounded and pounding, after
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him. Three minutes later, Saxenham Vil- up the slope behind, saw the dog-fox

lÃ¤ge, dashing, every mother's son and lolloping red across the chocolate loam that

daughter of it, through the churchyard and hid Farmer Thompson's winter wheat, and

Mustard-Pot cracked on the last ounce of his astounding speed. Beyond up the

himself as though
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howled to Naomi Braunston as she galloped

by, " You keep to the left, missie. He's

making for the canal."

Taking the far hedge of the paddock,

Victorâ��a little of the breath back in his

body and a few of his wits back in his mind

â��wondered how much longer the horse

under him could keep on bolting. He even

began to wonder whether the horse were

bolting at all. Mtistard-Pot, for all that he

refused to answer the reins, seemed to know

his business. Foam-flecked, he still went

straight as a railway-train. Nothing stopped

himâ��neither the stile they cleared to a rap

of steel horse-shoes on sodden plankâ��nor

the double-oxer with the ditch beyondâ��nor

the five-foot cut-and-laid on to the new-sown

corn. And " God help Thompson's wheat

to-day," thought Lomondham, as they hared

' across it close behind the crazy hounds.

Then he, too, heard voices : " You keep to

the left, sir. He's making for the canal."

Before the meaning of those voices pene-

trated to the hatless horseman on the foam-

flecked horse, Mustard-Pot was on turf

again, barely a hundred yards behind the

pack. But the pack, once off ploughland,

had the heels of him. They ran nearly mute

now, their sterns straight as ramrods, their

hackles up, fury in their eyes, and fire in

their blood. For their fox was in view.

Their fox sank as he ranâ��ran gasping for

the water they could smell when their

blood-frantic eyes lost him.

Lomondham, mute as the pack, watched

the beaten fox across the tow-path, saw him

tumble over the canal-bank ; watched

hound after hound tumble-over after him ;

remembered the ten-foot drop to the twenty-

foot waterâ��and realized in one thrilling

spout of superhuman exaltation that all fear

had departed from him.

At last, at long last, the hot dashing

courage of Mustard-Pot was into Mustard-

Pot's rider. At last, at long last, Sir Victor

Plowright Lomondham of Lomondham Hall

rode straight againâ��rode straight - and

whooping for the kill. " Hallo ! Hallo !

Hallo ! little bitches," he whoopedâ��the reins

loose on his horse's neck, the huntsman

behind him and the canal before.

And at that whoop, impossibly, incredibly,

Mustard-Pot cracked on the last ounce of

his astounding speed. No need to touch him

with crop or spur ! The very ground rocked

under his drumming hoofs. Bound on

bankâ��toiled the last eager hound. Then Victor was aware of Mustard-Pot gathering

to clear the moon."
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gigantic bound, he hurtled at the hazard.

The mud of the tow-path was fifty yards

aheadâ��twentyâ��ten. Below itâ��still rip-

pling to the passage of the packâ��gleamed

the brown and the desperate water. Beyond

â��up the bankâ��toiled the last eager hound.

" Yooi, yooi, yooi to him, Winsome,"

whooped Lomondham.

Then he was aware of Mustard-Pot

gathering himself as though to clear the

moon, of the tow-path dropping away, of

brown water scurrying under, of brown

water leaping up, of a bombshell splash that

flung white fountains high and high above his

drowning eyes, and of a Force, a Force enor-

mous and earthquake-like under his thighs,

driving him up and up through the desperate

\vaters. Then the fountains subsided ; and

Lomondham knew himself still in the saddle.

knew his horse swimming like a sword-fish

to be in at the death.

Dripping steed under dripping rider scram-

bled out of Saxenham Canal and up the far

bank of it just in time to see what came in

after years to be known as " Mustard-Pot's

Fox " rolled over in the open.

VI.

Mustard-Pot's fox had been torn and

eaten a good ten minutes, but belated

riders on blown horses were still clattering

across the canal-bridges, when Lomond-

hamâ��reins over bridle-arm, the water

oozing over the tops of his bootsâ��glanced

up at a girl on a grey mare and remarked,

meaningly: " I'm going to toddle home,

Naomi. It looks to me as though Silver

Glory's had about enough. You'd better

come, too."

He swung to saddle with a squelch, and

the yellow horseâ��after one regretful glance

at the blooded packâ��stepped daintily away ;

Naomi Brann=ton on a perfectly fit Silver

Glory following them as obediently as a

cavewoman her mate.

Mustard-Pot, from whom I first had this

tale one midsummer afternoon as he grazed

leisurely among the fragrant grasses of

Lomondham Park, assures me that his

master's wife dropped her whip on the way

home and that neither she nor Victor noticed

it. But Silver Glory, who usually grazes

with him, seems confident that Lomondham

heard that whip fall from Naomi's hand just

at the very moment she confessed, " Victor,

youâ��you mustn't ride like that again. It

frightens me."

Silver Glory, being a grey mare, did not

approve.
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VARIATION III.

The First Time I Conducted.

IT was a curious concatenation of cir-

cumstances which led up to my

becoming a conductor, though the

wish was always there and I was only

awaiting the opportunity. It arrived sooner

than I expectedâ��and found me unprepared.

It all came about through that silly little

curtain-raiser called " Did You Ring ? " for

which I had com-

posed the music.

The libretto was

by a Mr. J. W.

Mabson, whom I

had met at Shef-

field, and he got

John Houghton

(the editor of a

paper called Fun,

long since defunct

but very well

known at the

time) to write the

lyrics. Charles

Lauri, having

made money over

running " L'En-

fant Prodigue,"

thought it would

be a good idea

to mount another

play wit hout

words.

I wonder how

many of my

readers remember

Charles Lauri in

the heyday of his

popularity. H e

He took my breath away by jumping from the

top into his seat inside."

was the famous portrayer of the Cat in

the Drury Lane pantomime " Dick Whit-

tington," and perhaps no man ever imper-

sonated so many different animals on th^

stage with the same consistent success. He

was a curious-looking little fellow off the

stage. Short, clean-shaven, thin, very plain,

and amazingly agile. One day, when I was

seeing him into a hansom cab, he took my

breath away by climbing on to the wheel,

getting on the roof, and jumping from the

top into his seat

inside. The whole

thing took a few

seconds, and I

saw the cabman

rubbing his eyes,

wondeiing if he

had lost his

senses. He loved

playing this sort

of joke, but there

was a serious side

to his nature, and

he was a pretty

good business

man, with a

natural instinct

for artistic things.

His choice of

" L'Enfant Pro-

digue " proved

this, and his

second produc-

tion, to which I

am now coming,

was quite a de-

light, although it

was a failure

with the public.

It was, like its
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predecessor, a play without words, entitled

" La Statue du Commandeur," but it lacked

the simplicity, the charm, the pathos of

" L'Enfant Prodigue," and the music was

in nowise as good. It was superbly acted,

the chief part being taken by M. Tarride,

who, since those days, made a big repu-

tation for himself in Paris. The piece was

too short to fill an entire evening's bill, and,

in any- case, curtain-raisers were all the

fashion and were looked upon as a necessity.

I had the very thing ready and waiting,

so trotted off with it one Sunday afternoon

to Charles Lauri's house in Camden Town,

played him the music, read him the libretto,

and he accepted it there and then for produc-

tion at the Prince of Wales Theatre. It was

put into rehearsal immediately, with two

well-known artistes of that period, Templar

Saxe and Katie James, both of whom per-

formed it admirably. I have some sort of

idea that the theatre conductor asked me to

conduct the first band rehearsal of my little

piece, and that I tried to do so and completely

failed. But I am in no way certain of this,

so I would prefer not to count this as the

actual first time I had a baton in my hand.

" Did You Ring ? " was received very well

by the Press. It was on this occasion that

Punch thought fit to make the joke on my

name which has been used since in a hundred

different ways. " This lever-du-rideau," said

Punch, ' is a bright and well-written sketch

which should prove attractive. The authors,

Messrs. Mabson and Houghton, were fortu-

nate to Land onjtonald to compose the music."

After a run of about three weeks, Charles

Lauri thought he had dropped enough money

over the two pieces, so he informed M. Tarride

that he intended closing down. But that

didn't fit in with Tarride's plans at all. He

couldn't afford to return to Paris as a declared

failure in London. Something had to be

done. He was a man of considerable means,

and made an offer to Charles Lauri to buy

him out lock, stock, and barrel, and run the

theatre himself. The terms were duly

arranged, and Charles Lauri vanished from

the scene. I had by this time become on

very friendly terms with Tarride, whom I

admired both as artiste and man, and at his

special request I would often go down to the

theatre and spend an hour with him in his

dressing-room. I sauntered in on the first

Saturday matinee given under his own

management, and found everybody in a

state of excitement. Not getting anything

very coherent from the French members of

the company, I sought out the conductor,

who was English, and he explained to me

what had occurred. Tarride, being entirely

ignorant of the way we ran a theatre in this

country, had fai'ed to provide the necessary

cheque to pay the orchestra. It being

Saturday, the doors of the Credit Lyonna-s

were closed, and it was impossible to obtain

the money. The members of the orchestra

swallowed the tale with a lot of water, as

they had been caught by foreigners before.

Eventually, however, they were persuaded

to play at the matinee on the condition that

they should receive their salaries before the

evening performance began.

S far as I can remember, the sum

required was something between one

hundred and fifty and two hundred

pounds. Unfortunately, there wasn't twenty

pounds in the house at the nutinee. I

took a cab to Charles Lauri's house to

explain the position to him, only to find

that he was somewhere in France. Tarride

knew literally no one in London, and as the

time approached for the evening performance

the outlook could not have been worse. The

meagre audience began to wander in, and

by eight-fifteen the few dozen people present

began to get impatient, hissing and clapping

and showing other signs of resentment at the

delay. The members of the orchestra stuck

to their guns and steadfastly refused to go

in. Eventually Templar Saxe went in front

of the curtain and announced that owing

to the sudden indisposition of M. Tarride the

performance that night could not take place,

but that all moneys would be returned on

application at the box-office. A few boos

and a few jeers, and the audience filed out.

I always have thought it fortunate that

someone had had the presence of mind to

lock Tarride in his dressing-room, as he was

a very powerful man, and was in such a

state of violent anger at the behaviour of the

orchestra that had he got anywhere near

any one of them there would undoubtedly

have been great damage done !

I bearded the lion in his den and calmed

him down and got him to talk rationally.

1 went with him to his hotel and we sat

talking and planning until midnight. He

had made up his mind to reopen the theatre

on the Monday night, to pay off the present

orchestra and conductor on the Monday

morning, and not allow one of them in the

theatre again. He insisted that I should

in the meantime obtain another orchestra

for him, rehearse it Monday afternoon, and

conduct it in the evening. Although I had

not the remotest idea where a single orches-

tral player was to be found, and although I

was absolutely ignorant how to beat time

correctly, I cheerfully and willingly under-

took the job, and thought it all the fun in

the world. Such is the confidence of youth !

I announced most casually to members of

my family, just as if it were an everyday

occurrence, that I had been appointed '' the

conductor of the Prince of Wales." I was
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asked by my

brother whether I

was referring to the

pu blic-ho u se in

Harrow Road, the

theatre in Coventry

Street, or the son

of Her Majesty the

Queen. Some people

always will be

funny at the wrong

moment ! The thing

that worried me was

the fact that it was

Sunday, which

meant my waiting

twenty-four hours

before I could get

busy. I had duly

settled in my own

mind my plan of

campaign, and sure

enough on the

Monday morning I

was walking up and

down Bond Street

waiting for Keith

Prowse, Ashton,

and Hayes to open

their respective

doors. I had seen

various advertise-

ments of these

firms announcing

that they could

supply bands for

dances and parties, so why shouldn't they

be able to supply me with one for a

theatre ? At all events, this is what I

had hoped and believed might be ar-

ranged ! Disillusion, alas ! was quickly to

follow. I shall never forget the expression

on the face of the first man to whom I confided

in a very meek voice that all I required was

an orchestra of forty musicians to be at the

Prince of Wales Theatre by three o'clock

that afternoon. He looked me up and down,

twirled his horrid waxed moustache, and

said in an airy, sarcastic tone, " And are we

to deliver the goods packed in cases or will

you send the Royal carriages to fetch 'em ? "

I pleaded with him seriously, only to elicit

the amazing retort, " 'Ere, young fellow, 'op

it, and don't act the giddy goat." I had

never heard the expression before, but during

the morning I heard many other expressions

which were new to me, but scarcely fit for

publication.

After obtaining two or three indefinite

promises that I should be supplied with some

sort of band, I wended my way to the

theatre after lunch, to find the stage door

entrance crowded with orchestral men holding

instruments of every description under their

Vol. KÃ�Ã�Ã�.-9.

Hundreds of ' unemployed ' in the orchestral profession turned up

on chance of obtaining an engagement."

arms or in their hands. It appeared that

the whole story had spread like wild-fire

throughout the orchestral profession, with

the result that hundreds of " unemployed "

turned up on chance of obtaining an engage-

ment. Entirely ignoring the fact that I had

ordered at least three Bond Street orchestras,

I promptly engaged forty men, who gave me

the most wonderful testimonials of their

respective abilities, and within half an

hour had taken my place at the conductor's

desk and was endeavouring to rehearse them.

I doubt whether such weird and uncanny

sounds have ever been heard in a theatre

before or since. Most of the men turned out

to be " duds," who could neither read nor

play, and I, of course, could not conduct.

I was just asking a cornet player if he would

be so kind as to play in the same key as the

rest of the orchestra, when a message came

from the box-office that three orchestras

were on their way to the theatre. This was

unthinkable, but sure enough they came.

The Fates were very kind to me, as they all

proved to be Hungarians who could only

play czardas or a rhapsody. After being

extremely courteous to them and getting

them out of the theatre, I continued
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rehearsing till half an hour before the doors

opened, and conducted from that night till

the end of the run of the piece. It was the

first time I had ever held a baton, and I

caught the fever. Awful as the orchestra

was, awful as my conducting was, I loved it

all. Visions of conducting great concerts

and great orchestras floated through my

brain, though it was many years before

those visions were to be realized.

And thus it was that I became a conductor.

VARIATION IV.

Accompanying at Windsor and Balmoral.

IT was in the year 1887 that I first had

the honour of appearing before Queen

Victoriaâ��if playing second fiddle in a

students' orchestra can be called 'â�¢ appearing

before Queen Victoria." I was just fourteen

years of age, but looked somewhat younger.

I was a student at the Royal College of

Music, where I was studying pianoforte as

my principal subject under Franklin Taylor ;

violin under Henry Holmes, and afterwards

under Mr. Gompertz ; composition under

Sir (then Dr.) Hubert Parry ; and counter-

point under Sir (then Dr.) Frederick Bridge.

I had incidentally to attend lectures and

play second violin in the orchestra under

Sir (then Dr.) Charles Villiers Stanford. The

students' orchestra was commanded to

appear at Windsor at the great banquet

which was given either on the night of the

Jubilee or the following night. (I know for

certain it was either one or the other, but I

couldn t positively assert which.) I re

member quite distinctly my great indignation

at my dear mother, because she would insist

on my wearing a velvet knickerbocker suit

which, for some ungodly reason, I possessed

at the time. We were all to leave from

Paddington Station in a couple of third-class

coaches attached to a special train. This

special train turned out to be the one which

was to take the various Royalties to Windsor

Castle. I can still feel the thrills I ex-

perienced when I arrived on the platform

carrying my violin and was told by some

fellow-student, " You see that couple there ?

Well, that's the King and Queen of Norway !

Just standing by them are the King and Queen

of Denmark. And you see these three men

grouped together ? Well, the old man is

the Ivaiser, and the man with the beard is

the German Crown Prince (afterwards Kaiser

Frederick), and the youngster is Prince

Wilhelm." I remember I was quite en-

thralled and felt very much the same as when

I was first taken to Madame Tussaud's.

Only two outstanding memories remain of

what occurred at the Castle that night. The

first is that some kind official hoisted me on his

shoulder and let me have a peep at the great

banqueting-hall through a tiny little window,

and told me to be sure and have a look at

the gold plate, which duly impressed me.

The second is my intense nervousness and

anxiety lest I should play a wrong note, as I

was obsessed with the idea that Queen

Victoria would at once detect it, and that

I should be promptly sent to prison.

My next appearance before Queen Victoria

was a very different affair, but oddly enough

it took place on the evening of her Diamond

Jubilee (or, once again, it might have been

the night after). Signor Tosti (as he was

then) occupied the unofficial position of Court

accompanist. Tosti was an extremely popu-

lar song-writer of that epoch, and will always

be remembered in this country by his setting

of Whyte-Melville's lyric, '' Good-bye," which

Melba helped to make a household word.

He was a great favourite at Court. The

whole of the Royal Family were attached to

him, and Society followed suit. He and I

were friends for years. I knew him to be a

delightful humbug and a poseur of the first

order ; but he had a charm and fascination

all his own, and possessed many qualities

that endeared him to his friends. He could

accompany his own songs admirably, but

otherwise his powers in this direction were

decidedly limited. And he was clever enough

to realize his limitations.

Thus it came about that when Queen

Victoria commanded Mme. Albani and

M. PlanÃ§on (the greatest French bass of

modern times) to appear before her on the

night of her Diamond Jubilee, and also

commanded Tosti to accompany them, he

suddenly developed rheumatism in the

hands, and asked permission to bring me

to play au the items excepting his own

songs. He further promised to turn the

pages for me ! Naturally, I was mightily

pleased to get the opportunity, and sincerely

grateful to him for giving it to me. I can

see the whole scene as clearly as if it were

yesterday. We arrived at Windsor, and a

Royal carriage was sent for PlanÃ§on and

myself to take us to and from the Castle

Hotel. Tosti and Mme. Albani were staying

at the Castle itself. When we arrived there

we were first ushered into a small room, and

were then led to a large salon, where we

found members of the Court standing about,

with Tosti and Mme. Albani keeping near to

the grand pianoforte. There was a sofa for

the Queen near the piano, and a small

table just by with a programme on it and a

powerful pair of binocular glasses. I can

say without fear of contradiction that we

were all fearfully nervous. Nobody spoke

much above a whisper, and the whole atmo-

sphere of the room was horribly depressing

and unnerving.

Ten long minutes elapsed before the
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Queen entered, and then everyone seemed

to me to be petrified. She advanced very

slowly, walking with a stick in her right

hand and leaning heavily on the arm of a

stalwart Indian attendant, who seemed

mightily proud of his job. She looked very

much like the pictures and portraits I had

seen of her, but was much stouter than I

had imagined, and her expression was so

very stern that I got the impression (a wrong

one) that something had occurred which had

greatly annoyed her. I must conscientiously

admit that I was frightened to death of her,

although I had reached man's estate ! I

probably never accompanied quite so badly

in my life as I did the first song or two, and

it was only after I found her bowing very

graciously to PlanÃ§on and smiling quite

sweetly to Mme. Albani that I began to feel

at all at my ease. The little concert only

lasted about three-quarters of an hour, and

at the end of it Mme. Albani, PlanÃ§on, and

Tosti were all presented to Her Majesty, who

appeared to be most gracious and affable,

more particularly to Mme. Albani. Some

kind Equerry-in-Waiting noticed me stand-

ing by the piano alone, came up, and in the

most charming manner congratulated me on

my accompani-

ments, and added :

" I'll have you

presented in a

minute." When the

' I bowed low, and wished that the earth would open.

Queen had finished talking to Mme. Albani,

I saw him approach her and say something

in a low voice. She took up the big pair of

glasses on the table and looked at me through

them (although I was only a few feet away)

and nodded her head. The Equerry promptly

came and, lightly holding my arm, duly pre-

sented me. I bowed low, and wished that

the earth would open. Tosti told me after-

wards that I went as white as the proverbial

sheet. My hopeless embarrassment was added

to by the fact that for some unconscionable

reason the Queen kept the opera-glasses to

her eyes and stared at me through them !

I suppose she did this for about ten seconds,

but it seemed to me ten years. It was just

bad luck, because it was certainly not a habit

of hers, as she had never been known to do

it before. She thanked me for what I had

done, and my reply was a low bow. A pause

ensued, and I didn't know whether to retire

or stay where I was. Another ten years

passed, and she remarked, " Accompanying

is a very great gift," which elicited another

bow from me. Still another pause, and then

I was unmistakably dismissed from the Royal

presence by a very sweet smile. I had the

good fortune to walk backwards without

upsetting anything or anybody, and soon

recovered my spirits under the influence of

a delightful little supper-party, with Lord

Farquhar as our host.

The next day I received an enamel and

diamond pin as

a souvenir of the

event. The Vic-

torian jewellery

could not be com-

pared with that

given by King

Edward and

Queen Alexandra,

or the present

King and Queen.

Some of these

designs are quite

beautiful, but the

pins and studs I

had from Queen

Victoria were all

ponderous and

big, and could only

be worn on very

special occasions.

Still, I was very

proud of this par-

ticular pin, and

am quite sure I

should have

adorned myself

with it every day

but for the fact

that it took the

form of a very big
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monogram V.R., and as my initials are L.R.

I was afraid of my friends thinking I had

suddenly taken to wearing my own initials

as a scarf-pin.

This appear-

ance at Windsor

Castle as accom-

panist was the

forerunner of

many others,

which call for no

special mention;

but one experi-

ence in connec-

tion with a com-

mand to appear

at Balmoral is

worth recount-

ing. Others have

given their im-

pressions of Bal-

moral so infi-

nitely better

than I could

ever hope to do

that it is not my

intention to de-

scribe what ac-

tually occurred

there, but just

to narrate an

u n forgettable

incident on the

way home. Ð�

certain well -

known Ameri-

can baritone,

who was very

popular in this

country twenty-

five years ago,

had been com-

manded to sing

to the Queen on

this particular

occasion, and as usual 1 had to accom-

pany. He was fearfully pleased with him-

self ; indeed, the whole affair went to his

head, and on the return journey he bored

me unutterably by talking of nothing else

but of his " wonderful success," and how

" Queen Victoria had never been known to

be so amiable to any other big singer or

artiste," etc., etc., etc. ! The luncheon-hour

arrived and we went into the dining-car,

which was packed with people. Everything

A CARICATURE.

By Bert Thomas.

went smoothly till my friend was unable to

get any potatoes with his meat. Once he

asked, twice he asked, without any result.

Imagine my

horror when he

got up and said,

in a very loud

voice, " Waiter,

are you aware

that I have just

been singing to

Her Majesty

Queen Victoria,

and that you

have kept me

waiting nearly

ten minutes for

a potato ? "

It is well

known that

Queen Victoria,

besides being

very fond of

music, was quite

a good pianist

herself. I was

told an incident

by one of the

Equerries, at

one of the many

supper parties

we had after a

Royal concert,

which I think

worth relating.

Queen Victoria

had been told

that one of her

Ladies-in-Wait-

ing possessed an

extremely good

voice and sang

very well. She

was asked by

the Queen one

evening to sing, and with fear and trembling

she at once consented to do so, choosing

a famous operatic aria which ended with a

long shake. The Queen expressed her sur-

prise that the performer never attempted

to end the aria as it was written. Her

Majesty turned smilingly to the performer's

sister, who was sitting near her, and said,

" Doesn't your sister shake, Lady X. ? " to

which the lady promptly replied, " Oh, yes,

ma'am ; she is shaking all over " !

(To be concluded.)

(These selections from Sir Ã�.andÃ³n Ronald's Reminiscences are Â¿vbHthed fry arrangement with Messrf. Hodder and

StaugfitoHf ivlio are skortly issuing " i'artattons on a Personal Theme" in volume fettn.)
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WEE MR. AN-

THONY, the

solicitor, said

Mr. Patrick

Murphy, was one of

them men that hasn't

room in their heads

for more than one idea

at a time. Him bein'

a solicitor, ye might think

rt was law his head was

full of, but not a bit of it.

Outside of his own office,

or the Petty Sessions Court,

law never troubled him ; he

just passed his final exam-

ination an' then placed the

whole business in the hands

of the divil. Sport was his

weakness. In the summer

he played tennis as if he

made his livin' by it ; an'

it was well for him he

didn't, for with him bein'

so short-sighted he stopped

a deal more balls with the -^ -Ñ�

pit of his stomach than

ever he did with his bat. But with the end

of the good weather he dhropped the tennis

like a hot potato an' took to the shootin'.

An' then the coroner sharpened his pencil ;

for when Mr. Anthony turned out a charge

of shot on the world only an all-seein'

Providence could tell where some of the

pickles would come to a full-stop.

I was standin' whettin' my scythe one

October evenin' when Mr. Anthony comes

into the yard.

" Pat," sez he, " is there any wild duck

about that a body could shoot handy ? "

" Lashin's of them," sez I. " Do you

want a brace or two ? "

" I do," sez he. " The fact is, Pat," he

goes on, " Miss Livingston an' I is a bit

friendly lately "

" Oh, well," sez I, " what odds ? If it

comes to a breach of promise ye can conduct

your own defence."

" I haven't ^jt the length of a promise

yet," sez he, " let alone a breach of it."

" What's holdin" ye ? " sez I, " that can

talk round a whole bench of magistrates, let

alone an innocent slip of a girl that might be

your daughter."

" You're a liar," sez Mr. Anthony. " I'm

not even ten years older than her. It's

the shootin' is holdin' me back," sez he.

" She's clean death on my takin' up a

DEAR

DUCKS

gun; an' I'd as soon

live single all my

life as give it up

now that I have

masthered it."

" Masthered it, God

forgive ye !" sez I to

myselfâ��an' then out

loud : " There's no

doubt you've come on ex-

traordinary well at it this

last winter or two."

" Haven't I, Pat ? " sez

he, all pleased, " haven't I

now? D'yemind that grouse

I shot, last June was a

year ? "

" Wheesht, Mr. Anthony ! "

sez I.

" I don't care a fig," sez

he. " Close season or no

close season, didn't the bird

rise up foment me an' just

ask for it ! I never made

a prettier shot in my life.

â�¢^ Hang it ; why wasn't it in

the month of August, when

I could ha' told people ! But that's neither

here nor there," sez he. " It's in my mind

to shoot a couple of nice ducks an' send

them round to Miss Livingston. If she

had the wing and a bit of the breast of one

of them sittin' before her on a plate she might

think betther of my shootin'."

" Does she not think well of it as it is ? "

sez I.

" Well," sez Mr. Anthony, lookin' a wee

bit foolish, " there was an accident happened

me one day lately when I was walkin' across

the fields with her. A rabbit got up in

front of us, an' I fired a bit hasty an' missed

it."

" Is that all ? " sez I. " She surely

wouldn't expect even you to hit everything

you fire at."

" It wasn't that," sez Mr. Anthony,

rubbin' his chin. " The fact is, Pat," sez he,

"I hit her dog. It was that blasted wee

Pomeranian that goes along with its tail

arched over its back, as if it was as proud

of its hind end as it is of its face ; an', of

course, in the tail it got it. Curse the mis-

begotten little brute; if it carried its tail

decently out behind it like an ordinary dog

the divil a pickle it would ha' got, an' I

might even have killed the rabbit. However,

that's past prayin' for now. Where do you

think I could get a pair of ducks ? "
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" Try the marshy ground where the Bally-

gullion river flows into the lake," sez I.

" It's clean alive with ducks, an' most of

them flappers, an' flyin' very slow."

" Flyin' slow," sez Mr. Anthony, a bit

vexed. " Flyin' slow, is it ? What do I

care whether they're flyin' slow or fast ?

You'd think I was a novice to hear you

talkin'." An' off he goes in a hufÃ.

BUT about three days afther, back he

comes again, an' not near as cocky this

time.

" Did she like the ducks ? " sez I.

" I always thought this tennis playin' was

bad for a man's shootin'," sez Mr. Anthony.

" Would you believe it, Pat, but I've been

down at the marshes these three evenin's,

an' fired away as many cartridges as would

fill a counsellor's wig, an' the divil a feather

I've brought down."

" Did ye not as much as wound somethin'?"

sez I, chaffin' him.

" Well," sez he, " there was one, a drake,

I think, that flew away very slow an' heavy

afther I fired at him."

" I wouldn't think much of that," sez I,

" He might have a touch of rheumatism,

sleepin' in the damp. You'll have to take

another evenin' or two at them."

" It's no good," sez he, " till I get this

infernal tennis out of my system. Besides,

I haven't time. There's a dinner party at

the Livingstons' on Friday, an' I wanted the

ducks for that."

" Ye needn't bother your head," sez I.

" My wife has a pair of young ones fattened

for them."

" Has she ? " sez he, lookin' disappointed ;

" that's a pity. Pat," sez he, all excited,

" would she sell them to me ? Hold your

tongue now ; let her send word to the

Livingstons that the rats ate them ; an' then

I'll come along with a pair just in the nick

of time. Don't talk to me," sez he, hoppin'

round as the notion took hold of him ;

" there's not a bein' about the place would

know a wild-duck from a wather-hen barrin'

Mr. Livingston himself, an' sure they'll be

plucked clean naked before they get his

length."

" Ye've no sense, Mr. Anthony," sez I.

" Wouldn't the very scullery - maid know

when a bird has its throat cut instead of

bein' shot ? "

" So she would," sez Mr. Anthony.

" That's awkward. Wait now," sez he.

"I'm not beat yet. Dhrive them through

the gap in the hedge there, one at a time, an'

I'll shoot them as they come through. What

about that, eh ? It's hard to get the

betther of me, mind ye, when I lay my

brains to a thing. Go on now an'get them.

What are ye waitin' for ? "

" It's clean murdher, Mr. Anthony," sez

I, " forbye that ye might miss them."

" Miss them ! " sez he, " Miss them, ye

imperent ould vagabond ! An' them walkin' !

Didn't ye see me bringin' down a woodcock

in the Drumnaquirk wood only last Feb-

ruary ? "

" I did," sez I ; " but you were aimin' at

a wood-pigeon at the time. However, I

suppose I'll have to be as big a fool as your-

self. Away an' post yourself, an' I'll bring

the ducks. What size of shot are ye usin" ? "

" Xumber three." sez he.

" It's too big," sez I. " Ye'H damage

them."

" It's all I have," sez he. " I've killed

ducks with it before.'.'

" Ye have," sez I, " an' ye killed a terrier

dog of mine with it too. If Mr. Livingston

breaks one of them gold teeth of his on a

pickle of number three shot I wouldn't give

much for your chance of marryin' his daughter.

But have your own way. Ye'11 have it any-

way, I know."

So off I goes and brings the two ducks, an'

them quackin' away as if they'd ten years

to live. Ye'd ha' thought somebody had

told them what sort of a shot Mr. Anthony

was. When I came back he was on the far

side of the gap with the gun in his hand.

" Are ye ready now ? " sez I. " Here's

the first of them."

" Hold on a minit," sez he, an' I could

tell by his voice he was flusthered. " I want

a good steady shot. I'm goin' to lie down

on my belly."

" If one of them two-year-old bullocks of

mine steps on ye ye'll get up again,"sez I.

" Bless my soul I " sez I to myself, as a

thought struck me ; an" I ran over to the

gap an' peeped through. It was well I

looked at Mr. Anthony first. If I hadn't

ha' shouted I was a dead man.

" Good heavens, Pat," sez he, lower!n'

the gun, " I thought it was one of the ducks."

" Ye didn't think a duck had a pair of

nailed boots on it, did ye ?" sez I. " Ye'H

do ten years for manslaughter yet. I

wanted to make sure the bullocks was out

of your line of fire."

" Will ye dhrive out them dratted ducks

an' have done with it ? " sez Mr. Anthony

in a rage. " Ye have my nerve near ruined

as it is."

" Come on, then," sez I. " Blaze away ! "

I whished the first of them through the

gapâ��keepin' well to the rear myself, I may

tell ye. There came a terrible roar of a

report. When I run through the gap there

was as much smoke dhriftin' down the field

as if the kitchen chimney was on fire, an'

Mr. Anthony rowlin' over an' over in the

middle of it, an' cursin' most lamentable.

" In the name of goodness, Mr. Anthony,"
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" There was as much smoke as if the kitchen chimney was on fire, an* Mr. Anthony

rowlin* over an' over in the middle of it."

sez I, " what's wrong ? Did ye shoot out

of the wrong end of the gun ?" For troth

he was capable of it.

" It was you, ye ould fool ye," sez he,

risin' to his feet an' rubbin' himself. " Ye

had me scared into thinkin' I might miss

the beast, an' I pulled the two triggers at

the one time. My back-bone is out of joint,"

sez he, reachin' round between his shouldher-

blades. " But I'll go bail I killed the duck,

anyway."

" Where is it, then, if ye did ? " sez I,

lookin' all round. For there was no duck

to be seen.

" It's the most extraordinary thing," sez

Mr. Anthony, stickin' the eye-glass in his

eye an' lookin' all round him. " I'll swear

an' kiss the book that I hit it."

" I'll tell ye what ye've done," sez I.

" Ye've blew it to pieces." An' that's

what he had done. We searched up an'

we searched down, but divil a all we ever
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discovered of the same duck but the neb an'

one of the feet.

" Aw, well," sez I, at the last, " it had a

lovely death, even if there isn't much eatin'

about the carcass. Will I dhrive out the

other one for ye now ? "

" Dhrive it to blazes if ye like," sez Mr.

Anthony, fair boilin' over. " Have ye any

whisky about the place ? Then come an'

rub my shoulder with some of it. An' ye

may throw that blasted gun in the well,"

sez he, an' stalks off into the house.

But by the time his shoulder was well

rubbed with the whisky an' him had a good

jorum of it in his inside, he began to come

round.

" Say what ye like. Pat," sez he, " it was

a great shot. Plump in the middle I must

ha' got that duck."

" Ye must have," sez I, sootherin' him.

" It was only outlying bits like the neb that

we found. There's no doubt ye have a very

straight eye."

â�¢ Haven't I, Pat ? " sez he, swellin' him-

self out. " Haven't I now ? Curse that

tennis," sez he ; " if I had let it alone an'

practised with the gun all summer I could

shoot midges by now. Look here, Pat,"

sez he, " I'll send Miss Livingston that

brace of wild duck yet. They'll be late for

the dinner party, but what matter ? "

" They needn't be," sez I. " Couldn't ye

come out to-morrow e venin' to the marshes ?"

" I can't," sez he. " The Quarter Sessions

is on. It's a pity, too, an' me shootin' the

way I am. But I'm prosecutin' in some

poachin' cases an' I must turn up. Look

here. Pat," sez he, " the ducks'll be plentier

in a week or two, won't they ? "

11 With the first touch of frost," sez I,

" there'll be dhroves of them."

"Very well," sez he; "the next likely

evenin' that ye sec any plenty of ducks in the

marshes send for me an' I'll come should

it be rainin1 conveyances an' snowin' wills.

I've got the true knack of shootin' this time.

Give me the neb of that duck till I show it

to my articled clerk. Ye'11 not forget, now,

to send me word."

SO I promised I would not; an' clean

forgot all about it till a fortnight

afthemards, when I was out myself

lookin' for ducks with the old muzzle-loader,

an' Big Billy Lenahan of the Hills with me.

It was a fine frosty evenin', with just enough

ice about to fetch the ducks to the open

water, an" I knowed there'd be strings of

them comin' down the river presently.

" Billy," sez I, " this is just the very night

for Mr. Anthony. I must send him word."

An' then I remembered I was makin' a

mistake.

" Let him stay at home, the wee gas-bag,"

sez Billy, with a growl. " Five pound his

long tongue cost me at the Quarter Sessions,

bad luck to him."

" If ye let yourself be caught poachin',

Billy," sez I, " ye needn't blame Mr. Anthony.

He's prosecutin' solicitor, an' he has his duty

to do."

" I know he has," sez Billy, " but he needn't

have done it that wicked. He promised me

he wouldn't press the case; an' then he goes

an' gets himself all blew up with his own talk:

an' I'm lined five pound through him, the vain

wee cockatoo. But take your time, " sez Billy.

" I'll be even with him yet."

" Ach, don't bear malice, Billy," sez I.

" There's no harm in Mr. Anthony."

" There's a deal too much of the blether

about him in a law-court," sez Billy, still

very sore. " He's all gab and guts, like a

young crow. But let him come. We'll

have some fun out of him, anyway."

So we sent one of the young Robinsons for

Mr. Anthony, an' Billy and I went on afther

the ducks. In about half an hour's time he

come up behind us, an' him an almighty

swell with a fur-lined coat an' his evening-

dhress below it.

" You're never goin' to shoot ducks in that

rig, Mr. Anthony ? " sez I.

" I am not," sez he, " worse luck. I'm

going out to dine at Miss Annytage's of the

Hall. Have ye shot many ? "

" Half-a-dozen up till now," sez I ; " but

they'll be coming along thicker presently."

" Well, bad cess to it," sez Mr. Anthony,

very savage. " An' just the evenin' I can't

get at them. You'd think they knew they

were safe."

" Away home an' change your clothes."

sez I, " an' send Miss Armytage word you're

not well."

" I can't," sez he. bitin' at his nails ; " no,

hang it, I can't. Miss Livingston is to be

there. Between you an' me, Pat," sez he,

" I've given her a hint that I'm goin' to ask

her a question to-night. But do you an'

Billy go on, an' I'll walk with you. I've

been readin' up about duck-shootin' since I

saw you, and I might be able to give you a

wrinkle or two."

" Come on, then," sez I, for I seen some

very offensive expressions thremblin1 on

Billy Lenahan's tongue.

A couple of minutes later along comes a

pair of ducks just barely within range, an' 1

fetched the near one down.

" If ye'd waited till the two of them was

in line," sez Mr. Anthony, " the one shot

would have killed both."

" If he could fly afther them, he could

catch them with his hands," sez Billy, very

sour. " It's a pity it's not you is carryin'

the gun."

" I wish I was," sez Mr. Anthony. " Bad
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cess to it, I wish I was. I could shoot to-

night, I know I could. An' look at the strings

of ducks comin' along there, far out. Where's

that old pair of wadin' boots I gave you,

Pat ? If you were only out in the middle

there you could shoot rings round

you. Pat," sez he, dancin' round

with excitement, "away home for

them, quick. Damme, I'll put

them on an' have a shot myself.

Run ; an' don't waste a minit.

have no great experience with a muzzle-

loader."

" Blethers," sez Mr. Anthony, layin' hold

of the gun. " You'd think I was a beginner

to hear you talkin'. I blew the nail off my

i must turn up at

the dinner. My

whole future life

might depend on

it. But I'd like

to have a couple

of shots before

I commit myself

to matrimony.

There's no tellin'

what effect mar-

riage might have on my shoot-

in". Away with you now,

quick."

" Ye'd betther wait till you've

come back from the dinner, Mr.

Anthony," sez I. " The moon'11

be up by then."

" There'll be two moons up

by then," sez Mr. Anthony.

" Did you ever taste Miss Army tage's port

wine ?â��Go on an' get the boots. Gimme

your gun an' the powder an' shot. I'll

be loadin' the empty barrel Ð»Ñ�Ð¬Ð�Ðµ you're

away."

" Betther let Billy load it," sez I. " You

In the name of goodness, what kept ye all this time ?

The toes is near froze off me."

thumb with a muzzle-loader before Billy

was born."

" Keep an eye on him while he's chargin'

her." sez I to Billy in an undertone; "only

if you're wise it'll be from behind a tree. I'll

be back before he has time to shoot much
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more than the dog." An" off I went, hot-

foot ; for I knowed there would be fun

before the evenin' was over.

WHEN I got back he was sittin' on a

stone in his stocking feet, waitin'.

" In the name of goodness, what kept

ve all this time ? " sez he. " The toes is near

froze off me. An' there's not less than five

hundhred ducks gone past us far out. Here,

pull the boots on me, the pair of you, an' I'll

lean on the gun."

' If ye fill the muzzle of that gun wi' dirt,

Mr. Anthony," sez I, " all ye'll kill this

evenin' '11 be a solicitor ; for the charge'll

come through the near end of her."

" Hang it," sez he in a splutther, " am I

doin' that ? Wait a minit, an' I'll lean on

the butt."

" Well, if you think I'm goin' to pull on

your boots with the muzzle of a loaded gun

proddin" me in the small of the back," sez

Billy, " you're mistaken. I'll hold him,

Pat, an' do you pull. There you are. Away

ye go now ; straight in front of you."

" Where are ye sendin' the man, Billy ? "

sez I. " Come back, Mr. Anthony. You're

headin' right for the main dhrain, an' if ye

go in there it's a submarine ye'll need instead

of wadin' boots. Keep to your left. Easy

now ; don't fire ! That's only a coot

scutterin' along the top of the wather.

Wade as far out as the boots'll let ye. The

ducks is frightened of us on the bank here."

" Bad manners to you, anyway, with your

main dhrain," sez he. "My nerves-is all

janglin' ! How will I know the main dhrain,

if I come on it ? "

" You'll know by goin' in over your ears,"

sez I. " But you're not headin' that way

now."

So off he moves through the wather an'

mud, goin' very cautious.

" Why didn't ye let him go on the way he

was goin'," sez Billy. There'll be no

sport with him now."

" I never seen him go out with a gun yet

that there wasn't sport," sez I. " He'll shoot

somethin' he oughtn't to before he goes

home ; take care it isn't yourself, ye black-

hearted ruffian. Wait ; here, he's comin'

back. What has he done now ? Listen to

the language of him. Wha't's wrong, Mr.

Anthony ? "

" It's them cursed coots," sez he. " The

wather was just lippin1 up to the top of the

boots when a couple of them came splat-

therin' by, makin' a wake like a steamer ;

an' there's about two gallon of mud gone

down the legs of my evenin' breeches. An'

the moths has ate the seat out of the only

spare pair I have. Curse it, anyway," sez

he. " I may stay at home now."

" Such nonsense," sez I. " Won't your

feet be undher the table ? If it was your

shirt front was round your legs you might

be talkin'. Hurry up an' try a shot. The

light's goin'."

" I might as well let it alone," sez he.

" I'm goin' to have no luck to-night. But

I'll have a try, seein' I'm here." An' off he

wades again.

" It's the first time I ever went out with

him," sez I to Billy, " that he wasn't cock-

sure he'd fill his game-bag with one shot.

It's a good sign. He'll hit somethin' to-

night, see if he doesn't. Do ye think he

loaded that second barrel all right ? "

" He did," sez Billy. " I kept a careful,

eye on him. Just a fair charge he put in,

an' no more."

" Watch him, then, Billy," sez I, "till we

see how he does. Juke down ! There's a

sthring of ducks comin' between us an'

him. He doesn't see them, the wee donkey.

Shout to him, Billy."

" No, don't shout," sez Billy. " There's

some beyond him as well. Is he never goin'

to shoot," sez he, fidgin". I could see Billy

was near as excited as myself. " He sees

them," chuckles he. " Look out for fun

now."

Up goes Mr. Anthony's gi n lo his shoulder.

He followed the ducks with th? muzz'e till

I was near bursttd holdin' my breath. I

could s:e him bracin' himself up as he r.ulk-d

the trigger.

" Now for a shower of ducks, Billy," sez I,

There came nothing but the crack of a

cap.

." Bad luck to it," sez I; "a miss fire. I

knowed he wouldn't load her right. Behind

you, Mr. Anthony 1 " I shouts, leppin' up.

" Behind ye ! "

He wheeled half round at the sound of my

voice, 'seen the second lot of ducks, up with

the gun again, an' fires. There was a report

like the blustin' of a quarry. Mr. Anthony

staggered back, recovered himself a bit,

clawin' in the air, an' then souse down he

went on the broad of his back, an' disap-

peared.

" Quick, Billy," shouts I ; " follow me.

He'll be dhrowned ! He's in the main

dhrain ! "

" Easy," sez Billy, quite cool, layin' hold

of my arm. " He's fifty yards from the

main dhrain. There he is on his feet again.

Oh, great Christopher," sez he, beginning to

laugh, " will ye look at him ? "

An' troth, though I was heart sorry for

the wee man, I could hardly keep my own

face straight. He was just like one of them

sea-lions bobbin' up out of the tank at the

circus, only instead of havin' a sealskin coat

on him he was one solid mass of mud an'

glar. He turned round a couple of times,

gropin' in front of him with his hands, an*
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then he started

off straight

for the main

dhrain.

" This way,

Mr. Anthony,"

I calls ou t,

when I could

find my voice.

"Come this

way."

He started to

come towards

the voice, all

the time gropin'

with his hands,

an' wandherin'

here an' there

as if he was

playin' blind

man's buff, an'

at last he made

the land. The

only feature ye

could make out

in his face was

his mouth, an'

that only be-

cause he kept

spittin' out mud

an' bits ol bul-

rushes.

- What hap-

pened to you

at all, at all,

Mr. Anthony? "

sez I, when we

got him a

sort of a way

cleaned. " Did

you trip on

anythin' ? "

"Take me

home," h e

splutthers;

" take me home

out of this. An'

send word to

Miss Armytage

that I'm dyiii'

of typhoid. I will be, too, before break-

fast time to-morrow," sez he, spittin' out

another mouthful of mud. " There's as

much sewage gone down my throat as

would give typhoid to a carrion-crow. It

was all that dratted old blunderbuss of

yours. I can handle an ordinary fowlin'-

piece with anybody," sez he, " an" well

you know it ; but I won't undhertake to

stand up again the kick of a field-gun.

By heavens, it has a recoil like a howitzer.

Take me home, I tell ye ; an' if ye ever

Take me home, take me

he, spittin' out another

dig that old in-

fernal machine

out of the marsh

where it's lyin'

this minit, by this

an' by that I'll be

hanged for ye."

An1 not another

word could we

get out of him

till we helped him

into his own hall,

althcr persuadin'

the housekeeper

that it was him.

I walked down

the road with

Billy thinkin' very

hard, an' every

now an' then

takin' a look at

his face. But he

was as solemn as

a judge.

"Look here,

Billy," sez I. " Tell me the truth. Did

Mr. Anthony put only a fair charge into

the empty barrel of that gun ? "

" He put a fair charge in," sez Billy.

" The only thing I wasn't quite sure of at

the time," sez he, backin' away from me a

step or two, " was whether he was puttin' it

into the empty barrel."

I suppose I shouldn't ha' done it, but

afther a minit or so I sat down beside Billy

an' laughed till I minded that it was my gun

was lyin' at the bottom of the marsh.

home out of thi;,' sez

mouthful of mud."



HERE IS SOMETHING NEW ! Every reader w.ll remember

the dramatic Green Bicycle Case. Ronald Light was found

innocent, but the mystery remainsâ��who shot Bella Wright ?

The writer of this story, after a most careful investigation,

here puts forward, in the novel form of mingled fact

and fiction, his theory of what actually occurred.

THE GREEN BICYCLE

CASE

The circumstances of

this sensational trial will

be fresh in the memory

of all newspaper readers.

Briefly, the facts were

these : Late on the even-

ing of July Â¡th, 1919, the

body of a young working

girl, Bella Wright, was

found by a farmer lying

beside her bicvcle in a

lonely country lane in

Leicestershire. The

doctor first stated that

she had met her death

through a fall from her

bicycle, but the subsequent

discovery of a dead bird

(stated by the policeman

to have been either a raven or a crow, " gorged

with blood ") led to a re-examination of the

girl and the discovery that she had been shot

through the head. It was then ascertained that

immediately prior to the tragedy the girl had

been seen cycling in company with, a young man

riding a green bicycle. A hue and cry arose,

lavish offers of reward were made, but no trace

of the green bicycle or of its owner was found

â�¢until the fallowing February, when, bv an

extraordinary chance, pat-is of the bicycle,

together with an empty revolver-holster, were

H TRUEMAN

HUMPHRIES

Illustrated hi/

gs,

taken on the spot

recovered from the bottom

of a canal. The manu-

facturers' identification

numbers had been filed

off, but its ownership

was eventually traced to

one Light, who was ar-

rested and put on trial

for the murder. In the

witness-box Light ad-

mitted he was the man

who was last seen with

the girl, that his uere

the cycle and holster, his

were the cartridges found

in the canalâ��cartridges

which corresponded w th

the bulkl picked up in

the laneâ��ami that he had

thrown the bicycle and holster into the Ñ�Ð°Ð¿Ñ�1

after filing off the numbers. Nevertheless, he

affirmed that he was innocent of the girl's death.

Pressed to explain why he maintained his long

silence, and why ht took step1; to hide the cycle

and holster, he frankly said that, fearing the

non-acceptance of the truth of his story, he was

at first afraid to speak ; from that he slipped

into a policy of concealment, and had to go on

with it. Light was acquitted, and the case was

written off as another " Unsolved Crime."

These are the facts. What follows is fiction.

Ð�.

IT was Professor Bayne's theory that

all human problems were reducible to

terms of mathematics. There were

times when he declaimed this faith to

his secretary in so vehement and violent a

fashion that, hid Millicent Meston Ð¬Ð³ÐµÐ¿ an

ordinary secretary, she would have fled from

his presence in terror. To the girl " her

professor," as she described him in the

intimate circle of her own family, had long

ceased to be an enigma. There were

moments when he was a veritable Caliban

â��there were times when he was a frolicsome

Puck. This was the side of him that

students of mathematics never saw, even

in his lightest lectures. These were the

occasions when Millicent realized with a

start that he was only thirty-five.

The Green Bicycle Case was one which at

first glance would not seem to be susceptible

to a mathematical solution, and yet

" Love, hate, joy, grief, pain, pleasure,"

he said one evening, glaring up from the
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chess problem which was apparently occu-

pying his mind, they are the logarithms

of emotion."

The heavy oak table at which the pro-

fessor was seated was bare but for the

chessmen and board, a quire of square

drawing-paper, and a large, bronze ash-tray.

Around him on the walls of his large, lofty,

well-lit office were rows of books, from the

massive tomes of the " Encyclopaedia Bri-

tannica " on the lowest shelves to the thin

format of " Bayne's Note on the Analysis

of Unconscious Cerebration." It \vas a dead

Sahara of facts without a solitary oasis of

romance.

Here and there about the room hung

charts and diagrams of mysterious import,

and in a glazed cabinet in one corner was

piled a medley of instrumentsâ��delicate

Ramsay scales detecting half-a-millionth of

an ounce, a bolometer that would feel the

heat of a candle half a mile away, a micro-

scope, a theodolite, electroscopes, Crookes

tubes, spectroscopes with lovely refraction

gratings with lines too close together for the

microscope to seeâ��and a collection of

poisons enough to supply individual choice

of death to a whole Suicide Club.

To anyone who did not understand the

spirit of system that hid in it, the room was

a mess of tangled disorder. But out of the

pile of newspapers which lay on the floor

every little detail that was useful to

the professor would be carefully-removed,

docketed, precised, classified, and sub-

classified, indexed and cross-indexed, and

not until every slip was tucked away would

that disorderly heap vanish.

The room symbolized his orderly and

efficient brain as much as his impetuous

scrapping of non-essentials. Life was too

short to be tidy so long as everything that

served a purpose was in its effective place :

his old, shabby coat and tousled hair

expressed his contempt of vanity.

A CALL had taken Millicent from the

room. When she returned it was with

that precipitancy which the professor

so detested.

" Inspector Pell, of Scotland Yard, to see

you."

This interruption breaking the chain of

his reasoning, the professor spun round in

his chair, glaring at her.

She waited a moment, and then :â��

" Shall I show him in ?"

" Eh ? Yes, yes," he said, testily, and

retrieved his scattered chessmen.

Turning again at the sound of footsteps,

Bayne inquired of the well-set-up man who

had entered :â��

" Well, inspector ? "

The man seated himself at a motion from

the professor, glanced at the girl, and made

no immediate reply. Divining the cause of

his embarrassment, Bayne said :â��

This is Miss Meston, my confidential

secretary, and, I might add, my colleague.

She has my confidence, and may be entrusted

with yours. '

The man nodded.

' To come straight to the point, the Yard

wants your help. There have been too

many unsolved crimes.' The newspapers

are stunting ' 'em and crying for scalps.

There are questions in the House. Some-

thing has got to be done to redeem our

prestige. But what, frankly, we don't

know. Thought I'd look in and get your

views about some of the crimes that've

beaten us. There was that Green Bicycle

case and '

The inspector broke off abruptly, for the

professor's attention appeared to be riveted

to his chess problem. Would heâ��could heâ��

help?

It would have been a strange request to

have made of a professor of mathematics

had not Professor Bayne figured with such

prominence in the Moat Tower and the

Parkstone murder cases. In the latter he

had proved to fourteen places of decimals

that it was humanly impossible for the

accused man to have been the person whose

footprints \vere found.

The professor, apparently without having

listened, moved three pieces on the board.

Then :â��

" Well ? But one at a time, please. The

Green Bicycle case, you said ? I seem to

remember something about it. Very un-

usual sort of case, wasn't it ? What was the

date of the trial ? "

" It opened on June gth."

" Get my cuttings from June gth," called

the professor to the girl. Then to Pell he

said : " The tragedy happened more than

a year ago, didn't it ?"

The inspector nodded.

" Unfortunate. I expect many possible

clues have disappeared by this time."

Millicent returned to her seat, bearing a

pile of newspaper cuttings.

" Read ! " commanded Bayne in his

lordly way, and lay back comfortably in

his chair, closing both eyes as he did so.

For one moment only during the long read-

ing did he move ; then he sprang forward

in his chair and cried, sharply :â��

" Ð� what ? Did you say crow ' ? ' Gorged '

with blood ? Read that paragraph again ! "

She re-read the paragraph, and he

chuckled :â��

" Well, well, well ! " Then : " Go on,

piense ! "

At the conclusion of the recital of this

absorbing narrative the professor aroused



The Green Bicycle Case

himself, turned to the inspector, and inter-

rogated him :â��

" Have you been to the scene of the

tragedy since it happened ? "

" Yes."

" Have you a plan of the place ? "

" No, but I saw the one at Headquarters."

" Just see if you can sketch it from

memory."

The man came to the table and sketched

the plan on a sheet of the squared paper.

The professor examined the sketch for a few

minutes, then :â��

11 Umph ! Was that all ? "

" Yes, I don't think there was anything

else off it."

" No other measurements ? "

" No, I'm sure of that."

" This roadâ��is it level ? "

" No. It slopes downwards in this direc-

tion," and the inspector inscribed an arrow,

adding, " the girl was riding down the slope

when she was shot."

" Now, was Miss Wright tall or short ? "

" I believe she was about five feet two

inches."

" And this gate hereâ��about how high

was it ? "

" I don't know. The police plan did not

give the measurement."

" I suppose you cannot say anything

about the condition of the hedges here-

abouts ? "

" I recollect that most of them had not

been trimmed for a long while ; some of

them not since the beginning of the war."

" Ah ! "

The professor jumped up, strode to the

bookshelves, and deposited two volumes on

the table. These he consulted, and then for

ten minutes engaged himself in inscribing a

mass of figures, symbols, and diagrams on

the back of the plan. Suddenly he turned

to the inspector and exclaimed :â��

" AH right, Inspector, I can clear this up.

Ifâ��if, mark youâ��the gate's not more than

four foot tu'o and the right hedge is thick and

hifh. Now, meet me at Great Glen Station

next Wednesday. I shall go up by the nine-

thirty. And bring with you the tenant of

the field to which the gate belongs. We'll

deal with your other little worries later on."

II.

AS Professor Bayne alighted on the

platform of Great Glen Station he

was met by Inspector Pell and a

weather-beaten farmer in fustian and heavy

boots. After introductions the trio drove

off behind a speedy little pony, skilfully

handled by the inspector.

After covering a few miles of country

the inspector, with a " Here we are, sir ! "

pulled up the pony, and the three dis-

mounted from the vehicle. Leaving the

pony to the care of the farmer, bag in hand

the professor, accompanied by Pell, at once

commenced his investigations.

" This is the gate, sir," said Pell, pointing

to a very rickety-looking wooden gate open-

ing into a field on the right of the lane.

" Oh 1 And can you show me the exact

spot on the gate where the blood-marks of

a bird's feet were foundâ��they were men-

tioned at the trial ? "

" Just about here, sir," answered Pell,

placing his index finger on the top bar of the

gate.

" About ? Wasn't the position marked ? "

" No ; but it was about an inch to the left

of this knot in the timber."

The professor took from his bag a number

of metal pegs, each headed with a white

disc, two inches in diameter, and drove one

of these into the gate at the point the police-

man had indicated. Then with a tape he

carefully measured the height of the gate

at that place, and uttered a grunt of satis-

faction as he noted the measurement in a

pocket-book, followed by a veritable trump

of triumph as he glanced to the left of the

gate and saw a hedge, fully nine feet high

and eight feet wide, its untrimmed branches

extending beyond the end of the gate.

"It is four-two and the right thick and

high," he chuckled.

The inspector then indicated the position

at which the body was found, and the

farmer, from the pony's head, confirmed it

with the words : " Aye, that's the place."

Bayne noted that it was about two feet

away from the middle of the gate.

" And now can you show me where the

bullet was found ? "

" I'm afraid I cannot say exactly," said

Pell, a little sarcastically, " but this is within

a foot of it," and he took up a position

about six yards up the lane, and to the left

of the roadway. The professor drove a

second peg into the grass.

" And where was the dead bird found ? "

Again Pell gave the approximate spot,

and a peg was planted. Then Bayne said,

sharply :â��

" What happened to the bird ? Was it

preserved ? "

" No. I believe it was left on the ground."

" It is not here now, anyway, not even

the skeleton. I suppose it has been removed

by a field rat," grumbled Bayne. " Never

mind. Just help me with this tape," and

with the aid of Inspector Pell the professor

carefully measured the positions of the pegs

in relation to the gate, as well as the height

and width of the hedge, and noted the

results in his book.

He then fixed the theodolite on a tripcd

and surveyed the lane, sat on the grass by
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the roadside, and for five minutes studied a

mass of numerals and diagrams which he

inscribed in his notebook, at the end of

which he jumped suddenly to his feet,

looked over the gate, and ejaculated :

"Ha ! There it is !"

Shutting his notebook with a snap, he

said : â��

" Hold the pony, inspector, and send the

farmer with me."

Opening the gate he passed into the

field, followed by the farmer, and walked

up to a sheep trough which was lying in

the grass about twenty-five yards from

the gate. This he carefully examined and

measured, at the same time plying the

farmer with questions :â��

" How long had the trough been lying

there ? Did he feed his sheep in the

evening ? When were the hedges of the

field last trimmed ? Was he responsible

for trimming the hedges and repairing the

gate ? "

Then, again setting up the theodolite, he

said to the farmer : â��

" Now will you please go back to the lane

and hold your hand up exactly over the

indicator which you will see stuck in the

grass ? "

The farmer returned to the lane, took up

the position, and raised his hand. Bayne

took an observation, then, shouting " All

right, that will do," unslung his camera and

snapped the tumbledown old gate. He

then turned round and walked across the

field. At the opposite side he stood for

some minutes contemplating a light, open

fence topped with barbed wire, then made

a circuit of the field, paying particular

attention to the hedges as he walked. This

done, he returned to the waiting men.

ON the following day the protessor paid

two calls in Leicester. He first visited

one of those charming residences which

lend distinction to the suburbs of the city,

and after nearly an hour he emerged, disap-

pointment written on his face, for Sir Walter

Watson was not at home.

His second call was at the police-station,

where he arranged for a list of the licensed

owners of firearms in that district to be posted

to him.

On the third day he spent several hours

at Sir Walter's residence, and his persistence

must have been rewarded, judging from the

manner in which he blithely packed his

traps, paid his bill, gave a generous tip to

the porter, and strode along to the station

booking-office.

One morning, about a month later, the

postman delivered to Bayne a sealed and

registered postal-packet, the contents of

which occupied him for several hours.

They were entry forms for a rifle-shooting

competition, and each bore a number at its

head, whilst the gaps in the typed matter

below were filled with ink inscriptions by

various hands. The professor carefully

scrutinized each form, and deposited it on

one or other of two piles, a small one to his

right, a larger one to his left. He then

subjected the smaller heap to a second

scrutiny, at the same time comparing the

entries on the forms with the items in the

schedule which he had received from the

police. He then picked up the four only

which remained after this process of elimina-

tion, studied them, muttered " My money's

on No. 172," and entered the numbers in

his notebook. Collecting these papers to-

gether, he repacked them, attached a label,

and called to Millicent in the adjoining room

to bring her shorthand notebook.

After giving orders for the dispatch of the

parcel, lie commenced to dictate :â��

" The Shooting of Bella Wright. Con-

fession " followed by a recital, the

sensational nature of which was evidenced

by the expression in Millicent Meston's face

as she rapidly plied her pencil. Reaching

the end of the confession, he turned to her

and whimsically inquired : " And what do

you think of that ? "

" You're wonderful ! " she replied. " But

you haven't given me the name of the

person who fired the fatal shot. Who was

it ? "

He pondered for a moment, and then

said :â��

" For the present we'll call him No. 172."

III.

PROBABLY in no part of England is

the sporting spirit stronger than in

the districts of which Leicester is the

centre ; and in the hunting, football, or

cricket-field no one was more popular or

held .in higher esteem than Major the Hon.

Sir Walter Watson, member for the Leicester

Division. Ð� wealthy man, an enthusiastic

patriot, a thorough sportsman, and a generous

benefactor of every worthy cause, it was

small wonder that whatever " Wally "

Watson took in hand the men of his con-

stituency would support.

Therefore, when the Leicester Chronicle

announced that, in order to revive the

wnning interest in riflcmanship, Major Wat-

son had undertaken the promotion of a

Midlanders' Bisley, the success of the enter-

prise was a foregone conclusion, and when

fuller particulars of the forthcoming event

were given in the local papers and on the

hoardings, and a windowful of magnificent

pri/es were exhibited at Harmer's Stores

in High Street, local interest in the event
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seriously rivalled that taken in the fortunes

of the Leicester City football team. In

factory and on farm the " Bisley " was the

principal topic of conversation.

The meeting took place on the first

Saturday in September, and at nine o'clock

in the morning the first batch of competitors

arrived at the old Volunteer range.

Satisfaction radiated from the open,

healthy face of Major Watson as, sitting in

the shade of his shamiana, he explained to

Mrs. Lloyd, the Mayoress :â��

" You see, we were bound to enclose that

special range in order to secure the element

of surprise which is the essential part of that

test. We sought to reproduce the natural

conditions under which men are called upon

to use rifles. The competitors enter the

enclosure one by one, and are given a

sporting rifle. They lie down, up goes the

screen, and they have to get in a shot at

whatever they see moving before the screen

drops. The test calls for expert marksman-

ship and an instant estimation of distance.

It also tests the quickness of the senses.

Of course, it is hard lines on the spectators

here that they can't see this snap-shooting,

but if the range were exposed, competitors

would be able to study the targets and

estimate the ranges beforehand, and so the

' surprise ' element would disappear."

A3OUT four o'clock, when the stands

were crowded with spectators and the

relatives of the competitors, Inspector

Pell, his jacket off and his sleeves rolled up,

displaying arms on which were the marks of

perspiration, oil, and soot, quietly slipped

into the rear entrance to the enclosed range,

deposited a tray of tea, cakes, and bread

and butter before the coatless marker seated

at a small table to the right of the butts,

whispering, " Here you are. Now we sha'n't

be long ! "

The man addressed lifted his eyes from

the card upon which he was marking the

score of a competitor standing in front of

him, and revealed the tired features of

Professor Bayne.

" I sincerely hope we sha'n't," he said,

with a yawn, as he rose and stretched him-

self, looked again at the number at the head

of the card in his hand, and muttered, " 171."

" Shall I pour out your tea ? " inquired

the inspector, solicitously.

There was an undercurrent of excitement

in Bayne's voice as he quietly said : " No,

Pell. Not until the next one has finished."

Then, under his breath, he added : " Just

go to the back there and clean a rifle. Or,

better still, slip behind that rifle-cabinet,

and don't show yourself until I call ! "

With a puzzled face Pell retired behind

cover. Then Bayne handed the scoring-

card to the waiting competitor, ana

shouted :â��

" Next ! "

Following this shout, through

the door stepped a youth of about

fourteen, dressed in a coarse, brown tweed

suit and a soft collar. He walked in with

the awkward diffidence of a country boy,

met the professor's eyes with a sullen

glance, and produced his card.

" Number 172. By George ! you have

done well, my boy. If you keep this average

you ought to get one of the biggest prizes,"

said the professor, encouragingly, at which

the boy's face brightened. He then ex-

plained the conditions of the contest to the

boy, warning him to focus his whole atten-

tion in readiness for the raising of the screen,

or he would not pick up the targets. He

then placed four cartridges in the magazine

of a rifle, handed the weapon to the boy,

and said, " Get ready ! "

As the boy stretched himself on the raised

turf, wriggled to secure a comfortable firing

posture, and then fixed his eyes on the white

screen before him, the professor slipped

quietly from his seat and sat on the floor at

the boy's side. .

" Re'ady ! "

The boy strained his eyes along the barrel,

the professor pulled a signalling-cord, and

up went the screen to disclose, about a

hundred yards away, the figure of a running

hare.

" Crack ! " a puff of smoke as the boy

pulled the trigger, and down dropped the

screen. A few moments after a bell rang,

and Bayne said, " Well done, boy I "

The youth smiled his gratification and

awaited the raising of the screen.

" Ready ! "

The youngster stiffened to a rigid pose,

the screen was elevated, the form of a flying

partridge arose from the grass fifty yards

ahead and whirred upwards.
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" The truth is out, sonny ! You need not (ear, but you must own up."

' Crack ! " a puff of smoke, and down

came the screen. Again the bell rang.

Another sharp command, " Ready ! " and

once more the boy's body and mind centred

on the screen, his hand gripped the _barrel

of the rifle, up went the screen, and two

hundred yards away the silhouette of a deer

sped across the field of vision. Another

sharp " Crack ! " Down came the screen.

" Tang ! " rang the bell, and the professor

patted the boy's shoulder.

" Hit the next one and you win the

Championship ! "

For the fourth and last time the professor

called " Ready ! " A slightly longer pause

than before. The eyes of Bayne fastened

to the face of the hoy as he tightened his

grip on the rifle, focused his eyes on the

screen, straining like a hound in leash, then

up rattled the screenâ��a sharp, awful shriek

Vol. UÃ�H.-10.

of terror as the boy's grip loosened from the

rifle, the weapon tumbled to the floor, his

body sagged, and his hands covered his face

to hide the horror of the view.

Before him, seventy-six feet away, stood an

old, broken-donm gate, framed at the right by

the hedge, and on the gate sat a black bird.

Quietly the professor called " Pell," and

then rose to his feet, bent over the youth,

and said, gently :â��

" The truth is out, sonny ! You need not

fear, but you must own up. You can't

undoâ��thatâ��but you can clear the character

of a misjudged man."

Between them they picked the boy up.

T

IV.

HE following morning as Millicent

Meston emerged from the lift at

Dover Street Tube Station her eye
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was arrested by a newspaper scare-bill

announcing in large red capitals :â��

BELLA WRIGHT CASE.

SENSATIONAL CONFESSION.

Securing a paper, she retired to a back-

water in the moving stream of workgoers

and read in the emotional electric phrases of

" Our Special Correspondent " the story of

the " Bisley," concluding :â��

" By courtesy of Professor William

Bayne I am able to

publish the sensa-

tional confession

which was signed by

the boy after his

arrest :â��

" ' I confess that I

shot Bella Wright. It

was an accident. I

took my father's rifle

whilst he was away

from home, and went

into the fields. I en-

tered the field where

the accident hap-

pened , climbing

through a fence in the

corner, and walked to-

wards the gate lead-

ing to the road. As

I approached the gate

I saw a black bird

standing on the top

bar, near to the hedge

on the right. I crept

up to a sheep trough

which lay in my path,

about twenty - five

yards from the gate,

lay behind it, rested

the rifle on it, took

careful aim, and fired.

As I pulled the trigger

a girl, riding a bicycle,

passed in front of the

fore-sight and crashed

to the ground by the gate. Frightened, I

fled back home, cleaned the rifle, and

hung it up. I did not know that I had

killed the girl until the next day, and I

have since been afraid to confess.' '

" The whole thing was really absurdly

simple," said the professor, looking nearer

to thirty-five than she had remembered him

looking before. " And it proves beyond

doubt that the most abstruse of mysteries

may be cleared up by the application of a

little commonsense and a little trigonometry.

The police had the truth staring them in the

face all the time ! Here it is 1 " and taking

up one of the press-cuttings, he read :

" ' And P.C. Hall added the gruesome fact

that in an adjoining field was found a dead

crow or raven that had been gorged with

blood ! ' That piece of ' intelligence,' the

validity of which passed unchallenged in the

court, and the tremendous significance of

which they missed, was the key to the

problem, and the starting-point of my in-

vestigation.

" Had the police grasped its significance

they would not have started on a wild-goose

chase after a green bicycle. For what did it

Plan showing where Bella Wright's body was found, and

imply ? First, that a bird, with plenty of

food around it, would drink human blood.

Improbable, and contrary to all known facts.

Next, that in the very short time between

the tragedy and its discovery the bird could

gorge itself to death from such a meagre

source. That, also, was impossible. Finally,

that the effect of the ' gorging ' was so rapid

that before the bird could move from the

scene it fell dead ! Well, nowâ��I ask you.

And from this followed the finding of the

bullet, the hue and cry for the green bicycle,

the arrest, confinement, and nearly the

hanging of an innocent man !

" When," Bayne proceeded, " I saw that
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paragraph I recalled the habits of the crows

which I had observed in India. I have seen

them gobble up Dewali flies until they could

barely flap away. I have seen them devour

carrion as big as thc-mselves, but I have

never seen a crow die from ' gorging.' and

no naturalist has recorded such a death.

The truth underlying this policeman's state-

ment was clear to me. The bird had been

shot l

" This point settled to my satisfaction,"

the professor went on, " I concluded that

if the bird and the girl had been shot at the

illustrating Professor Bayne's theory as to the cause of her death.

same lime, then they must have been hit by the

same bullet. The only alternative to such a

conclusion was that after shooting the girl

the murderer stayed to shoot the bird, which

obligingly posed for the bullet within a few

minutes of the crime ! The next question

which had to be settled was : of these two

objects, which was the one aimed at ? The

crow or the girl ? I won't bother you with

the mathematics of it, but "â��and lie placed

his pipe on the table and moved the large

ash-tray to and fro behind the pipe to illus-

trate the propositionâ��" given a small

stationary object, such as the bird, and a

both are hit with one bullet, by all the laws

of probability that bullet was aimed at lite

smaller object ! "

" Yes, I see that," said Millicent, ' but

you are assuming that the bird was

stationary ? "

" Assuming ! " retorted Bayne, indignantly.

" Didn't the policeman find the bloody

impression of a bird's feet on the gate ? "

" Of course. I had forgotten that."

" Such," continued Bayne, pulling at his

pipe, " such was the conclusion that I

arrived at from reading the printed reports

of the trialâ��that Aliss

Wright had been acci-

dentally killed by the

person who shot the

bird. But so far it

was only a theory, a

theory which was un-

sound unless " â�� and

lie ticked off each

point on his fingersâ��

one, the position of

the bird on the gate

and the position of the

girl's head came within

the same elevational

line of the bullet's

flight ; two, the girl's

body lay between the

gate and the place

where the bullet was

picked u p ; three,

there was some object

between the crow and

the road which hid the

girl from the person

aiming the bullet up to

the moment that the

trigger was pulled; and

four, there was some

cogent reason for the

presence of the culprit

at a position in the

field beyond the gate,

from which the line of

fire and of vision satis-

fied all the foregoing

conditions. Each and all of these conditions

were essential to the soundness of this

' accident ' theory ; if but one was lacking

the theory was unsound.

" At my request Pell drew from memory

a sketch of the very inadequate plan which

was submitted at the trial, but with one

exception it was of little service to me.

However, after questioning Pell on a few

minor points, I was so far satisfied that I

promised him an early and conclusive solu-

tion of the problem. At the same time, I

had a notion that I could find the culprit.

" But," he continued, taking a charted

large moving object, such as the girl, if paper from his bag, " I admit I was more
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A photograph of the gate by which the body was found â�� taken from inside the field.

The figure outlined in white is firing at the bird on the gate, and the further course of

the bullet is shown in the photograph on the opposite page.

than a little surprised, when I saw the scene

oÃ the tragedy, to find there not only the four

factors I required to establish my theory,

but alsoâ��why, there was the trough ! "

" The trough ! " echoed the girl, con-

siderably mystified.

' What has the trough

to do ? "

With his finger tracing

each point on the draw-

ing before him, he ex-

plained :â��

" This is the plan.

Here is the gate, and

here the crow. The gate

you'll see is four feet two

inches high. At the side

of the gate, near the crow,

is a high and thick hedge

extending the whole

length of the field. Here

is the place where the

bullet was found, on the

opposite side of the lane

to the gate, and a few-

yards higher up the slope.

Now follow the dotted

lineâ��that is, the line of

flight of the bullet, extended from the point

where it was picked up, through the crow,

and for a distance of seventy-six feet across

ind there is the blessed sheep

An enlargement of the portion of

the above photograph shown in the

white circle.

the field-

trough I

" Now look at the elevational sketch a

minute. To ascertain the position ot the

girl's head above the top line of the gate 1

was obliged to take

various factors into con-

sideration â�� her height,

the machine she was

riding, the fact that she

was riding down a slope

with the wind behind

her, and would therefore

most probably be sitting

back in the saddle with

head held up. All these

points were involved.

The position of the crow

was settled more easily.

" The next step \vas

to trace the course of the

bullet backwards from

the two points of contact

which I had established

to the beginning of its

flight. This was fairly

easy, because, as you

see, the course of the

bullet from the crow to the girl was an

upward one, and therefore the two objects

were hit at the early stage in the traverse ;
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had it been downwards, then the bullet

would have come from a long distance. As

it was, it was a matter of a few moments to

figure out that the bullet had travelled only

about seventy-six feet when it hit the crow,

and, don't you seeâ��we are back to that

sheep trough again ! Now, is that clear ? "

She nodded.

" I would also ask you to note that the

line of fire so reconstructed is exactly the

one at which the approach of the girl is

entirely obscured by the hedge ! "

" Why, of course ! " gasped Millicent,

" So now you see that my introduction of

the trough into the confession was done on

something safer than guesswork ? "

" Yes,"- she conceded. " But how did you

surmise that the boy had entered the field

through the open fence ? "

" Look at the position of it ! It is almost

in direct line with the trough and the gate !

After settling the point from which the

weapon was fired, I said to myself, ' Now,

what brought the culprit to this trough ? '

and, turning roundâ��why, there was the

fence ! "

" Just one more point, professor. How

could you deduce that the culprit was a boy ?

Surely that was a guess, at any rate ? "

" Guess ! " the professor roared, perhaps

too forcibly. "No, woman! Just common-

sense ! To lie on the grass behind a sheep

trough and shoot at a sitting bird, to waste

ammunition on a useless object and fire

across a public thoroughfare to the danger

of human life, was obviously the action of

a young and thoughtless boy. Also," he

supplemented, " I remembered that the

accident happened on a Saturday evening,

when the grown-ups of those villages make

their weekly pilgrimage to Leicester.

".For the rest," he went on, " the strategy

I adopted to force a confession The

story is soon told. Realizing that some

very great inducement would be necessary

to lure the culprit into the open, I persuaded

Sir William Watson to promote the ' Bisley '

and introduce the snap-shooting test. I

baited the trap with irresistible prizes, and

framed a handicap that was particularly

favourable to the youngsters. The gate I

used for the target was a copy of the real

gate, which I had made from a photograph 1

tookâ��one gate looks very much like another

â��and the real terrorizer was the stiff bird

on top. Before the meeting all the entry-

forms, which gave names, addresses, and

ages, were submitted to me. I had no

difficulty in parting the men from the boys,

and by comparing the latter with a list of

the licensed owners of firearms within a

four-mile radius of Great Glen, I eliminated

all the competitors but fourâ��and competitor

No. 172 was one of those four ! "

A photograph of the scene of the tragedy, to which is added an outline of Bella

Wright on her bicycle. The white line indicates the course of the bullet after hitting

the bird shown on the gate.



This is not an " impossible " illusion by

TRICKS

I SHOULD

LIKE TO DO/

MVID

DEVANT

SOMETIMES, when I am sitting in an

easy chair, with only a cigar and my

thoughts for companions, I am re-

minded of a little magical problem

that I have often tried to solve.

I want to do on the stage just what I am

then doing in my study, but, of course,

something else is to happen. The trick will

really lieginâ��if ever I succeed in solving this

puzzleâ��when the smoke from my cigar

collects in a little cloud and remains a few

feet above my head. And as I sit there,

smoking and trying to convince the audience

that I am thinking, the little cloud of smoke

will drift slightly and, in moving, will

gradually form itself into a kind of " smoke

statue " of a woman. The smoke will

slowly disperse, and the audience will then

see a woman floating in mid-air ; she will

show by her expression and movements of

the hands and head that she is a living being.

\Yhen the audience have been convinced

that the woman is really a living being 1

shall put down my cigar, stand up, and look

rather incredulously at the figure for a few-

seconds. The figure will then dissolve into

a cloud of smoke which will disperse and

disappear altogether. I shall return to my

easy chair and my cigar, and the curtain will

fall slowlv.

any means, but I have not yet hit upon a

method which appeals to me.

This illusion reminds me of another which

is rather more difficult. I imagine that

everyone has seen the illusion in which a

woman, reclining on a couch on the stage,

floats away from the couch and up above

the head of the performer. The magician

passes a solid hoop over the figure to prove

that the woman is quite isolated (and, in

passing, I may say that the hoop is exactly

what it is claimed to beâ��a solid steel hoop).

After a few moments the figure slowly sinks

down again to the couch.

This is a very effective illusion, but just a

little hackneyed nowadays. I have always

thought, however, that the fact that the

illusion was presented entirely on the stage

seemed to rob it of some of its effect. How

"much better it would be, I think, if the

figure, after rising in mid-air, slowly floated

away from the stage and passed over the

heads of the audience and returned to the

stage.

Here, again, we have an illusion which is

not impossible, but I have not yet discovered

a way out of certain difficulties.

An illusion or trick which seems to be very

complicated is not always the most difficult

for the performer ; on the other hand a

plain, apparently simple little trick, can be

very bothersome.

Here is an idea which was given to me by

a pupil of mine. It seems simple enough, but

though I have known of it for years I have

1 The little cioud of smoke (rom my cigai

' smoke statue *
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not been able to find a good way oÃ doing the

trick.

The conjurer borrows half a crown, opens

his right hand, shows that he has nothing in

the hand, places the half-crown on the palm,

and closes the hand. He then addresses the

owner of the money :â��

" You can have various kinds of change

for half a crown. What change would you

like ? "

We will suppose that the reply is : " Two

separate shillings and a sixpence." The

conjurer immediately opens his hand and

shows two separate shillings and a sixpence.

If the conjurer knew that he was going to

be asked for that change the trick would be

fairly easy, but that is not the trick. The

performer has to be ready to give any change

in silver without

opening his hand

until the end of

the trick. My

pupil kindly sug-

gested that to

make the trick

'really difficult"

we ought to al-

low the owner of

the half - crown

will gradually form itself into a kind of

of a woman."

to choose part of his change or all of it in

coppers, but I gave an emphatic " No " to

that idea. Imagine what would happen if

some sweet child of nine, after a little calcu-

lation, prompted the owner of the money to

ask for a hundred and twenty farthings !

No, the trick is quite difficult enough if you

limit the choice to silver, and partly because

it is difficult it remains among the tricks 1

want to do.

Here is another little effect which seems

absurdly simpleâ��till you try to do it.

The conjurer has a blotting-pad, some

paper, pens, and ink. He asks someone to

come up to his table, select a pen, and write

anything he pleases in ink. The conjurer

holds the paper so that everyone in the

audience can see it, and asks his volunteer

assistant to hold the

blotting-pad in a simi-

lar position. The con-

jurer then blots the

writing on the pad,

but when he removes

the paper the audience

see that the writing on

the blotting-paper is

not reversed -â�� as, of

course, it should be.

It seems to me that

the only way of doing

this would be by

secretly detaching the

sheet of blotting-paper

from the pad and turn-

ing it over, but how to

'lo this without letting

the audience see you

do itâ��to say nothing

of the assistant who is

holding the blotting-

padâ��is beyond me at

present. The trick ap-

peals to me because it

is quite diflcrent from

any other trick with

which I am acquainted.

Let us return to tin-

big stage for a moment.

I come on with a magic

wand (I have never

used one) and a small

handkerchief. I place the handker-

chief on the end of the wand and

start to twirl it round. The hand-

kerchief spins on the end of the

wand. The audience see that the handker-

chief gets larger and larger until finally it

becomes a huge sheet, practically concealing

me from the audience, although the very

sharp people in the front rows of the stalls

will notice that my feet are still on the stage.

Somebody fires a pistol ; there is a crash

of cymbals from the orchestra ; the revolving
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sheet disappears in a flash, disclosing four

swing-boats. The audience then see that

the wand which I used in the first place is

now a stout rod of iron and serves as the axis

on which the four swing-boats revolve.

There are to be two persons in each boat

and the whole structure is to be brilliantly

illuminated.

I once worked this outâ��on paperâ��and I

believe my scheme would answer, but there

are two difficulties which 1 cannot get over.

The expense of making the apparatus would

be small in comparison with the expense of

carrying it about the country and paying

the small army of assistants who would be

required to work it. The other difficulty is

the time which would be occupied in setting

and striking the illusion ; that difficulty is

insuperable unless you make the illusion the

first item on the programme, and I should

strongly object to that idea.

I once mentioned this idea to a pupil of

mine. He suggested that for the first little-

effectâ��spinning the handkerchief on the end

of the wandâ��I might have a pin on the wand

â��just to make it easy. I thanked him and

asked him to continue with his solution.

The handkerchief is to get bigger while it is

in motion. . . . He is still thinking about it.

And, as a matter of fact, that is the chief

difficulty in working out the illusion.

A .OTHER pretty illusion which I want to

do is down in my note-book as " The

Bubble." A large bubble floats on the

stage ; if you think this would be too easy

you can begin by blowing the bubble from a

pipe. After a few moments the audience

see the picture of a woman on the bubble,

which sinks down on to the table and

bursts, disclosing the woman standing on the

table.

This is rather a " teaser," and so is the

sequel.

The woman is dressed in a plain white

frock. At my suggestion she walks down to

the audience, and two or three ladies are

asked to inspect her white dress and to

satisfy themselves that there is no trickery

about it.

The woman returns to the stage and lies

on a couch. 1 then ask the audience to name

any of the colours which they saw on the

bubbleâ��in short, any colour they like. I

ask them to watch the white dress on my

assistant; the dress slowly becomes dyed

with the colour the audience have chosen,

and to satisfy the audience that the effect is

not produced by coloured lights the assistant

walks down to the auditorium again.

Quite a pretty illusionâ��if I could do n '

Among the little trieâ�¢' -vant tq

entirely new card

ghost of an idea of '

know is that it must be different from the

usual card trick.

And I have not got very far with another

little trick. I want to borrow some ringsâ��

ordinary finger ringsâ��from members of the

audience and put them in a glass, take them

out of the glass and show them all linked

together. Then they are to be unlinked and

returned to their owners.

Here is a little idea which forms part of a

trick. I have not yet decided on the com-

plete effect, but, roughly, this is the part

which forms the stumbling-block at present.

In the course of the trick I have to use an

empty cup. A cup is on the table and in the

centre of the table there is a tall glass vase.

When I am about to use the cup I pretend

to be surprised to find that it is full of water.

I pour the water into the vase and put the

cup down again. Later on I want to use

" this empty cup," but it is not empty ; it

is again full of water, although there is

apparently no way of getting water into the

cup except by pouring it in in the usual way.

I empty the cup into the vase and start the

trick again, and again I find the cup full of

water, which I pour into the vase. The effect

is repeated for just as long as the audience

will stand itâ��or until the vase is full of

water. Finally, I decide that I will do the

trick some other way, and I call an assistant

and ask him to clear away the things from

the table, but just as he is about to pick the

things up they clear themselves away byâ��

and there my notes stop.

The most difficult trick is not always the

most effective. I think the following would

be difficult and not very effective because

the end would be too long.

I have a number of cards about the size of

a double sheet of note-paper and some blue

pencils. I also have a very large letter file,

which I hand out to anyone in the audience

for a moment, so that everyone may be con-

vinced that the file is empty.

I then ask several members of-the audience

to write any one letter of the alphabet on

each of the large cards, using the blue pencils

for the purpose so that the audience may see

the letters. I then take the cards, cover

them with a handkerchief for a nwment, and

cause them to disappear. I go to the letter

case, and the cards are found in their right

places there.

After the first card had been shown the

audience would naturally guess that all the

other cards were in their right places, and so

you would have a wearisome repetition of

the same effect, and for that reason the trick,

which would be very difficult, does not quite

please me. At the same rime I want to do

it l>ecause I fggl sure that when once I had

if the right method I should

way q^^MMUne the trick to a sudden
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Ã¯limax. In thinking out a trick you gener-

ally find that it is something like a jig-saw

puzzle. When you have got two little bits

done 5-011 generally see a way of joining them

and making them one big bit, and then the

rest comes to you.

I was asked some weeks ago how I could

make a two-legged man appear effectively

as a one-legged man in a play. This is not a

trick which I particularly want to do myself,

but it reminded me of one which suggested

itself to me by my seeing a very handsome

tiger-skin rug in the house of

a friend. I said to him :â��

" Wouldn't it be a fine

trick if I could just pick

up this rug, give it a

shake, and produce

a real, live tiger ! "

My friend paid me

a compliment. He

said :â��

" Fine trickâ��very

fine. Would you mind

waiting till I get to the

cellar ? "

Every schoolboy has

seen the trick of taking

a cannon-ball out of a

hat. I have often said

to myself when I have

been doing this trickâ��it

forms part of another trick of

mineâ��" Why am I doing this

Why am I taking a cannon ball

out of a hat ? Why not out

something else ? " Soâ��

I take a large sheet of stiff paper,

twist it into a cone-shaped bag, and

produce a large silver ball, completely

filling the bag. I take it out and it

drops on the stage ; it is obviously

quite solid. I repeat the effect many

times, until there is a pile of solid

balls (not solid silver !) on the stage,

all produced from the paper bag. At

the end I untwist the bag and show

the plain sheet of paper again.

An exceptionally good or-

chestra at a music-hall un-

consciously suggested an illu-

sion to me. I was waiting

for the curtain

to rise one even-

ing and thinking

that my opening

music seemed to

be much better

than usual when

it occurred to me

I might make

a different en-

trance alto-

gether. I would

I take a sheet of stiff paper, twist it into a cone-

shaped bag, and produce a large silver ball."

dispense with all music, would do without the

customary " chord on." When I was in the

middle of the stage I would apologize for the

absence of the band and ask an assistant if

he had seen the lost band. The assistant

would reply by handing me a large box.

" What is that ? "

" A bandbox, sir."

' Oh, I seeâ��a band in a bandboxâ��little

joke, eh ? "

But it would not be a meaning-

less joke because I should take off

the lid, and out would come the

missing band in a procession, with

their music and music stands, all of.

them ready to take their places in

the orchestra, even down toâ��or

up toâ��the player of the double-

bass. I imagine that his instru-

ment would give me some little

trouble, but I am sure it would

be worth while. I should have

an illusion which people would

wish to see more than once.

. Of all the illusions which

I ever feel I should much

like to do I think my

favourite is one which was

suggested to me by hearing

of a dream within a

dream ; a man dreamt that

he was dreaming. I wish

to present an illusionâ��or,

rather, a series of tricks

and illusionsâ��which will

serve as a kind-of frame

for my customary per-

formance.

The thing would be-

gin in this way. I

come on to a bare stageâ��no dra-

peries, no furniture, no " props " of

any kind. I produceâ��well, we will

say a small handkerchief. From the

handkerchief I produce a small table.

More handkerchiefs are magically

produced, and I begin my regular

performance with some handker-

chief tricks. When they are

over I produce from the hand-

kerchiefs all the materials I

require for the next trick,

and so I go on

until I come to

my largest illu-

sionsâ��bulky

things which are

not easily pushed

about the stage

by a couple of

men. The mate-

rials for each

separate trick

and illusion
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would be

magically pro-

duced just

when they were

w a n t e d, and

after they had

been used they

would be trans-

ported m a g i-

cally to a table

at the back of

the stage. I

would not have

a visible assist-

ant at any

time during the

performance,

and at the end I would

have all the things I had

used grouped at the back

of the stage. After all,

when one comes to think of

it, is it not absurd that a

magician who is apparently

able to do wonderful things

with cannon balls, rabbits,

and human assistantsshould

have to have the apparatus used in each trick

carried off in the usual way when the trick

is over ? Surely a real magician should be

able to say to his table and the things

upon it: " I've done with you, thank you ;

please go away ; run along now."

And then the table ought to obey, and

another, laden with the apparatus, all

magically produced,'! for the next trick,

should take its place. That would be

an ideal way for pesenting a con-

juring performance, but I fear that

it is never likely to be my way.

A friend to whom I have

shown this article kindly sug-

gests that at the conclusion of

the performance all the appa-

ratus and " props " I have

used should disappear, leaving

me, as I started, standing on

a bare stage. Perhaps when

I know how to begin

a performance of this

kind I may discover a

really good way of bring-

ing it to that

conclusion.

I should take off the lid of the bandbox, and* out would

come the band in a procession."



CREATURES,

RESPECTA-

BILITY is

so seldom a

real virtue

that one scarcely need

talk about it as a

virtue at all. It is

more a luxury, an in-

dulgence, than anything

else. There are num-

bers who pay a price

for it, and it is to be

found in as many

varieties of pattern and

quality as thevery latest

of linoleums ; what is

more, it is just as cold

to the feet.

There are some to

whom it is bequeathed

â��an inheritance. There

are some â�� the great

majorityâ��who acquire

it by purchase as they go along in life.

Just like linoleum, it is a covering for the

bare boards of the common daily round of

existence, and nowadays can be made to

look so much like the real thing, like real

marble or elaborate tiling, as would need a

Catesby out of the Tottenham Court Koad

or an expert on the board for the protection

of public morals to tell the difference.

My story is not concerned with those to

whom it is bequeathed as a legacy. Long

generations of habit have made it more than

a mere linoleum over those bare boards

which compose the floor of every house.

To them, it is a carpet of rich velvet pile

upon which footsteps fall noiselessly and

[)cople walk, arm in arm, all unconsciously

every night in evening-dress to dinner.

My story is not with this kind of respect-

ability. My story favours the linoleum

variety, the stuff you can buy in any furnish-

ing shop in the Tottenham Court Road, the

stuff you can cut with a blunt kitchen knife

and which is in common use everywhere.

There is a lot of human nature about that

kind of respectability. After long wearing

the joints of the boards usually show through.

But when just laid down, and if of a sub-

stantial quality, it can look exactly like red

brick tiling, or oak parquet, or even marble,

HABIT
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as though one were

living in an Alma

Tadema picture.

This is the kind of

respectability that

interests me most of

all, and it is in use

in nine-tenths of the

houses in England.

People who raise loud

voices in protest against

an improper scene in an

improper play walk over

their linoleum at home

with bare feet, and

would assure you that

they never feel the cold.

People who go boldly to

sec that improper scene

in that improper play,

and are amongst those

who contribute to the

prodigious hiring of

opera-glasses from the attendants, lay down

a parquet linoleum in their dining-rooms

and, with a modern copy of an old piece of

furniture, would lead you to think it was

real oak parquet, if you did not know any

better.

I believe machinery has more to do with

this aped respectability than any of us

realize. I believe that just as machinery has

spoiled our love of work, so it has really

spoiled our love of life ; that just as it

has created a market for imitation, so it

has introduced into daily life a certain

falseness, a certain quality of pretence that

has become almost a vice with nearly every

one of us.

I don't think I could live with a cheap

reproduction of the Venus de Milo without

getting a cheap conception of the beauty of

life. I don't think I could play the pianola

for long without getting a mechanical con-

ception of music. I don't believe I could be

respectable for many years without getting

a lopsided conception of what was really

right or wrong.

Before steam drove the first wheel round,

it scems to me that people must have acted

much more upon the dictates of their real

conscience. But now, respectability, together

with linoleum, has come out of the factories,
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and our floor boards are covered with it

rather than the real material woven out of

the warp and the weft of life.

THE person of Miss Constantia Martingale

is a case in point. By reason of the

revenue coming in from the possession

of certain house property in the West-end of

London, she was able to afford the luxury of

respectability in one of the most respectable

sideroads off the Brixton Road.

From the front, No. 15 presented all

those unmistakable signs of starched and

ironed propriety which are to be found

expressed in stiff lace curtains, in the eternal

aspidistra standing in a glazed earthenware

pot in the front window, its leaves just

appearing through the space between the

curtains. The brass bell-handle was always

carefully polished, the steps were always

scrupulously white and clean. If there were

any sounds of music on Sunday, they were

those of Miss Constantia playing one or the

other of two hymn tunes she knew on an

ancient upright Collard and Collarcl piano

from which you heard the sound of the

hammers striking, as well as the metallic

vibrations of the strings.

And at the back, although Miss Constantia

was no gardener, the little square of grass

with its surrounding laurel bushes was

religiously in order. A man from the

neighlxnirhood came once a fortnight for

two hours and attended to it.

In Morpeth Road, Brixton, Miss Constantia

Martingale was considered as respectable as

any of the twenty-five respectable families

which gave those places of residence an

atmosphere dear to the adherents of the cult

of the aspidistra. Those lace curtains, that

polished bell-knob, even the two hymn tunes,

and certainly that Sunday attendance of

divine worship in her best apparel, had

become so close a habit in the life of Miss

Constantia Martingale that to have deprived

her of them would have been to bring the

whole world in dust and debris about her

ears.

They were not, however, the complete

habits of her life. One other she had which,

if the truth be admitted, would have wrought

by its absence as violent a cataclysm in her

life as the destruction of that atmosphere in

Morpeth Road.

Once every quarter it was her invariable

habit to go up to the West-end to collect her

rents. She did this from mot i ves of economy.

Long ago she had argued it all out satisfac-

torily to herself that it was foolish of her to

pay a percentage out of her livelihood to a

solicitor for collecting her rents when she

could quite easily do the business herself.

One day out of event' quarter of the year

was not so very considerable an amount of

time lost, from the desirable atmosphere of

Morpeth Road.

The rents to be collected were nearly all

from shops and close togetherâ��Nos. 15

to 2i, all in one street. She liad only

to walk from one to another, with her black

silk bag on her arm, as though she were a

customer out purchasing her necessities for

the day.

They were very polite to her. Un-

doubtedly they recognized her respectability.

Never once in all the time she had collected

these rents had she been met with discourtesy

or incivility.

" Here's the landlord," they said amongst

themselves, when they saw her arrive

punctually every quarter-day, but to her

face they always called her Miss Martingale. â�¢

She took her little sums of money ; care-

fully she put each one in her black silk bag,

and she went away, not to be seen again by

them until the next quarter-day. Vaguely

they knew she lived in Brixton. Some of

them had her address when the occasion

of repairs necessitated their writing to

her. None had ever had the curiosity to go

down and see No. 15, Morpeth Road, or

they would have realized how accurate their

estimation of her respectability had been.

She went away, right out of that district,

generally on foot, and, it usually being then

alxint three in the afternoon, she made her

way to one of those small confectioners' shops

where they supplement their trade in bread

and pastries and cakes with the service of

lunch or tea, with no pretensions of aspiring

to the functions of a restaurant.

Seated at a table there in a back part of

the shop, where almost invariably she was

alone. Miss Martingale ordered two ham

sandwiches and a glass of port. It was cheap

port, immature, sweet, and strong. To

expect any other class of wine in a pastry-

cook's is ill-a.dvised. But Miss Martingale

was blind to .vintage qualities. She liked the

pastry-cook's port because it was so sweet

and so strong.

And while she consumed this refreshment

she laid the black silk bag on the table, with

the help of a little notebook checking off the

various amounts of her rents and counting

them for the second time that day.

For some time after the two sandwiches

and the glass of port were consumed she was

still at work. Finance was not a strong

point with her. Over and over again her

calculations proved incorrect. There were

division and multiplication and addition all

to be done, and her fingers played on the

American oilcloth-covered table, lending

assistance to her efforts until they ached.

It was the most natural sequence of events

that, while in the throes of these calculations,

she should order another glass of port. It
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" It was the most natural sequence of events that, while in the throes of these calculations,

she should order another glass of port."
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helped her to the completion of her work.

She felt the fire of it tingling in her blood.

It seemed to make her brain so clear, alert,

and vigorous that addition, multiplication,

and division became almost child's play to

her quickened perceptions.

" I don't think I could manage it without

my second glass," she often said to the

waitress who attended to her ; and no doubt

it was true. The trouble lay in the fact

that not only did it assist her in her mathe-

matical calculations, but left in its wake a

subtly enjoyable feeling of lassitude : a

feeling that those back premises of the

pastry-cook's shop were the most pleasant

she had ever known ; a feeling that it would

be a happy circumstance to stay there for a

very long time ; that there was nothing in

the world so serious as to really matter one

way or another; that No. 15, Morpeth

Road, nice quiet, respectable though it was,

â�¢was a little dull compared with this, and that.

viewed through a mist of lassitude, it seemed

very far away.

Always for some little while she pondered

over these pleasant feelings ; fingered her

empty glass again and again, but always in

the end she beckoned to the waitress, and

invariably, as though it were a decision not

completeiy arrived at, she said :â��

" I think I might have another glass of

port."

ONCE every quarter, before a certain

magistrate in one of the many police-

courts existing in the metropolis, they

bring a certain elderly spinster lady, who,

sitting on some pavement or gloriously dis-

porting herself in some doorway, has been

found intoxicated and incapable. She never

makes any disturbance. Though it may be

with difficulty, it is with no wilful obstruction

on her part that the policeman conveys her to

the police-station where she spends the night.

" Whatever the old lady does," said one

of the officers on one occasion, " she seems

to do it respectably."

For the first three occasions she took it

sorely indeed when she found where she was

in the morning. She begged them with tears

rolling heavily down her cheeks to keep it

out of the papers.

The\ laughed at her.

" One 'ud think you was the wife of a

Cabinet Minister," they said. " There are

thirty other cases like yours this morning."

" But, you see, I live in Morpeth Road,

Brixton," she explained through her tears.

" If they knew there, I don't know what

would happen ! "

" Wait till you move to Carlton 'Ouse

Terrace, missis," she was told. " Then you

can begin to fret about it."

She gave her excuses, still through her

tears, to the magistrate. He just had time

to listen to what she said, nodding his head

in quirk comprehension.

" Collecting rents-â��what you might call a

sudden rush of money to the head. Five

shillings. Next."

It was cursoryâ��it was abrupt. On con-

sideration she was grateful for that. It drew

ho attention to her case. But very possibly

it had the effect of belittling the enormity of

it in her mind. She said to herself as she

went home :â��

" They wouldn't take it like that in

Morpeth Road."

Two or three quarters later, when she

appeared for the second time, the magistrate

looked at her sharply.

" Sorry to see you again," said he.

"Rents?"

" Yes," she replied, only whimpering this

time.

"Seh! Seh ! Sch ! Five shillings. Next."

The third time, he just said, " Rents ? "

And so every quarter it became the habit

of that court to try Miss Constantia Martin-

gale for drunkenness and incapability, and

every quarter-day, when she left No. 15

in the morning, it had become her habit

to say to her maid :â��

" I shall stay with a friend of mine in

London to-night."

And then one day, between the Michaelmas

and the Christmas quarter, to his consider-

able astonishment, the magistrate saw Miss

Constantia Martingale before him.

" You ? " said he.

She bent her head.

" But rents are not due in November.

What's happened ? "

" I came up," said she, tremulously,^ ' to

see about a few repairs."

The magistrate sat upright in his scat upon

the bench, and there shot from his eyes a

severity that concealed his sense of the

ridiculous from those only who did not know

him well.

" Repairs ! " said he. " Noâ��noâ��we can't

have that. We allow that you may be a

creature of singular habit, but not of frequent

custom. You will be coming up to buy a

latch for one of your back doors next.

There is no end to this. Rentsâ��yes ; but

repairsâ��oh, no !â��oh, no ! I can't allow

you repairs. Three days without the option.

Next ! "

When Miss Constantia returned after three

days to Morpeth Road she explained to her

maid how pressing her friends had been.

" But I must not leave you alone so long

again," said she. " It's not right. I'm sure

it's not right. I sha'n't stay longer than one

night next time."
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OFF JEEVES
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A â�¢ WALLIS MILLS

IT gave me a nasty jar, I can tell you.

You see, what happened was this.

Once a year Jeeves takes a couple of

weeks' vacation and biffs off to the sea

or somewhere to restore his tissues. Pretty

rotten for me, of course, while he's away.

But it has to be stuck, so I stick it ; and I

must admit that he usually manages to get

hold of a fairly decent fellow to look after

me in his absence.

Well, the time had come round again, and

Jeeves was in the kitchen giving' the under-

study* a few tips about his duties. I hap-

pened to want a stamp or something, or a bit

of string or something, and I toddled down

the passage to ask him for it. The silly ass

had left the kitchen door open; and I hadn't

gone two steps when his voice caught me

squarely in the eardrum.

" You will find Mr. \Vooster," he was

saying to the substitute chappie, " an

exceedingly pleasant and amiable young

pentleman, but not intelligent. By no

means intelligent. Mentally he is negligible

â��quite negligible."

\Yell, I mean to say, what !

I suppose, strictly speaking, I ought to

have charged in and ticked the blighter off

properly in no uncertain voice. But I doubt

whether it's humanly possible to tick Jeeves

off. Personally, I didn't even have a clash

at it. I merely called for my hat and stick

in a marked manner and legged it. But the

memory rankled, if you know what I mean.

We Woosters do not lightly forget. At

least, we doâ��some thingsâ��appointments,

and people's birthdays, and letters to post.
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and all thatâ��but not an absolute bally

insult like the above. I brooded like the

dickens.

I was still brooding when I dropped in at

the oyster-bar at Buck's for a quick bracer.

I needed a bracer rather particularly at the

moment, because I was on my way to lunch

with my Aunt Agatha. A pretty frightful

ordeal, believe me or telieve me not.

Practically the nearest thing to being

disembowelled. I had just had one quick

and another rather slower, and was feeling

about as cheerio as was possible under the

circs, when a muffled voice hailed me from

the north-east, and, turning round, I saw

young Bingo Little propped up in a corner,

wrapping himself round a sizable chunk of

bread and cheese.

" Hallo-allo-allo ! " I said. " Haven't

seen you for ages. You've not been in here

lately, have you ? "

" No. I've been living out in the country."

" Eh ?" I said, for Bingo's loathing for the

country was well known. " Whereabouts ? "

" Down in Hampshire, at a place called

Ditteredge."

" No, really ? I know some people who've

got a house there. The Glossops. Have you

met them ? "

" Why,, that's where I'm staying ! " said

young Bingo. " I'm tutoring the Glossop

kid."

" What for ?" I said. I couldn't seem to

see young Bingo as a tutor. Though, of

course, he did get a degree of sorts at Oxford,

and I suppose you can always fool some of

the people some of the time.

P. G. Wodchouse.
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' What for ? For money, of course ! An

absolute sitter came unstitched in the second

race at Haydock Park," said young Bingo,

witri some bitterness, " and I dropped my

entire month's allowance. I hadn't the

nerve to touch my uncle for any more, so it

was a case of buzzing round to the agents

and getting a job. I've been down there

three weeks."

" I haven't met the Glossop kid."

" Don't ! " advised Bingo, briefly.

" The only one of the family I really know

is the girl." I had hardly spoken these

words when the most extraordinary change

came over young Bingo's face. His eyes

bulged, his cheeks flushed, and his Adam's

apple hopped about like one of those india-

rubber balls on the top of the fountain in a

shooting-gallery.

" Oh, Bertie ! " he said, in a strangled sort

of voice.

I looked at the poor fish anxiously. I

knew that he was always falling in love with

someone, but it didn't seem possible that

even he could have fallen in love with

Honoria Glossop. To me the girl was

simply nothing more nor less than a pot of

poison. One of those dashed large, brainy,

strenuous, dynamic girls you see so many

of these days. She had been at Girton,

where, in addition to enlarging her brain to

the most frightful extent, she had gone in

for every kind of sport and developed the

physique of a middle-weight catch-as-catch-

can wrestler. I'm not sure she didn't box

for the 'Varsity while she was up. The

effect she had on me whenever she appeared

was to make me want to slide into a cellar ,

and lie low till they blew the All-Clear.

Yet here was young Bingo obviously all

for her. There was no mistaking it. The

love-light was in the blighter's eyes.

" I worship her, Bertie ! I worship the

very ground she treads on !" continued the

patient, in a loud, penetrating voice. One

or two fellows had come in, and McGarry,

the chappie behind the bar, was listening

with his ears flapping. But there's no

reticence about Bingo. He always reminds

me of the hero of a musical comedy who

takes the centre of the stage, gathers the

boys round him in a circle, and tells them all

about his love at the top of his voice.

" Have you told her ? "

" No. I haven't had the nerve. But we

walk together in the garden most evenings,

and it sometimes seems to me that there is

a look in her eyes."

" I know that look. Like a sergeant-

major."

" Nothing of the kind ! Like a tender

goddess."

" Half a second, old thing," I said. " Are

you sure we're talking about the same girl ?

The one I mean is Honoria. Perhaps there's

a younger sister or something I've not heard

of ?"

" Her name is Honoria," bawled Bingo,

reverently.

" And she strikes you as a tender goddess?"

" She does."

" God bless you !" I said.

" She walks in beauty like the night of

cloudless climes and starry skies ; and all

that's best of dark and bright meet in her

aspect and her eyes. Another bit of bread

and cheese," he said to the lad behind the bar.

" You're keeping your strength up," I said.

" This is my lunch. I've got to meet

Oswald at Waterloo at one-fifteen, to catch

the train back. I brought him up to town

to see the dentist."

" Oswald ? Is that the kid ? "

" Yes. Pestilential to a degree."

" Pestilential ! That reminds me, I'm

lunching with my Aunt Agatha. I'll have

to pop on now, or I'll be late."

IX Society circles, I believe, my Aunt

Agatha has a fairly fruity reputation as

a hostess. But then, I take it she doesn't

ballyrag her other guests the way she does

me. I don't think I can remember a single

meal with her since I was a kid of tender

years at which she didn't turn the conversa-

tion sooner or later to the subject of my

frightfulness. To-day, she started in on me

with the fish.

" Bertie," she saidâ��in part and chattilyâ��

"it is young men like you who make the

person with the future of the race at heart

despair ! "

" What-ho !" I said.

" Cursed with too much money, you

fritter away in selfish idleness a life which

might have been made useful, helpful, and

profitable. You do nothing but waste your

time on frivolous pleasures. You are simply

an anti-social animal, a drone " She

fixed me with a glittering eye. " Bertie,

you must marry ! "

" No, dash it all !"

" Yes ! You should be breeding children

" No, really, I say, please !" I said,

blushing richly. Aunt Agatha belongs to

two or three of these women's clubs, and

she keeps forgetting she isn't in the smoking-

room.

" You want somebody strong, self-reliant,

and sensible, to counterbalance the deficien-

cies and weaknesses of your own character.

And by great good luck I have found the very

girl. She is of excellent familyâ��plenty of

money, though that does not matter in

your case. She has met you ; and, while

there is naturally much in you of which she

disapproves, she does not dislike you. I
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know this, for I

have sounded

herâ��guardedly,

of courseâ��and

I am sure that

you have only

to make the first

advances "

"Who is it?"

I would have

said it long

before, but the

shock had made

me swallow a

bit of roll the

wrong way, and

I had only just

finished turning

purple and try-

ing to get a bit

of air baclc into

the old wind-

pipe. " W ho

is it ? "

" Sir Rode-

rick Glossop's

daughter, Hon-

oria."

" No, no !" I

cried, paling

beneath the

tan.

" Don't be

silly, Bertie.

She is just the

wife for you."

"Yes, but

look here "

"She will

mould you."

" But I don't

want to be

moulded."

Aunt Agatha

gave me the

kind of look she used to give me when I

was a kid and had been found in the jam

cupboard.

" Bertie ! I hope you are not going to be

troublesome."

" Well, but I mean "

" Lady Glossop has very kindly invited

you to Ditteredge Hall for a few days. I

told her you would be delighted to come

down to-morrow."

" I'm sorry, but I've got a dashed impor-

tant engagement to-morrow."

" What engagement ? "

" Wellâ��er "

" You have no engagement. And, even

if you had, you must put it off. I shall be

very seriously annoyed, Bertie, if you do not

go to Ditteredge Hall to-morrow."

" Oh, right-o ! " I said.

Vol. Ixiii.â��11.

" There was no mistaking it. The love-light was in the blighter's eyes."

AMAN may be down, but he is never out.

It wasn't two minutes after I had parted

from Aunt Agatha before the old fight-

ing spirit of the Woosters reasserted itself.

Ghastly as the peril was which loomed before

me, I was conscious of a rummy sort of

exhilaration. It was a tight corner, but the

tighter the corner, I felt, the more juicily

should I score off Jeeves when I got myself

out of it without a bit of help from him.

Ordinarily, of course, I should have con-

sulted him and trusted to him to solve the

difficulty ; but after what I had heard him

saying in the kitchen, I was dashed if I was

going to demean myself. When I got home

I addressed the man with light abandon.

" Jeeves," I said, " I'm in a bit of a

difficulty."

" I'm sorry to hear that, sir."
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" Yes, quite a bad hole. In fact, you

might say on the brink of a precipice, and

faced by an awful doom."

" If I could be of any assistance, sir "

" Oh, no. No, no. Thanks very- much,

but no, no. I won't trouble you. I've no

doubt I shall be able to get out of it all right

by myself."

'â�¢ Very good, sir."

So that was that. I'm bound to say I'd

have welcomed a bit more curiosity from the

iellow, but that is Jeeves all over. Cloaks

his emotions, if you know what I mean.

Wears the mask and what not.

HOXORIA was away when I got to

Ditteredge oh the following afternoon.

Her mother told me that she was

staying with some people named Brayth-

wayt in the neighbourhood, and would be

back next day, bringing the daughter of

the house with her for a visit. She said I

would find Oswald out in the grounds, and

such is a mother's love that she spoke as

if that were a bit of a boost for the grounds

and an inducement to go there.

Rather decent, the grounds at Ditteredge.

A couple of terraces, a bit of lawn with a

cedar on it, a bit of shrubbery, and finally a

small but goodish lake with a stone bridge

running across it. Directly I'd worked my

way round the shrubbery I spotted young

Bingo leaning against the bridge smoking a

cigarette. Sitting on the stonework, fishing,

was a species of kid whom I took to be

Oswald the Plague-Spot:

Bingo was both surprised and delighted

to see me, and introduced me to the kid. If

the latter was surprised and delighted too,

he concealed it like a diplomat. â�¢ He just

looked at me, raised his eyebrows slightly,

and went on fishing. He was one of those

supercilious striplings who give you the

impression that you went to the wrong school

and that your clothes don't fit.

" This is Oswald," said Bingo.

" What," I replied, cordially, " could be

sweeter ? How are you ? "

" Oh, all right," said the kid.

" Nice place, this."

" Oh, all right," said the kid.

" Having a good time fishing ? "

" Oh. all right," said the kid.

Young Bingo led me on to commune

apart.

' Doesn't jolly old Oswald's incessant

flow of prattle make your head ache some-

times ?" I asked.

Bingo sighed.

" It's a hard job."

" What's a hard job ? "

" Loving him."

" Do you love him ?" I asked, surprised.

I shouldn't have thought it could be done.

" I try to," said young Bingo, " for Her

sake. She's coming back to-morrow. Bertie."

" So I heard."

" She is coming, my love, my own "

" Absolutely," I said. " But touching on

young Oswald once more. Do you have to

be with him all day ? How do you manage

to stick it ? "

" Oh, he doesn't give much trouble.

When we aren't working he sits on that

bridge all the time, trying to catch tiddlers."

" Why don't you shove him in ?"

" Shove him in ?"

" It seems to me distinctly the thing to do,"

I said, regarding the stripling's back with a

good deal of dislike. " It would wake him

up a bit, and make him take an interest in

things."

Hingo shook his head a bit wistfully.

" Your proposition attracts me," he said,

" but I'm afraid it can't be done. You see,

She would never forgive me. She is devoted

to the little brute."

" Great Scot ! " I cried. " I've got it ! "

I don't know if you know that feeling when

you get an inspiration, and tingle all down

your spine from the soft collar as now worn

to the very soles of the old Waukeesis ?

Jeeves, I suppose, feels that way more or

less all the time, but it isn't often it comes

to me. But now all Nature seemed to be

shouting at me " You've clicked ! " and I

grabbed young Bingo by the arm in a way

that must have made him feel as if a horse

had bitten him. His finely-chiselled features

were twisted with agony and what not, and

he asked me what the dickens I thought I

was playing at.

" Bingo," I said, " what would Jeeves

have done ? "

" How do you mean, what would Jeeves

have done ? "

" I mean what would he have advised in

a case like yours ? I mean you wanting to

make a hit with Honoria Glossop and all

that. Why, take it from me, laddie, he

would have shoved you behind that clump

of bushes over there ; he would have got me

to lure Honoria on to the bridge somehow ;

then, at the proper time, he would have

told me to give the kid a pretty hefty jab

in the small of the back, so as to shoot

him into the water ; and then you would

have dived in and hauled him out. How

about it ?"

" You didn't think that out by. yourself,

Bertie ? " said young Bingo, in a hushed sort

of voice.

" Yes, I did. Jeeves isn't the only fellow

with ideas."

" But it's absolutely wonderful."

" Just a suggestion."

" The only objection I can see is that it

would be so dashed awkward for you. I
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mean to say, suppose the kid turned round

and said you had shoved him in, that would

make you frightfully unpopular with Her."

" I don't mind risking that."

The man was deeply moved.

" Bertie, this is noble."

" No, no."

He clasped my hand silently, then chuckled

like the last bit of water going down the

waste-pipe in a bath.

" Now what ? " I said.

" I was only thinking,"

said young Bingo, " how

fearfully wet Oswald will

get. Oh, happy day ! "

I DON'T know if you've

noticed it, but it's

rummy how nothing in

this world ever seems to be

absolutely perfect. The

drawback to this otherwise

singularly fruity binge was,

of course, the fact that

Jeeves wouldn't be on the

spot to watch

me in action.

Still, apart â��

from that

there wasn't

a flaw. The

beauty of the

thing was,

you see, that

nothing could

possibly go

wrong. You

know how it

is, as a rule,

when you

want to get

Chappie A on

Spot B at

exactly the

same moment

when Chappie

C is on Spot

D. There's

always a

chance of a

hitch. Take

the case of

a general, I

mean to say,

who's plan-

ning out a big movement. He tells one

regiment to capture the hill with the

windmill on it at the exact moment when

another regiment is taking the bridgehead

or something down in the valley ; and

everything gets all messed up. And then,

when they're chatting the thing over in

camp that night, the colonel of the first

regiment says, " Oh, sorry ! Did you say

' Jeeves,' I said, ' I'm in a bit of a difficulty.'

the hill with the windmill ? I thought you

said the one with the flock of sheep." And

there you are ! But, in this case, nothing

like that could happen, because Oswald and

Bingo would be on the spot right along, so

that all I had to worry about was getting

Honoria there in due season. And I man-

aged that all right, first shot, by asking her

ifshe would come for a stroll in the grounds

with me, as I had something particular to

say to her.

She had ar-

rived shortly

after lunch in

the car with

the Brayth-

wayt girl. I

w a s intro-

duced to the

latter, a tall-

ish girl with

blue eyes and

fair hair. I

rather took

to her â�� she

was so unlike

Honoria â��

and, if I

had been

able to spare

the time,

I shouldn't

have minded

talking to her

for a bit. But

business was

business â�� I

had fixed it

up with Bingo

to be behind

the bushes at

three sharp,

so I got hold

of Honoria

and steered

her out

through the

grounds in

the direction

of the lake.

"You're

very quiet,

Mr.Wooster,"

she said.

Made me

jump a bit. I was concentrating pretty

tensely at the moment. We had just come

in sight of the lake, and I was casting a keen

eye over the ground to see that everything

was in order. Everything appeared to be as

arranged. The kid Oswald was hunched up

on the bridge; and, as Bingo wasn't visible,

I took it that he had got into position. My

watch made it two minutes after the hour.
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" Eh ?" I said. " Oh, ah, yes. I was

just thinking."

" You said you had something important

to say to me."

" Absolutely ! " I had decided to open

the proceedings by sort of paving the way

for young Bingo. I mean to say, without

actually mentioning his name, I wanted to

prepare the girl's mind for the fact that,

surprising as it might seem, there was some-

one who had long loved her from afar and

all that sort of rot. " It's like this," I said.

" It may sound rummy and all that, but

there's somebody who's frightfully in love

with you and so forthâ��a friend of mine, you

know."

" Oh, a friend of yours ? "

" Yes."

She gave a kind of a laugh.

" Well, why doesn't he tell me so ? "

" Well, you see, that's the sort of chap he

is. Kind of shrinking, diffident kind of

fellow. Hasn't got the nerve. Thinks you

so much above him, don't you know. Looks

on you as a sort of goddess. Worships the

ground you tread on, but can't whack up

the ginger to tell you so."

" This is very interesting."

" Yes. He's not a bad chap, you know,

in his way. Rather an ass, perhaps, but

well-meaning. Well, that's the posish. You

might just bear it in mind, what ? "

" How funny you are ! "

She chucked back her head and laughed

with considerable vim. She had a pene-

trating sort of laugh. Rather like a train

going into a tunnel. It didn't sound over-

musical to me, and on the kid Oswald it

appeared to jar not a little. He gazed at us

with a good deal of dislike.

" I wish the dickens you wouldn't make

that row," he said. " Scaring all the fish

away."

It broke the spell a bit. Honoria changed

the subject.

" 1 do wish Oswald wouldn't sit on the

bridge like that," she said. "I'm sure it

isn't safe. He might easily fall in."

" I'll go and tell him," I said.

I SUPPOSE the distance between the kid

and me at this juncture was about

five yards, but I got the impression

that it was nearer a hundred. And, as I

started to toddle across the intervening

space, I had a rummy feeling that I'd

done this very thing before. Then I

remembered. Years ago, at a country-

house party, I had been roped in to

play the part of a butler in some amateur

theatricals in aid of some ghastly charity or

other ; and I had had to open the proceedings

by walking across the empty stage from left

upper entrance and shoving a tray on a table

down right. They had impressed it on me

at rehearsals that I mustn't take the course

at a quick heel-and-toe, like a chappie

finishing strongly in a walking-race ; and

the result was that I kept the brakes on to

such an extent that it seemed to me as if I

was never going to get to the bally table at

all. The stage seemed to stretch out in

front of me like a trackless desert, and there

was a kind of breathless hush as if all Nature

had paused to concentrate its attention on

me personally. Well, I felt just like that

now. 1 had a kind of dry gulping in my

throat, and the more I walked the farther

away the kid seemed to get, till suddenly I

found myself standing just behind him

without quite knowing how I'd got there.

" Hallo ! " I said, with a sickly sort of grin

â��wasted on the kid, because he didn't

bother to turn round and look at me. He

merely wiggled his left ear in a rather

peevish manner. I don't know when I've

met anybody in whose life I appeared to

mean so little.

" Hallo ! " I said. " Fishing ? "

I laid my hand in a sort of elder-brotherly

way on his shoulder.

" Here, look out ! " said the kid, wobbling

on his foundations.

It was one of those things that want doing

quickly or not at all. I shut my eyes and

pushed. Something seemed to give. There

was a scrambling sound, a kind of yelp, a

scream in the offing, and a splash. And so

the long day wore on, so to speak.

I opened my eyes. The kid was just

coming to the surface.

" Help ! " I shouted, cocking an eye on

the bush from which young Bingo was

scheduled to emerge.

Nothing happened. Young Bingo didn't

emerge to the slightest extent whatever.

" I say ! Help ! " I shouted again.

I don't want to bore you with reminis-

cences of my theatrical career, but I must

just touch once more on that appearance of

mine as the butler. The scheme on that occa-

sion had been that when I put the tray on

the table the heroine would come on and say

a few words to get me off. Well, on the night

the misguided female forgot to stand by, and

it was a full minute before the search-party

located her and shot her on to the stage.

And all that time I had to stand there,

waiting. A rotten sensation, believe me.

and this was just the same, only worse. I

understood what these writer-chappies mean

when they talk about time standing still.

Meanwhile, the kid Oswald was presumably

being cut off in his prime, and it began to

seem to me that some sort of steps ought to

be taken about it. What I had seen of the

lad hadn't particularly endeared him to me,

but it was undoubtedly a bit thick to let him
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'There was a scream in the offing, and a

'Help!' I shouted. 'I say! Help!'

pass away. I don't know when I have seen

anything more grubby and unpleasant than

the lake as viewed from the bridge ; but the

thing apparently had to be done. I chucked

off my coat and vaulted over.

It seems rummy that water should be so

much wetter when you go into it with your

clothes on than when you're just bathing,

but take it from me that it does. I was only

under about three seconds, I suppose, but I

came up feeling like the bodies you read of

in the paper which " had evidently been in

the water several days." I felt clammy and

bloated.

At this point the scenario struck another

snag. I had assumed that directly I came

to the surface I should get hold of the kid

and steer him courageously to shore. But

he hadn't waited to be steered. When I

had finished getting the water out of my

eyes and had time

to take a look

round, I saw him

about ten yards

away, going

strongly and

using, I think, the

Australian crawl.

The spectacle

took all the heart

out of me. I mean

to say, the whole

essence of a res-

cue, if you know

what I mean, is

that the party of

the second part

shall keep fairly

still and in one spot. If he starts

swimming off on his own account

and can obviously give you at

least forty yards in the hundred,

where are you ? The whole thing

falls through. It didn't seem to

me that there was much to be

done except get ashore, so I got

ashore. By the time I had landed,

the kid was half-way to the house.

Look at it from whatever angle

you like, the thing was a wash-out.

I was interrupted in my medi-

tations by a noise like the Scotch

express going under a bridge. It

was Honoria Glossop laughing.

She was standing at my elbow,

looking at me in a rummy

manner.

" Oh, Bertie, you are funny ! "

she said. And even in that

moment there seemed to me

something sinister in the words.

She had never called me any-

thing except " Mr. Wooster "

before. " How wet you are ! "

" Yes, I am wet."

" You had better hurry into the house and

change."

" Yes."

I wrung a gallon or two of water out of my

clothes.

" You are funny ! " she said again.

" First proposing in that extraordinary

roundabout way, and then pushing poor

little Oswald into the lake so as to impress

me by saving him."

I managed to get the water out of my

throat sufficiently to try to correct this

fearful impression.

" No, no ! "

" He said you pushed him in, and I saw

you do it. Oh, I'm not angry, Bertie. I

think it was too sweet of you. But I'm

quite sure it's time that I took you in hand.

You certainly want someone to look after

splash.
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you. You've been seeing too many moving-

pictures. I suppose the next thing you

would have done would have been to set the

house on fire so as to rescue me." She

looked at me in a proprietary sort of way.

" I think," she said, " I shall be able to make

something of you, Bertie. It is true yours has

beena wasted life up to the present, but you are

still young, and there is a lot of good in you."

" No, really there isn't."

" Oh, yes, there is. It simply wants

bringing out. Now you run straight up to

the house and change your wet clothes

or you will

catch cold."

And, if you

know what I

mean, there

was a sort

of motherly

note in her

voice which

seemed to

tell me, even

more than

her actual

words, that I

was for it.

AS I was

/-\ coming

down-

stairs after

changing, I

ran into

young Bin-

go, looking

festive to a

degree.

"Bertie! "

he said.

"Just the

man I wanted

to see. Ber-

tie, a won-

derful thing

has h a p -

pened."

"You bligh-

ter!" I cried.

" What be-

came of you ?

Do you

know ? "

" Oh, you

mean about

being in those bushes ? I hadn't time to tell

you about that. It's all oft."

1 All off ? "

" Bertie, I was actually starting to hide in

those bushes when the most extraordinary

thing happened. Walking across the lawn

I saw the most radiant, the most beautiful

girl in the world. There is none like her,

none. Bertie, do you believe in love at

first sight ? You do believe in love at first

sight, don't you, Bertie, old man ? Directly

I saw her, she seemed to draw me like a

magnet. I seemed to forget everything.

We two were alone in a world of music

and sunshine. I joined her. I got into

conversation. She is- a Miss Braythwayt,

Bertie â�� Daphne Braythwayt. Directly

our eyes

met, I real-

ized that

what I had

imagined to

be my love

for Honoria

Glossop had

been a

mere pass-

ing whim.

Bertie, you

do believe

in love at

first sight,

don't you ?

She is so

wonderful,

s o sympa-

thetic. Like

a tender god-

dess "

At this

point I left

the blighter.

Ð�

Oh, Bertie, you are funny ! "

downstairs to

I WO days

later I

got a

letter from

Jeeves.

"... The

weather," it

ended, "con-

tinues fine.

I have had

one exceed-

ingly enjoy-

able bathe."

I gave one

of those hol-

low, mirth-

less laughs,

join Honoria.

and went

I had an appointment with her in the

drawing-room. She was going to read

Ruskin to me.

Xext mtnth : " Sir Roderick comes to lunch."
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HENRY E. By

584.â��THRKK DOMINO FRAMES.

IT Â«nil be seen that with six dominoes I have formed

a frame so that the pips add up 6 on every side. Now,

from the remaining dominoes

form two new square frames

in exactly the same manner

(with six dominoes each) so

that the sides of one shall add

up 12 and the other 18. Re-

member that the three frames

have to be built up at the

same time from one set, so

no domino can be repeated,

and you must place i against i,

2 against 2, and so on, in the usual way.

585.â��A CLOCK PUZZLF..

THE following very interesting little clock puzzle

is sent to me by Mr. N. O. Jasper. There is only

one possible solution to it. At what time are the

two hands of a clock so situated that, reckoning as

minute points past XII. one is exactly the squnre

of thÃ© distance of the other ?

586.â��AN AMUSING DEFINITION.

SOMETIMES it is quite perplexing to identify a

common object from a quaint, though quite accurate,

description of it. A friend suddenly sprang this on

me : " I have just seen something with two heads,

one tail, four legs on-one side and two legs on the

other. What was it ? " Can the reader guess ?

587.â��MONKEY AND PULLEY.

HERE is a funny tangle sent to me by a correspondent

(M. M.). It is a mixture of Lewis Carroll's " Monkey

and Pulley," Loyd's " How old was Mary ? " and

some other trifles. But it is quite easy if you have a

pretty clear head.

A rope is passed over a pulley. It has a weight at

one end and a monkey at the other. There is the

same length of rope on either side and equilibrium is

maintained. The ro|>e weighs 402. per foot. The age

of the monkey and the age of the monkey's mother

together total 4 years. The weight of the monkey

is as many pounds as the monkey's mother is years

old. The monkey's mother was twice as old as the

monkey was when the monkey's mother was half as

old as the monkey will be when the monkey is three

times as old as the monkey's mother was when the

monkey's mother was three limes as old as the monkey.

The weight of the rope and the weight at the end was

half as much again as the difference in weight between

the weight of the weight and the weight and the

weight of the monkey. Now, what was the length of

the rope ?

Solutions to Last Month's Puzzles.

579.â��FOLDING A PENTAGON. .

FOLD A li on itself and find the mid point E. Fold

through E Ð�. Lay E B on E Ð¡ and fold so as to get

E F and F G. Make Ð¡ H equal to C G. Find K, the

mid point on B H. and make Ð¡ L equal to Ð� Ð�. Ð� Ð¡

is said to be divided in medial section, and we have

found K L. the side of the pentagon. Now (see

second diagram) lay K M and L N equal to K L, so

that M and N may lie on Ð� A and Ð¡ D respectively.

Fold P Q and lay M 0 and N Ð� equal to K M and L Ã�.

Then K M 0 N L is the pentagon required. For this

solution I am indebted to a little book, "Geometrical

Exercises in Paper Folding," by T. Sundara Row

(Madras. 189;,).

53o.â��EXPLORING MOUNT NEVEREST.

Di Ð¼Ð³ 5 rations at 90 mile point and return to base

(5 days). Dump i at 95, return to base and dump i

at 90, stopping there (i day). Dump 2 at 80 and return

to 90 (2 days). Fetch one from 95 and dump it at 80,

stopping there (i

day). Dump i at

70 and return to 80

(i day). Return to

base (i day). We

have thus left i at

70 and i at 90.

Now dump 6 at Ñ�

and i at 15. return-

ing to i o (7 days).

Dump 2 at 20 and

Â«/ i at 25. returning to

20 (3 days). Dump

I at 30. returning to

20, picking up i at

25 (i day). â�¢ Fetch

i at 15 to dump at 30 (i day). March to 50, 70, and

â�¢90 (3 days). March to base (i day). These 26! days

cannot, I think, l>e reduced. If the route had been

in Ñ� straight line of 100 miles across a desert, I believe

the shortest time necessary is 104 days, but the reader

will find it difficult.

BASE

581.â��TIMING THE MOTOR-CAR.

As the man can walk 27 sleps while the car goes

162, the car is clearly going six times as fast as the

man. The man walks Ð·| miles an hour : therefore

the car was going at 21 miles an hour.

582.â��A MUSICAL ENIGMA.

I HAVE no solution yet, but suspect it has something

to do with " Don't be flat. Be upright and be natural."

This is a mere suggestion.

583.â��A NEW ALPHABET PUZZLE.

THE following is a solution : DUCKS, FROG. VEX.

JIB. WALTZ, NYMPH. As the Q is always followed

by two vowels it must be the letter omitted^

572.â��ANOTHER VICTORIAN ENIGMA.

SCORES of correspondents have suggested EMPTY,

and I think this is probably the intended answer. I

have seen no other word anything like so good.
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DO CATS

T H INK 9

WHHUDSON

(Author of "Green Mansions," "Adventures Among

Birds." "The Purple Land," etc., etc.)

A Editorial

note at

the foot of

an article

on the above sub-

ject in the August

n u m b e r of this

magazine inviting

corres ponde n ce

has resulted in an

abundant shower

of letters, sufficient

I think to make a

good-sized volume,

from all over the

land, with others

from Continental

countries,and some

from outlandish

places still farther

removed. The

narratives received

relate to a great

variety of animals, and perhaps the most

interesting, as showing the power to reflect

in our poor relations, are about pet monkeys

in India and Africa. Some of these may

find a use at a future time ; at present I can

only express my warm thanks to those who

have placed so much good material in my

bands. In the small space available here I

must confine myself to the subject of cats

and their ability to think.

Quite a large number of the letters contain

accounts of \;ats that have found out by

observation and practice how to do difficult

things, as, for instance, the opening of doors

by riddling at the handle or latch until they

have mastered the trick. Or, when this has

been impossible, of finding out a way of

communicating their wishes to the people

of the house. In one instance the cat,

unable to get a door open himself, would

always go to the big dog of the house, who

could open most doors ; and the dog would

fZ.LUSTK.ATED Ð�

TOM

know just what he

was wanted for,

and was pleased to

render this small

service to his

friend.

It came as a sur-

prise to me to find

that more cats than

the one I described

in a former paper

have acquired the

habit of begging

from seeing it in

dogs. It was by

thinking the cat

made the discovery

that by assuming

this unnatural pos-

ture a readier at-

tention would be

given to its wants.

The cat acquires

the trick from the dog, but begs in a different,

a more cat-like, a less obtrusive way. The

clog can never understand why there is not

an instant response to its begging. The cat

who has not been taught the trick, but has

learned it himself, sits up vertically with its

forepaws hanging down like arms, and remains

in this position without a sound, and as

patient and still as when waiting and watching

for a mouse. The expected or hoped-for

morsel, like the mouse, will come in due time :

if not, not.

There are other curious instances of cats

finding out a way of calling attention to their

wants. One relates to a cat in Scotland,

named Major, a small, compact, powerful,

and very natural cat. who would not sit or

lie close to the fire, but preferred sitting on a

table some distance from it. He was a great

rat-hunter, rats being very numerous in the

place, and when he was old and had lost

his best teeth and could no longer kill a rat
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quickly by biting, it was observed that he

dragged a struggling rat he had captured to

the stone steps of the house and pounded the

rat's head on the stones until it was dead.

As an act of this kind, which is common

enough in birds, is not instinctive in the cat,

it can only be set down to observation and

experience.

The way this cat had discovered of in-

dicating his desire to be fed was most

remarkable. He invariably appeared in the

dining-rcom at meal times, and if no notice

was taken of him he would trot off to the

kitchen where there was always to be found

a dish of hard crusts put by for another pur-

pose. \Yith one of these crusts in his mouth

he would return, and jumping into a chair

so as to make his presence conspicuous to

the diners, he would begin gnawing, or rather

pretending to gnaw, the hard crust, and

making as much ado over it as possible until

some food on a plate was put down for him,

whereupon he would immediately drop the

crust and concentrate on his dinner.

Now, I should have thought, and so, I

believe, would any reader of the above

instance, that no second cat in the land could

have hit upon so original and far-fetched a

device as this Scotch animal, but I have

received a similar instance from Chard,, in

Somerset, and in this second one the cat

goes one better, since he performs the trick

without the crust. This one also has the

habit of attending at all meals, and seats

himself on a chair so as to command a view

of the table. As soon as the eating is in full

swing he begins grinding and clicking his

teeth, and if this

d emonstration

brings no re-

sponse, or is not

immediately

noticed, he goes

on to imitate all

the motions of a

cat eating. He

screws up his eyes,

moves his head

' The cat acquires the trick of begging from

begs in a different, a mote cat-like

from side to side as if laboriously trying tD

masticate a tough piece' of gristle.

Another amusing instance of a greatly

favoured cat getting what he wants in an

indirect way comes from Gloucestershire.

He was particular, not to say fastidious,

about his food, and always had it in a plate

put on the floor. One day he came in and

sat down before the plate, but declined to eat.

The housekeeper, know-

ing what was in his

mind, told him sharply

that he would get no-

thing more till he had

eaten that. One can

only suppose that Puss

knew what was in her

mind. After a while

he stood up and trotted

out of the room and

returned by-and-by fol-

lowed by the cat from

next door, an underfed

animal glad to devour

anything he could get.

He quickly licked the

plate clean, and then

his entertainer was

rewarded with the

more delicate fare

he had desired,

and concerning

which his olfac-

tories had given

him notice. On

no other oc-

casion did he

ever allow this neigh-

bour cat to come into

the house.

Now we come upon

another aspect of the feline

character. We are familiar

with the fact that they hunt

for others as well as for them-

selves. Their manner of life

in a state of nature has made

them comparatively solitary,

but they are not more unsocial

on this account than is the

human hunter in the wilderness

or the angler by the brook.

Everyone acquainted with the

cat knows that he is as capable of

disinterested affection and grati-

tude as any so-called gregarious

animalâ��the wolf and the jackal,

let us say, and their not very

nice relation, the domestic dog.

A lady correspondent has

supplied me with a charming

instance in a cat named

the dog, but_ " Jim," a sad poacher whose

way." poaching was finally his
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undoing. One day he ate some poison in-

tended for vermin, and came home appar-

ently in a dying condition. She administered

a dose of brandy and castor oil and he crawled

off and disappeared for several hours. Then

he reappeared, quite recovered, and laid an

offering at the lady's feetâ��half of a ratâ��the

tail half. He had never brought her any-

thing before and never did again. She

adds that he probably intended giving her

the whole rat, but was hungry after his illness

and was unable to resist the temptation of

eating a part himself.

I have known many cats both in this

country and in South America that have

regularly or frequently brought in their

captures to the master or mistress of the

house, and as the hunting cat often confines

himself to certain species he has found out

how to circumventâ��a rabbit or partridge,

let us sayâ��his gifts in such cases are grate-

fully accepted. But the cat's tastes in food

do not always correspond with those of his

human fellow-creatures, so that his presents

of game are not invariably appreciated.

The main point in the foregoing instance is

that the cat was of a selfish disposition and

hunted for himself alone, and that in this

case his gratitude to his mistress overcame

his greed. The higher nature conquered.

More instances of this kind, which are

very common, need not be given. As a rule

who had her kittens in a cupboard down-

stairs, and after some days took them one

by one upstairs to the drawing-room to give

them a change and exhibit them to the

family. After allowing them to play for

half an hour on the carpet, she lal>oriously

carried them all down again to their bed.

This task was repeated every day : then on

one occasion the lady of the house, seeing

puss struggling with one of her kittens on

the stairs, took pity on her and carried them

all down for her. From that time onward

she would not carry the kittens down herself.

She would bring them up as usual with much

labour, and after they had had their half an

hour's play on the carpet she would take them

one by one to her mistress, and, laying them

at her feet, insist on having them carried down

for her.

Another interesting case of this kind is of

a puss who suffered intense pain in bringing

out her first litter, and who in some way

was relieved by her mistress. There were

many more litters to follow during this cat's

life, and she never suffered again as on the

first occasion, but invariably when her time

came she would go crying as if terrified at

the prospect before her, to her mistress, and

insist on her attendance in the room until

the anxious business was over.

There are some anecdotes about the

different effect on cats of seeing themselves

"The cat from next door quickly licked the plate clean â��

the cat is readier to take than to give, as

he no doubt knows that the beings he lives

with in a domestic state are the greatest of

all animals, able to compass all things, so

that the cat's ministrations are not needed.

It is not, however, only in the matter of

food and shelter from the storm, with bed and

firing and caresses added, that he looks up to

us. Here, for instance, is an anecdote of a

cat prettily named Aspronla (modern Greek),

in a looking-glass, also about showing

portraits to a cat. As a rule it is not looked

at ; it is simply a flat surface with marks or

colours on it which mean nothing. And

here the cat is, mentally, no lower than many

primitive human beings or savages. My

American friend and correspondent, Mr.

Charles Finger, who edits a monthly called

All's Well, has given me an account of a

boy in Tierra del Fuego, who, for no reason.
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became attached to him and followed him

about like a dog during his rambles in that

outlandish place. Finger showed a picture

or portrait of a woman to this boy and asked

him what it was. The boy was greatly-

puzzled ; he held the paper or card before

him at all angles and distances, turning it

about, yet not able to say \vhat it was.

Then, reproached for his stupidity, he held

it close to his face and stared again until the

tears actually came into his eyes. Finally

he had to be told that it was a representation

of a human being, a woman, and in the end

he managed to understand it. Yet this

same 1Ñ�Ñ� would pick up a flint which he

would instantly detect among hundreds of

flints as the one suited to his purpose.

\Yith a few deft blows with another flint he

would shape it into a very small arrow-head,

then put it in his mouth and, turning it

about with his tongue, bite the sharp edges

with his teeth, and in five

minutes there would be the

finished arrow-head with ser-

rated edges.

The cat, too, like the Fuc-

gian boy, has his arts and

accomplishments, useful in his

feline state, but he is not, like

the monkey, a seeker after

useless knowledge. It is only

when the monkey has grown

â��and then his entertainer was rewarded

with the more delicate fare he had

desired."

to man that this idle curiosity begins to bear

fruit, as the author of that clever little

book, " Our Simian World," has just been

telling us.

But the cat's mind is not always in the

condition of the Fuegian boy's with regard

to pictures. A correspondent writes from

Chard, Somerset : " Have you ever come

across any instance of cats recognizing

photographs ? My dear old Fluff was still

a kitten, although we had had time to get

attached to each other, when I was sent from

home for a lengthy change of air. Fluff was

found more than once standing on a chair,

his forepaws resting on the back of it, gazing

fixedly up at a cabinet-size full-length

portrait of myself, recently taken, placed

on the wall above. After this had been
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noticed my father would often take the cat

up and say, ' \Vhere is your little master ? '

and instantly he would run, and, jumping

upon a chair, begin staring at the photograph."

It is hardly to be supposed that this young

cat understood the matter as we, with our

life-long training and perhaps higher in-

tell'gence, are able to do, but that he saw the

picture as his young master. The boy he

loved had vanished from his sight, and lo !

there he was, strangely diminished in size,

motionless and voiceless, stuck up against

the wall.

I believe the chief interest to readers of

the article in the August number of this

magazine was in the case of telepathy

described. I then said that it was the first

case I had encountered of telepathy between

a human being and a cat ; that other cases

I had met with concerned the dog, and one

between horse and man related by M. A.

Lower in one of his Sussex books. I have

now to thank one of my correspondents for

informing me of a second authentic case in

Everard A. Calthrop's book, " The Horse

as Friend and Companion," an extremely

interesting work to everyone who knows and

loves the horse, and a valuable one to every

student of animal psychology. In this place

I can only deal with cases bet>veen man and

cat.

It is a somewhat delicate subject, and I

am obliged to dismiss from consideration all

those cases in which the facts may be

accounted for without the aid of this

mysterious faculty of the mind.

And here I must explain the reasons for

not having given the names and addresses

of my correspondents. In some instances

I have been asked not to publish these, and,

not to make distinctions, 1 think it best to

publish none, but to keep the whole of the

letters for future reference and to supply an

address to anyone who may want it.

One case sent me closely resembles the

one I gave in the first article, of Bishop

Barry's wife and her cat. In this instance

the cat was left in a locked-up house in

Buxton after arrangements had been made

with the lady next door to go in and feed the

cat every day. The cat was a great favourite

and would have been taken by its mistress

but for the fact that it was about to become

a mother. A fortnight later the mistress,

staying at BordÃ³n, had a distressing dream

in which she saw her cat drowning, fighting

for its life and unable to climb out of the

water, while she struggled in vain to rescue

it, but was unable to reach it with her hand.

On her return she found her cat well and

happy, nursing a single kitten, but on relating

her dream to her neighbour she was told

that that very thing had happened on the

night of her dream. The cat had her kittens

under the grid of the cellar, which was

flooded by a heavy downpour of rain one

night. The lady next door on waking at

midnight heard its cries, and jumping up

and hastily dressing, she went in the house

and found the cat plunging about in the

water with all her kittens in a half-drowned

condition. She succeeded in reaching the

cat and pulling her out, and after more

trouble she managed to save one of the

kittens.

Most of the undoubted cases of telepathy

we meet with are of this kindâ��the message

is from one in extreme peril and terror, or

in the agonies of death, to one it loves and

looks to for protection : and the phenomenon

appears to be > precisely the same between

man and man and man and animal. Other

examples of this kind I have received relate

to the dog, and have a close resemblance to

the familiar one recorded by Rider Haggard.

MY last case of undoubted telepathy is

the best, but as it comes into the life

histories of two or three cats, all of it

peculiarly interesting, I must give the whole

story in full. My correspondent writes from

North London, where she now resides, but

the history begins in the house in the country,

her former home. First of the three is

Pinnie, received as a present in its kitten-

hood, who grew up to be a great favourite.

She was, unhappily, of an excessive!)' nervous

disposition, and had an ineradicable terror

of strangers and workmen in the house.

She would take refuge from them in a

disused chimney. In due time Pinnie became

a mother, arid then many times afterwards.

One of her first litter, named Warder, was

preserved, and became her life-companion.

Warder was not a nervous cat, but was taught

by Pinnie from childhood to lly to the refuge

in the chimney when workmen came into

the house. Pinnie could practise deception

on occasions. Once there was a particularly

handsome kitten in a litter, and she appeared

not to like the amount of attention paid to it.

One day she was seen jumping through the

scullery window with this kitten in her

mouth, and by and by she came back without

it. What had she done with it ! The whole

house was excited over the question, and a

great search for the lost little beauty was

started, Pinnie herself going about with the

searchers, but without exhibiting any signs

of anxiety. At length someone heard a

feeble mewing irom the coal cellar, and there

the kitten was discovered, packed in some

dry straw, which the cat had taken there to

make it a bed. It was at once taken back

to its basket and placed with the others, but

quickly disappeared again, and was again

found in the cellar. And there they had to

leave it.
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cannot open doors himself but makes others

open them for him by rattling the locks.

He had, aiter losing Pinnie, one great friend,

Tipperary, a stray which he brought into

the house and delighted to honour. Every

day they wert; fed together, but each had a

separate plate, and invariably after eating

part of the food they changed plates, and

from the time

that Tipperary

disappeared,

afterfouryears'

companion-

ship, \Yarder

has left a por-

tion of his food

on his plate at

e v e r y meal.

That, however,

does not say

that he has a

distinct recol-

lection of his

lost friend

every time he

eats. No doubt

lie remembered

him for days

and weeks

after his disap-

pearance until

leaving some-

thing for him

on his own

plate became a set-

tled habit.

One incident in

Tipperary's career

is worth recording

as an example of

the powerful effect

of association. He

was eating his

supper one even-

ing, gnawing a

rabbit bone, when

the Silvertown ex-

plosion took place.

He jumped into

the air, then

rushed out of the

room. From that

time the sight or

smell of rabbit on

his plate would

send him at a run

out of the room.

To eat rabbit,

according to his

" My father would often say, ' Where is your idea, would cause

little master ? ' and, jumping upon a chair, the another Silvertown

cat would begin staring at the photograph." explosion.

Pinnie had lived several years and had

brought many kittens into the world before

ihe came to her end. The great adventure,

;he removal to London, was about to take

place, and it was decided that Pinnie could

lot be taken on account of her extreme

nervousness. The change to that thunderous

vvorld swarming with strangers would be too

terrible for her. Nor couid she be left to the

"are of others. The only way was to put her

to sleep.

One evening the family were at dinner,

Warder, but not Pinnie, being in the room.

My correspondent did not know that on this

clay Pinnie's life would end. Presently the

master of the house was called out to see

someone, and as this was not an unusual

thing no notice was taken of it. In a few

minutes he returned and, carefully closing

the door, resumed his seat at the table.

Suddenly Warder jumped up and rushed to

the door, uttering a series of unearthly cries,

and then furiously cla\\ed at the door to get

out, and finally collapsed in a forlorn heap

on the Hoor.

At this very moment, at the far end of

the house, Pinnie was being put to sleep

by the vet.

This is the first authentic instance

of telepathy between animal and

animal I have encountered. No other

explanation of what happened

]x>ssible. No faintest sound was

uttered by the dying Pinnie, and at

that distance no

rry could have

l>een heard in the

closed dining-room.

Such cases may be

extremely common

in wild animal life,

for all we know to

the contrary, but

it is only in domes-

tic animals and in

a rare concurrence

of favourable cir-

cumstances that

such a phenomenon

can be observed.

It only remains

to add a few facts

concerning W a r-

tler's subsequent

history. Ð�\"Ð°Ð³Ñ�1ÐµÐ³ is

looked on as a very

important cat, for

he is still living,

aged fifteen years,

and, my correspon-

dent adds, " rules

the house." He
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having resigned his high position at Scotland Yard, makes a practice of

studying the criminal world from the outsider's point of view.

By MICHAEL SAVERS.

IT had taken months to collect all

the necessary information and make

the preliminary arrangements, but the

moment had arrived at last. At

twenty minutes to twelve on a Friday

morning I descended from a rather shabby

Ford car exactly opposite Bailey's grocery

stores at the corner of Menwood Street, in

one of the northern suburbs of Leeds. It is

a neighbourhood of six:roomed houses and

long cobbled streets ; a neighbourhood

teeming with men and women when the

great factories close at hand are empty, but

at this particular hour of the day, before the

children's schools have finished their morning

session, and whilst the men and a consider-

able portion of the women are still in the

mills, showing signs of something approaching

desertion. There was a handsome grey

touring landaulette containing two pas-

sengers, a man and a woman, drawn up on

the other side of the way, apparently to take

advantage of the shade of some tall advertise-

ment hoardings whilst the chauffeur filled

up with petrol. Otherwise, a careful glance

up and down the street convinced me that

not a soul was in sight.

I walked along a hot asphalt path, and

turned the corner into what was known as

the Boulevard almost unnoticed. On my

left was a stretch of waste ground, black and

stinking with refuse, empty tins, and bottles,

CopjTÃ�ght, 1922, by E.

abandoned even by the children as an unde-

sirable playground. On my right were more

houses in course of erection, deserted to-day

by reason of an opportune strike amongst

the masons. The only inhabited edifice was

the one where my business lay. A brass

plate upon the door indicated that this was

a branch of Brown's Bank, planted out here

in this uncomely spot for the convenience

of the huge factories which dominated the

neighbourhood.

With my hand upon the swing-door I

glanced around. My luck was certainly in,

for there was still not even a child to be

seen. Inside, behind the counter, both the

manager and his clerk were busy counting

out bundles of Treasury notes. They looked

up inquiringly as I entered. Strangers in such

a place, I imagine, were rare. Such a stranger

as I was a rarity which they were never likely

to experience again in this world.

My plans were cut and dried to the last

detail. I wasted no time in any silly attempt

to hold the place up, but, brief though the

seconds were, it was amazing how my brain

chronicled a host of varying impressions.

I saw the bland smile fade from the man-

ager's lips, I saw the dawn of suspicion in

his eyes, the gleam of terror followed by

the spasm of pain as I shot him through the

right shoulder-blade. His assistant had not

the courage of a rabbit. White-faced,

gasping for mercy, he stood there with his

hands above his head and his knees shaking.

Phillips Oppenheim,
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I am convinced that if I had left him alone

for another five seconds he would have

collapsed hopelessly without any inter-

ference on my part. I was not able to take

risks, however, so, leaning over, I struck

him on the point of the jaw. He fell in a

crumpled heap behind the counter. I then

helped myself to seven thousand pounds odd

in bank and Treasury notes, and in about a

minute and a half after I had entered the

bank I strolled back again the way I had

come.

At the corner of the street I looked back.

There were no signs of life about the bank,

no one apparently on his way towards it.

There were a few children playing about

the unoccupied houses, and behind the

windows of the cottages in the street where

I now was were women intent upon various

domestic duties. One woman was scolding

her child just outside the door. She glanced

at me only in the most perfunctory fashion.

My panama hat was pulled well over my

head, a reasonable precaution with the sun

at its greatest power. A man was bending

over the open bonnet of the Ford car which

1 had left at the corner. I passed him by

without a glance and stepped into the grey

touring-car behind. The engine was purring

gently, the chauffeur's fingers were upon the

gear-handle as I appeared. I took my

place by the side of Janet, unrecognizable

beneath her motor-veil, and we glided off

northwards. There were no signs of any

disturbance as we shot into the broad main

street. \Ve gathered speed up the Chapel-

town Hill, and very soon we were racing for

Scotland.

JAXET handed me a silver flask soon after

we had passed out of the suburbs. I

shook my head.

" You know that I never take anything

until one o'clock," I reminded her. " Why

sh'iuld I drink in the middle of the morning?"

I fancied that I caught through her veil a

gleam of that'almost worshipping fidelity

which had led me to trust this woman as I

had trusted no other in my life.

" What a nerve ! " she murmured.

" I have no nerves," I rejoined, " neither

have I any fear. By this time you ought to

realize it."

" All went smoothly ? " she asked.

" Absolutely according to programme.

A chance customer would have been the

only possible disturbance, and the position

of the bank rendered that unlikely."

" What happened ? "

" I shot the manager through the shoulder-

blade," I told her. " The heart would

probably have been safer, but the blinds of

the bank were all drawn to keep out the sun,

and my panama was as good as a mask. His

clerk was almost dead from fear before I

touched him. I had not to waste a bullet

there."

" And how much ? " she inquired.

" Only just over seven thousand pounds,"

I admitted. " It seems a pitiful amount for

so much planning and risk. Still, some-

thing had to be done."

We were up on a stretch of moorland now,

well away from curious eyes. Janet and I

were busy for some ten minutes, making

three parcels of my stock of notes. Then

she looked at the map.

" Arthington should be the next village,"

she remarked.

I nodded. We descended a steep hill.

Half-way up the next we came upon a small

motor-car, drawn up by the side of the road,

the bonnet thrown open, its owner seated

in the dust. The latter rose to his feet as we

approached. I handed him the black bag

which I had been carrying, in which was my

panama hat and one of the packets of notes.

He raised his cap nonchalantly.

" According to plan ? " he asked.

" According to plan," I replied.

We sped on for another twenty miles,

when almost a similar occurrence happened.

A man seated by the side of his motor-

bicycle rose to his feet as we approached.

I handed him the second packet.

" All well ? " he inquired.

" Perfectly," I assured him.

We were off again in less than ten seconds.

Our third stop was at the top of a hill forty

miles farther north, after we had partaken

of a picnic luncheon in the car. A man was

seated motionless in a large touring car,

headed in our direction. He held out his arm

as we approached, and glanced at his watch.

" Wonderful ! " he murmured. " You are

three minutes to the good."

I handed him the third packet. He waved

his hand and started up his engine. Soon

we left him, a speck behind us. I leaned

back and lit a cigarette.

" I have now," I remarked, " only one

anxiety."

" And that ? " Janet inquired, quickly.

. " About the greens at Kinbrae," I confided.

" I met a man last year who told me that

they were apt to get dried up."

She smiled.

" We had plenty of rain last month," she

reminded me. " I thought you were going

to speak of our friend."

I shook my head.

" Norman Greyes is in Norway," I told

her. " I am not sure," I went on, after a

moment's hesitation, " whether I do not

sometimes regret it."

- Why ? "

" Norman Greyes has made life incon-

venient for us for several years," I said.
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" One of our best men has had to devote the

whole of his time to watching him. We

have been obliged to stay away from places

which I very much wanted to visit. He has

that absurd giftâ��he always hadâ��of being

able to connect a particular undertaking

with a particular person. For that reason

we have had to remain idle until we are

practically paupers. When we have paid

the expenses of this coup, and paid the staff,

there will be barely enough left to keep us

until Christmas. If we could get rid of

Norman Greyes, we could seek wider fields."

" Why not ? " she asked, indifferently.

" He is only a man like the others."

I pretended to be deep in thought. As a

matter of fact, I was studying Janet. No

creature or servant in this world could

render such faithful service as she has

rendered me, yet I am one of those persons

gifted with instincts. I know that she has

a strange mind, a strange, tumultuously

passionate nature. I have, so far, been the

man of her life. If it were not I, I sometimes

wonder whether it might not be Norman

Greyes.

WE were to have one tense few minutes

before we reached our stopping-place

for the night. We had just passed

through a small town, and our silent chauf-

feur was preparing to let out his engine

again, when we were confronted by what

was, in the circumstances, a very sinister

sight. Two men on bicycles, approaching

us, dismounted and stood in the middle of

the road with outstretched hands. The sun,

even in the distance, flashed upon their

uniforms. We realized at once that they

were policemen. The chauffeur half-turned

towards me.

" What shall you do ? " Janet demanded.

" Do ?" I replied. " Why, the natural

thing, of course. All this is provided for.

Oliver," I added, leaning forward, " those

policemen seem to want to speak to us.

Pull up."

We came to a standstill a yard or two

away from them. The larger of the two

men, who wore the uniform of a sergeant,

made a solemn and portentous approach.

" Good afternoon. Sergeant," I said. " I

hope that we are not in trouble ? "

He looked at me as lie might have done at

a man whose hands were dripping with the

blood of his best friend.

" It's your number-plate, sir," he an-

nounced. " They telephoned us through

from Ripon to stop your car and call your

attention to it."

" What is wrong with my number-plate ? "

I asked.

" Why, you've been driving where they've

watered the roads freely," the sergeant

pointed out, " and it's muddied it up entirely.

There's no one can read a letter on it."

I felt Janet's fingers clutch mine, and

they were as cold as ice. It was not a mo-

ment which I myself forgot, less for its

significance than for its effect upon my

companion. The chauffeur, the police-ser-

geant, and I solemnly inspected the number-

plate, and the former, with a duster from

his tool-chest, carefully rubbed it clean.

" That will be all right now, Sergeant ? "

I inquired.

" That will be quite all right, sir," he

admitted, taking off his helmet and wiping

the perspiration from his forehead. " It's a

warm day, this, for they bicycles."

It was my policy not to overdo the matter,

and, indeed, it was not necessary, for the

man's eyes glistened as I deposited a couple

of half-crowns in his hand.

" I am sorry to have given you this

trouble," I said. " We tourists are pro-

verbially thoughtless about our number-

plates. I hope you will accept this and have

a drink with me."

" We will that, sure, sir," the sergeant

promised, saluting first me and then Janet.

" Come along, Jock," he added, " we'll pay

a little visit to the W'idow MacGill on the way

back."

So we drove off again northwards. My

chauffeur was an elderly man, who has

faced all that the world may hold of evil

with me many a time, but his driving for the

first few miles was erratic. Janet, I could

see, although outwardly she had recovered

herself, was on the point of hysterics. I

settled myself down in my corner, adjusted

my horn-rimmed spectacles, and drew from

the pocket of the car a new half-crown book

on the principles of golf, written by a late

beginner. So we travelled until we reached

the inn where we stayed for the night, and

late on the afternoon of the following day

we arrived at our destination. There was

just a bare white house, a lodge, the gate of

which was held open by a great, raw-boned

gillie, miles of what seemed to be intermin-

able moorland, and below, the sea. I looked

around with satisfaction.

" You're Sandy MacLane, the caretaker

here ?" I asked, leaning out of the car.

He made a noise which sounded like " Oo

ay ! "

" Which way might the golf links be ?"

I inquired.

He pointed with a long and hairy fore-

finger.

" The club-house is yonder," he vouch-

safed ; "a step across the road is the

fifteenth tee."

I sighed with content.

" Come up to the house," I ordered.

" After tea I shall play a few holes."



E. Phillips Oppenheim

173

By SIR NORMAN GREYES.

MY friend Rimmington called to see

me on the night of my return from

Norway. He looked around with an

air of dismay at my various travelling

paraphernalia.

" So you're really off, then ? " he re-

marked.

" On the contrary, I've just returned," I

told him. " It was too late in the season to

do any good, and I made a mistake in

changing my river. The whole thing was a

frost."

Rimmington sighed.

" Well, I'm glad to see you back," he

declared, sinking into my easy chair. " All

the same, London in August isn't exactly a

Paradise ! "

" Tell me about Leeds ?" I suggested.

" To judge from the newspapers, you seem

to be having a lot of trouble about a very

simple case."

Rimmington frowned. He was silent for

several moments and, glancing acrosÂ« at

him, I noticed that he was pale and

apparently out of sorts.

" I think I'm stale, Greyes," he confessed.

" The Chief pretty well hinted the same

thing, and worse, when I got back last night.

I really dropped round to see whether you

could help me."

"HI can, I will with pleasure," I promised

him. " You know that."

" You read the bare account of the affair,

of course," Rimmington went on. " Two

fairly credible witnesses deposed to seeing a

man in a grey flannel suit, with a panama

hat pushed over his eyes, drive up in a Ponl,

leave it outside Bailey's grocery stores, walk

down the street and turn into the Boulevard

where the bank is situated, exactly at the

time that the robbery took place. Three

women and two children saw him pass up

the street two minutes later, and thirty

seconds after that he crossed the street and

entered Bailey's grocery stores. The man

who served him with some marmalade, tea,

and bacon saw him climb up into the Ford

and dr've away. The man was known at

the shop as Ralph Roberson. There is no

doubt that it was his car. Half an hour

after the robbery he was arrested at his

houseâ��he was cleaning the car at the time

â��and although he had changed-his clothes,

the light grey suit which he had recently

worn was discovered in his bedroom, and

the panama hat, warm with perspiration, in

a cupboard. His excuse for changing his

clothes was that he put on older things in

which to clean the car, and his account of

his morning was that he had driven straight

up to Bailey's stores for some groceries, and

straight back again. Two witnesses are
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ready to swear that they saw him get out of

the Ford and go towards the bank : the

grocer's assistant, who served him, is ab-

solutely certain that he was in the shop

within thirty seconds of the Ford pulling up

outside, and that when he left he drove

straight away."

" What sort of a man is this Roberson ? "

I asked.

" A man of bad character," was the prompt

reply. " He was once a bookmaker, but

failed. He has been in prison for obtaining

goods by false pretences, and there are half-

a-dozen summonses for debt out against him

at the present moment. The only little

money he earns, nowadays, seems to be by

acting as a bookmaker's tout. He knew the

neighbourhood well, and has once been

heard to remark upon the isolated position

of the bank. In every respect he is just the

man to have done it, and yet there are all

my witnesses swearing to different things.

Furthermore, he had scarcely a shilling in

his pocket, and he confessed that he was

going to try and sell the car that afternoon

to raise a little money."

" It seems to me," I admitted, " that you

have been a little premature in framing your

case against Mr. Ralph Roberson."

"So the magistrates thought," Rim-

mington rejoined, dryly. " We managed to

get two remands. This morning he was

discharged."

" If the grocer's assistant is telling the

truth," I remarked, " Roberson could not

possibly have committed the robbery. What

sort of a young man is the assistant ? "

" Highly respectable and very intelligent,"

Rimmington replied. " It would be quite

impossible at any time to shake his evidence."

" So much for Mr. Ralph Roberson," I

said. " And now who else is there ? "

" That's the difficulty," Rimmington con-

fessed. " One doesn't know where to turn.

The only other two people who were about

the spot at the same moment were a man and

his wife touring up to Scotland in a big

Daimler car. They stopped to make some

purchases at Bailey's stores, but neither of

them alighted."

" Any description of the man ?" I asked.

" Yes, the grocer's .assistant who went

out to take the order remembers him. He

describes him as a sporting-looking gentleman

wearing a brown alpaca dust-coat and a

grey Homburg hat. Such a person could

not possibly have left the car and walked

down the street without notice."

" Any description of the woman ? "

Rimmington shook his head.

" To tell you the truth," he confessed,

" I didn't ask for one. There were guns,

golf clubs, and other luggage on the top

of the car. The two were apparently
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motoring up to some place they had hired in

Scotland."

ON the face of it, there seemed no possible

connection between these tourists and

a local bank robbery. Yet the thought

of them lingered obstinately in my mind. A

man and a woman, a bank robbery, and the

fact that I was supposed to be safe in Nor-

way ! 1 began to take up the pieces of the

puzzle once more, and fit them in according

to my own devices.

" You seem to have done everything

possible, Rimmington," I said, at last; "but

I think, as my Norway trip has fallen flat, I

shall go up to Scotland for a fortnight.

Would you like me to call over at Leeds and

see if I can pick up anything ? "

" Exactly what I hoped you would suggest,"

he confessed, eagerly. " I have brooded over

the affair so long that I can think of nothing

but the obvious side. The Chief will give

you a letter to the Leeds people. Would

you like me to come with you ? "

I shook my head.

" Better not," I told him. " Better for

me to go as a stranger."

That night I travelled down to Leeds.

There was nothing about the neighbour-

hood which differed materially from Rim-

mington's description. I paid a visit to the

place at exactly the hour the robbery had

been committed, walked from the grocery

store to the bank, carefully timing myself,

and made some trifling purchases inside the

shop. I^ater in the day I tracked Roberson

to ground in his favourite public-house.

Choosing my opportunity, I addressed him.

" Are you the man whom the police made

such idiots of themselves about in this bank

robbery ? " Tasked.

" What the hell's that to do with you ? "

he answered.

His tone was truculent, but he obviously

only needed humouring.

" Just this much," I replied. ' I am a

journalist representing one of the picture

papers. It would be worth a fiver to you if

you would let me do a sketch of you."

His manner changed at once.

" You don't want an interview ? "

" Not likely," I assured him, commencing

a rough sketch in a notebook which I had

put into my pocket for that purpose. ' 1

read the case myself. A fool could see that

you had nothing to do with it."

He stopped drinking and looked at me

curiously.

"If I were the police," I went on, " I

should want to know a little more about the

two tourists on their way to Scotland."

" Then you're as big a fool as the police,"

he retorted, gruffly. " They hadn't nothing

to do with it. They were filling up with

petrol and neither of them budged from the

oar."
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" It was a curious moment. I saw the

flash of the man's gun, and I saw the

woman's hand restrain him, heard the single

word whispered in his ear."

I smiled in a superior way and went on

sketching. He watched me with thinly-

veiled anxiety.

" Toffs they were," he went on, " on their

way up for a bit of sport."

" Maybe," I commented. " They didn't

seem in any hurry about it."

â�¢ " What do you mean ? "

4 I don't see why they stayed at

Queen's two nights," I remarked.

" Who said they did ?" he demanded.

" They stayed one night, and grumbled at

having to do that."

" How do you know ?" I asked, looking

up at him.

" I spoke to the chauffeur," he replied,

sullenly. " He told me my oil was leaking."

I changed the subject, finished my ridicu-

lous sketch, and handed over the five pounds.

That, night I caught the mail train to

Scotland.

IT took me less than a week to discover the

whereabouts of the man and the woman

who I learned were passing under the name

of Mr. and Mrs. Harold Grover. On the

morning after my arrival at the very remote

corner of Scotland where they had taken up

their temporary abode, I committed an

indiscretion. I donned a knickerbocker suit

and set out for a tramp over the moors. I

had just clambered up to the top of a little

ridge overlooking the sea, when I came face

to face with a little party ascending it from

the other side. The little party consisted of

the person I had known chiefly as Mr.

Stanfield, his wife, a villainous-looking

gillie, and two dogs. It was a curious

moment, full of the suggestions of tragedy,

afterwards ridiculous in its conventionality.

I saw the flash of the man's gun, and I saw

the woman's hand restrain him, heard the

single word whispered in his ear. I raised

my cap, he followed suit. His gun hung

idiy under his arm. My hand was inside my

coat-pocket, clutching something hard.

" What an extraordinary meeting ! " Janet

exclaimed, with a faint smile. " So you

sometimes take holiday, also, Sir Norman ? "

" Sometimes," I admitted. " I came home

unexpectedly from Norway. I was disap-

pointed in my fishing."

" Are you aweer that you're trespassing,

mon ? " the gillie demanded, severely.

" I'm afraid I didn't know it," I replied.

" There were no notices."

" It doesn't matter," Janet intervened.

" We happen to be walking up a covey of

birds this way."

" I put nothing up," I assured them.

" How long are you staying in these parts.

Sir Norman ? " Stanfield inquired.

" About a week, if I like the golf," I

answered.

" I've taken the Lodge, down there," he

pointed out. " Call and see us before you

leave."

" Won't you come and dine with us to-

night ? " Janet invited, with a challenge in

her eyes.

I hesitated. The invitation appealed to

me in one Way as much as it repelled me in
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another. Stanficld watched me as though

he were reading my thoughts.

" You need not take salt," he said, grimly.

" I shall be delighted," I assented

I spent the afternoon wandering about the

moor, inspecting the golf links, and speaking

on the telephone. Punctually at twenty-

minutes to eight I presented myself at the

sombre-looking house. The summons of a

harsh bell was answered by an immaculate

butler. Janet, from the other end of the

cool, white hall, came forward to meet me.

Almost simultaneously the gong rang. The

dinner was well cooked, the champagne of

an excellent brand, and my host, with a

twinkle in his eyes, called my attention to

the fact that it was opened in my presence.

As soon as the last course was concluded,

Janet led the way out on to the flagged

terrace. We sat in easy chairs, gazing over

a strip of moorland away to the sea.

1 You are a brave man, Sir Norman," my

hostess said, abruptly.

' Why ? " I asked.

" You knowâ��and you aloneâ��that I once

killed a manâ��although you don't altogether

know why," she went on, softly. " How do

you know that I have not within me the

makings of a modern Lucrezia ? I have

read quite a good deal about poisonsâ��I may

be said even to have studied the subjectâ��

and you have delivered yourself into my

hands."

" Why should you poison me ?" I argued.

" I will do both you and your husband the

credit to believe that you don't bear malice.

Revenge is a senseless sentiment. As regards

our last conflict, I probably prevented your

drawing a matter of a hundred thousand

pounds from the insurance company for the

pretended loss of your necklace, but that

was all in the day's work. I was paid to

match my wits against yours, and I did it.

There is no one particularly anxious to take

proceedings against either of you for that

littleâ��error of judgment."

My host leaned forward in his chair. His

lace was solemn and brooding, his gaze was

hard and intent.

" You have things against me dating from

before that," he said.

I nodded.

" But I am in the same position as Scotland

Yard," I reminded him. " For those things

1 have no case. For those misdemeanours

of which I suspect you in the past, I could

at the present moment go only so far as to

procure a warrant charging you with

feloniously wounding a police inspector.

For the rest, I suspect but I have no proof."

" You suspect what ?" he asked

f shook my head.

" There are limits to my candour," I

protested, mildly. "You must'admit that

I am not secretive or unduly aloof, inasmuch

as I dine at your table, discuss your pecca-

dilloes, and pass on, like an ordinary guest.

\Yhat I may suspect in the past I keep to

myself. 1 am your enemy, anil you know it.

If it pays you to attempt to murder me, I

imagine you will try."

"Janet would desert me if 1'did," he

declared, with a grim smile. " She finds

these little conferences with you so inspiring."

She looked at me -with that wonderful

smile oÃ hers.

" I do not like to hear you say that we are

enemies," she murmured. " I would rather

think that we are like the soldiers who fight

in two opposing armies. We fight because

it is our duty. So we are enemies because

it is our duty. Even that does not interfere

with personal feelings."

" That is true," I admitted, carelessly.

" I could never absolutely dislike a man who

played such good golf as your husband."

" And what about me ? " she demanded,

with some simulated show of peevishness.

" You drive me to be obvious," I replied.

" No one could possibly dislike a person who

contributed to the beauty of the world "

She laughed softly.

" Why, you are a courtier. Sir Norman,"

she declared. " Your compliments and the

pcrtume of those roses and the flavour of

the Benedictine are getting into my head.

I begin to picture you as the serpent who

has crawled into this Utopian Paradise."

" Talking about golf," her husband inter-

vened in a harsh tone, " what about a game.

Sir Norman ? Will you play me to-morrow

morning ? "

" With pleasure," I assented.

" At ten o'clock ? "

" I will be in the club-house," 1 promised

him.

Ð� Ð� five minutes to ten on the following

morning I watched Mr. James Stan-

rield stroll across towards the club-

house. I waved my hand and stepped back

into the locker-room. Three or four men in

tweeds and golfing outfit were waiting there.

In five minutes my prospective opponent

entered. In five seconds the handcuffs were

upon his wrist and one of the three apparent

golfers had the matter in hand.

" You are charged," he said, " with

feloniously wounding William Harmell, mana-

ger, and John Stokes, . clerk, of Brown's

Bank, in the Men wood Road, Leeds, and

with stealing from the premises the sum of

seven thousand pounds. I should recom-

mend you to come with us quietly and to

reserve for the present anything you may

have to say."

Looking'at him as he stood leaning a little

against his own locker, I could have sworn
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' If it pays you to attempt to murder me, 1 imagine you will try."

' Janet would desert me if I did,' he declared."
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that there was no manner of change

in the face or expression of my

enemy. He ignored the others and

looked across at me.

" This is your doing ?" he asked.

" Altogether," I admitted.

" You knew itâ��last night ? "

" It was you who reminded me that

I need not take salt," I replied.

" The trick is to you," he con-

fessed. " I am ready, gentlemen."

He walked quietly out to a waiting

motor-car, with a burly policeman on

either side of him, and a very im-

portant man from Scotland Yard in

the part}'. Rimmington and I were

left behind, and presently we essayed

a round of golf. All the time my

eyes kept straying towards the Lodge.

Ã�o sign, however, came from there.

" 1 still," Rimmington remarked,

as we waited for a few minutes on

the tenth tee, " don't quite under-

stand how you tumbled to this affair

so quickly."

" It was quite easy when you once

admit the possibility of the occupants

of the Daimler car being concerned,"

I replied. " Of course, Roberson was

in it up to the eyes. It was Stan-

field who drove up in Roberson's

Ford and went direct to the bank.

The Daimler car was already there,

containing Janet Stanfield and Rober-

son, wearing a grey Homburg hat and

a linen duster. The chauffeur brought

into the store a small order which the

grocer's assistant packed and took

out. The chauffeur was taking ad-

vantage of the delay to fill up with

petrol. The moment Stanfield de-

scended from the Ford and made his

way to the bank, Roberson slipped

off his linen duster, produced a

panama hat which he pulled over his

eyes, and made his purchases in the

shop. He came out just as Stanfield

reappeared, and drove the Ford away.

Stanfield just stepped into the

Daimler, put on his linen duster and

grey Homburg hat, and off they

started. The idea was to confuse,

and at first it succeeded. The whole affair

was ingenious, from the selection of that

particular bank, which is wickedly isolated,

10 the exact location of the Daimler car,

which made anyone on the off-side almost

invisible."

" It's pretty generous of you to let me take

the credit of this," Rimmington remarked

If Stanfield turns out to be Pugsley, and

Pngsley the man I believe him to be," I said,

I shall need no other reward than the joy

of having brought him to book,"

Hands up like lightning ! '

" Do you believe him to be Michael

Sayers ? " Rimmington asked.

" I am absolutely certain of it," 1

answered.

We completed our round, lunched and

played again. There came no sign from the

Lodge. Somehow or other, the silence

seemed to me ominous. Towards evening

I began to get uneasy. Just as we were

sitting down to dinner, I was fetched to the

telephone.

" Inspector McCall speaking," the voice I
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' H you are going to shoot, let's have it over quickly,' I answered."

heard declared. " Are you Sir Norman

Greyes ? "

" Ves," I answered.

" Have you heard the news ? "

" I have heard no particular news since

early this morning," I replied.

" Stanfield escaped eleven miles from

here," the Inspector declared, gloomily.

" Escaped ? Ridiculous ! " I exclaimed.

" He did it, anyhow. He shot both his

guards with an automatic pistol fixed in the

sole of one foot and worked with the toe of

the other. Mr. Gorman from Scotland Yard

is seriously wounded, and one of the others

is shot in the leg. Stanfield then threatened

the driver until he released him from the

handcuffs and took him to within a mile of a

railway station. There he tied, the man up,

drove the car on himself, and disappeared.

So far we have no news."

I could make no intelligible reply. I

muttered something to the effect that

Rimmington and I would come on to the

police-station the first thing in the morning.
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Then I walked outside, a little giddy, sick at

heart, furious with myself and Fate. I

stood looking towards the Lodge until at

last I yielded to an irresistible impulse. I

hastened across the few yards of heather-

grown common, crossed the road, made my

way up the straggling avenue, and rang the

great front-door bell. There was a suggestion

of emptiness about its rankling echoes, no

sound of anyone moving or stirring within.

I was indeed on the point of turning away

when the great door swung silently open.

Janet stood there, looking out at me.

I freely admit that I lost my nerve. I lost

my poise, and with it all the gifts which

enable a man to face an exceptional situation.

For this woman showed no signs of any

mental disturbance. I had never seen her

look more beautiful. She wore a loose

white gown, open at the throat and tied

with a girdle at the waist. Her hair shone

like burnished copper, her eyes were almost

fiercely, yet softly, bright. She moved away

from the door.

" Come in," she invited. " I have been

expecting you."

She led the way to the terrace, and sank

back on to the divan, where, apparently, she

had been restuig.

" Judas ! " she murmured.

" You know, then ?" I demanded, harshly.

" Everythingâ��even the last little episode.

What fools you policemen are ! "

" He isn't safe yet," I muttered.

She laughed mockingly.

" I worry no more about him," she de-

clared. " It is not an equal struggle. I

worry only about myself."

" Aloneâ��here ! " Ã� echoed, dimly conscious

of the fact that I had been aware of it all the

time.

She nodded.

" Harding, our butler-chauffeur and con-

federate, has taken the carâ��where, you can

guess. Our gillie broke his leg this morning

and has gone to hospital. I am not afraid

of burglars, but I am terrified of mice, and

the place is overrun with them. Also, I

simply loathe the idea of having to get up

and make my own coffee in the morning."

Ð� rose to my feet.

" There are empty rooms at the Dormy

House," I told her, " where you could obtain

service and be made quite comfortable. I

am going back now. Shall I bespeak one

for you ? "

" You would really have me there," she

asked, curiously, " under the same roof as

your august and respectable self ? "

" Why not ? "

"The wife of a famous criminal," she

reminded me, " the wife of the man whom

you have betrayed ! You and I share a

secret, too, don't we ? Would you vouch

for myâ��respectability ? "

I moved a step towards her. Her eyes

were filled with a mingled light, a light of

allurement and cruelty. Her lips were

moist and quiveringâ��was it with anger ?

A long, bare arm was withdrawn from behind

her head. Then a voice fell upon the

throbbing silence like a douche of cold water.

" Hands upâ��like lightning ! "

I obeyed. I recogni/ed the voice of the

man in Harding's livery. It was Stanfield

who had crept in upon us, unheard.

" A mixture of Lothario and Inspector

Bucket ! " he mocked. " Any prayers to

say ? "

" If you are going to shoot, let's have it

over quickly," I answered.

The woman slipped from the divan and

stood between us.

" Don't be absurd," she said to the new-

comer. " We couldn't afford to part with

Sir Norman. Life would be too dull without

him. Put him on parole. He is perfectly

trustworthy."

Stanfield lowered his pistol.

" You are right," he admitted. " Take

your choice. Greyesâ��twelve hours' silence

or Eternity."

" I will be silent for twelve hours," I

promised.

He pointed to the door.

" I cannot have the last few hours I may

ever spend with my wife disturbed," he

said. " Kindly leave us."

I went without a backward glance. I

opened and closed the front door and walked

down the straight avenue. In the woods

beyond, the owls were hooting. Bats flew

through the twilight before me, and a quarter

of the yellow moon showed behind the hills.

I realized all these things dimly. There was

a mist before my eyes, a cloud befogging my

brain. For those few moments, Stanfield's

escape, the steadiness of his automatic

pointed directly at my heart, were vague

memories only. I was angry and humiliated.

I was filled with a man's hatred of his own

weakness.

Rimmington was sitting in the porch

smoking when I got back. He moved his head

towards the Lodge. It was obvious from his

dejection that he, too, had heard from

McCall.

" What do you think about taking a look

round there ? " he suggested.

I think that, if anything, I went bÂ°yond

the obligations of my parole.

" Quite useless," I replied, tersely. " Let's

have a game of billiards and try to forget

the damned business."

(Xexf month : " The Honour of Monsieur Lutarde.")
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M Y old friend Wienershnizelâ��I should

say Wynne, for that is how he pre-

fers nowadays to see his name

speltâ��is the proprietor of one of

the oldest-established and most reputable

bucket-shops in Copthall Avenue. There is

no shrewder man of business in the City.

Never once has Wynne been in jail. I can't

tell you how often they have tried to put him

there, but he has done them every time. I tell

you, he is clever. But it is not with Wynne

as a man of business that I am concerned.

He has another side. You will never guess

what it is, so I may as well tell you. He is a

sportsman to the core of his being. Yes,

this astute, rapacious adventurer of the Stock

Markets is a sea angler of the most earnest

description. Not a Sunday passes from

January to December without witnessing the

arrival of my dear old Wynne, loaded with

his rods, his paternosters, and his bait-cans,

upon the point of Brighton, Deal, or some

other pier. He is as indefatigable as he is

regular ; always the first angler to arrive, he

is ever the last to depart. You would hardly

know Wynne at these times. He is no longer

the keen man of business, with an eye open

singly to the main chance ; he is the sports-

man, with a soul aflame for the capture and

destruction of dabs, gurnards, and starfish.

Business affairs, though in their way splendid

enough, are, after all, sordid when compared

\vith the things (whatever they may be)

which occupy the thoughts of the sea angler.

That the thoughts of Wynne are not

sordid when he is fishing is pretty conclu-

sively proved by the fact that he never

catches anything at all except, now and then,

the girders of a pier or somebody else's baits.

Never yet has he landed a fish. He is either

the most unlucky or most incompetent sea

angler in Great Britain ; that is clear. But

what I say is, a man who can go on fishing

year after year, winter and summer, rain or

shine, storm or calm, freezing or boiling,

with never a fin to show for it, cannotâ��I say

he cannotâ�� be actuated by motives of gain.

Such a man can be nothing but a sportsman

of the very purest ray. It is obvious.

I hope you won't think that I reflect upon

his sportsmanship when I tell you that

Wynne has nearly all his life cherished the

ambition to obtain a prize in an angling

tournament. That doesn't dim his lustre

for you, I believe. It should, on the con-

trary, brighten it. If it were a mere suit-

case or tantalus that he was after, it might

dim him, I admit. But to think that would

be to wrong Wynne grievously. He has all

the suit-cases and tantaluses he can possibly

require. Prizes to a man like Wynne are

symbols merely. They are glory in material

form. It has been gloryâ��reputationâ��

that Wynne has been after all these years.

He wants to be pointed out in Lothbury

as the man who, for example, came out top

of thirty thousand at Bexhill, or the man

who broke all the records for Pegwell Bay,

or the man who landed the biggest known

codling at Broadstairs in August, 1914.

That's all he wants. Anyone else may have

the barometers and the brandy-flasks.
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I repeat, the man is a sportsman through

and through.

Now listen to this and then tell me if you

think there is anything sordid or material

about Wynneâ��Wynne the angler, I mean,

of course.

A few months ago the championships of

Goodwin's Bay were about to be held, and

Wynne (who belongs to every sea-angling

club in South-Eastern England) had entered

his name as usual and for every event.

Some weeks before the date that had been

fixed he had what is at present called a

brain-storm. He had just made a hundred

and twenty thousand pounds, he and several

associates having engineered a highly suc-

cessful corner in calico. His thoughts were

naturally attuned to the engineering of

corners. And so, while he was furbishing up

his tackle one evening for the coming contest

at Goodwin's Bay, he suddenly slapped his

knee and cried : " Eureka ! " He didn't

know what Eureka means ; he only knew

that it is the proper exclamation with which

to hail the birth of a bright idea.

And what was his bright idea ?

Nothing less than to go down to Good-

win's Bay, just before the meeting, and

corner lug and rag.

What, pray, is lug ? What may rag be ?

Lug, my poor friend, is an obscene and

hairy worm, about as long as your foot,

which lurks in the sand and is dug up and

dragged out in hundreds by the longshore-

men and sold to sea anglers for bait. Rag

is another outrage of the same kind. It

differs from lug only in the degree of its

obscenity. Lug and rag are odious-looking

creatures, but the fishes love them, and the

sea anglers swear by them, beyond all other

baits. In fact, without a large supply of lug

and rag no sea angler will approach the

ocean with any kind of confidence. To be

without lug or rag is, to the sea angler,

almost what to be without cartridges is to

the gunner, or to be without beer is to the

yachtsman.

Do you grasp the significance of Wynne's

project now ? I hope so. You seeâ��don't

you ?â��that if he could secure all the avail-

able supplies of lug and rag for the day of

the championships, he would be in an almost

unassailable position. No one else would

have a chance against him.

I maintain, therefore, that for a brain-

storm Wynne's brain-storm was something

like a brain-storm.

He did this thing. He turned over all the

bucket-selling to his partner, went down to

Goodwin's Bay three clear days before the

date of the competition, and got into touch

with the entire bait-digging population of

the place. When, on the eve of the contest,

he rested from his labours, he had contracts

in his pocket covering the entire local harvest

of lug and rag for the succeeding twenty-four

hours. This, I may tell you, cost him a good

deal in earnest money ; but what were

trouble and money to Wynne when his

reputation as a sportsman was concerned ?

Nothing. Nothing whatever.

You are to know that lug and rag can

' He got into touch with the bait-digging population.'
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" They begged for worms at any price. In vain."

only be delved out of the sands when the

tide is out. You are also to know that the

competition was timed to last from 10.30 a.m.

to 4.30 p.m., when there would be water

under the whole length of the pier, and, con-

sequently, over those sands where dwell the

worms aforesaid. Of all this Wynne was

well aware ; indeed, his whole scheme de-

pended on it. He was quite certain of his

ground, because these tidal arrangements

are not accidental. The officials of Trinity

House decide them in consultation with the

editor of \Vhitaker's Almanack and the

secretary of the British Sea Anglers' Associa-

tion. Oh ! Wynne knew exactly what he

was doing.

Day dawned upon the backs of a hundred

and fifty longshoremen howking out the lug

and rag from their holes. When the tide

flowed and interrupted their labours the

number of the worms which were held at

Wynne's sole disposal staggers belief and

imagination.

\Vynne, furnished with a large bag of coin,

stood at the foot of the piep ; one by one

the longshoremen brought him their treasure

and poured it out of buckets into the bait-

cans with which Wynne had surrounded

himself. At last the final lug was delivered

up, the ultimate rag exchanged for .copper.

Wynne, owner of every sand-worm in

Goodwin's Bay, stood, master of the situa-

tion, to await the arrival of the sea anglers.

Their train was due in at 10.12.

As for the longshoremen, having nothing

more to do at the pier, these persons betook

themselves to the drinking-houses of Good-

win's' Bay.

The io.i2 arrived, the sea anglers pre-

cipitated themselves out of the station and

ran furiously to the pier, feeling in their

pockets for money wherewith to purchase

bait. They made no doubt, the unsuspect-

ing wretches, that they would, as always

upon this great day of the Goodwin's Bay

year, be greeted with the lusty cry, from a

hundred and fifty longshore throats, of

' Fine lug, gentlemen ; good rag, gentlemen.

Six a penny. Good lug. Fine rag. Thir-

deen fer tuppence."

To their stupefaction there was not a

single worm-merchant in sight. Only Wynne,

the centre of bait-cans, stood by the turn-

stiles, hellishly smiling.

The sea anglers halted in a body, question-

ing with large eyes the meaning of this

sinister spectacle. Then suddenly they real-

ized what had happened (for sea anglers

have brains, I may tell you), and at once

they were again in motion, charging down

upon Wynne with shouts of " How much the

lug ? What price the rag ? "

Wynne W7aved them away and held up his

hand for silence. " No price the lug," he

said. " The rag is not for sale."

A scream of anguish arose. Poor devils !

they knew7 Wynne's City reputation and they

understood that they were up against it.

They wasted no time in supplication, but

began instantly to bid against one another

for the bait.

" I'll give you sixpence a dozen,'" they

shouted. " I'll give a shilling. Two

shillings. Half a crown. Five bob."

Now this is where the proof of Wynne's

perfect sportsmanship appears. He had
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these men at his mercy. They were crazy

for the lug and the rag without which their

angling must be a mockery. They were

losing their heads all round him, offering

shillings for penn'orths, bidding crowns for

what had cost him but a copper or two.

Yet he held to his purpose. He kept his

vision. He stuck to his worms.

After that I imagine that you won't be

inclined to think that there was very much

sordidness about Wynneâ��I mean always

Wynne the angler.

Presently the sea anglers understood that

they were losing their time with Wynne.

They began to scatter in search of long-

shoremen. The longshoremen were already

beginning to straggle, refreshed, out of those

places into which they had lately vanished.

The sea anglers prostrated themselves before

promptings of his mercantile instincts. He

bade them be silent. He gave up gold for

glory. Well, I say that was a fine thing,

finely done. That's all. I only say that.

The pity is that Wynne should have got

nothing out of it. He deserved a better for-

tune. The fact remains that, for all his

worms, he never caught a thing all day but

a pair of old trousers. Awful old trousers

they were, obviously discarded by a long-

shoreman, and a longshoreman, as is well

known, has to be practically arrestable

before he discards his trousers.

Yes, that's all that Wynne fished out of

the sea, and with only a pair of trousers to

show he could qualify for none of the prizes.

Whereas (for no other sea angler, naturally,

caught so much as a button) if he had man-

aged to secure even a pale-green crab he

Wynne deserved a better fortune."

those longshoremen and begged for worms

at any price. In vain.

Worms in Goodwin's Bay were '' on "

until the tide should recede. And by that

time the competition would have been

fought out. Well, I don't want to linger

over the sorrows of these poor men, and I

don't want unduly to prolong this history.

I was, after all, only concerned to show you

how sportsmanship can ennoble a man, how

it can purge him of all desire for material

gain. I suppose Wynne could have made as

much as two pounds ten, or perhaps even

three pounds profit, if he had listened to the

would have won every prize there wasâ��for

the greatest number of fishes, greatest aggre-

gate weight, greatest average, heaviest single

fish, and fish in best condition, as well as all

the booby prizes for the smallest number,

smallest aggregate weight, smallest average,

â�¢lightest fish, shortest fish, and worst-con-

ditioned fish. But it was not to be.

However, he has the consolation that he

acted like a true sportsman. Of that Wynne

is not to be robbed. And he is able, at any

rate, to be pointed out in Threadneedle

Street as the man who cornered worms.

That is, in a wav, a distinction.
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"LEANING UP AGAINST THE WALL WAS THE GIRL, WITH A LOOK OF FROZEN

HORROR ON HER FACE. FOR ONE SECOND I SAW JIMMY MAINWARING

FRAMED IN THE WINDOWâ��THEN HE BEGAN "SHOOTING."

(See page 195.)
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She is Lady

Of course, I remember

YES; she's

a beau-

t i f u 1

â�¢woman.

There's no

doubt about

that. What

did you say

her- name

was ? "

"Ð� haven't mentioned her

name," I returned. "But there's

no secret about it.

Sylvia Clavering."

" Ah ! Sylvia,

now.", x.

He drained his glass of brandy and sat

back in his chair, while his eyes followed

one of the most beautiful women in London

as she threaded her way through the tables

towards the entrance of the restaurant.

An " obsequious head-waiter bent almost

double as she passed ; her exit, as usual,

befitted one of the most be-photographed

women of Society. And it was not until the

doors had swung to behind her and her

escort that the man I had been dining with

spoke again.

" I guess that little bow she gave as she

passed here was yours, not mine," he said,

with the suspicion of a smile.

" Presumably," I answered a little curtly.

" Unless you happen to know her. I have

that privilege.".

His smile grew a trifle more pronounced,

though his eyes were set and steady.

" Know her ? " He beckoned to the waiter

for more brandy. " No, 1 can't say I know

her. In fact, my sole claim to acquaintance-

ship is that I carried her for three miles in the

dark one night, slung over my shoulder like

a sack of potatoes. But I don't know her."

" You did what ?" I cried, staring at him

in amazement.

" Sounds a bit over the odds, I admit."

He was carefully cutting the end on his

cigar. " Nevertheless it stands."

Now when any man states that he has

carried a woman for three miles, whether it

be in the dark or not, and has followed up

such an introduction so indifferently that

(HC.MCNEILE)

ILLUSTRATED BY

BALLIOL-SALMON

6? W/?.S STOTT

Merton

BY the woman fails

49 even to recog-

nize him after-

wards, there

would seem to

*"* be the promise

of a story.

But when the

woman is one of

the Lady Sylvia

Claverings of this world, and the

man is of the type of my dinner

companion, the promise resolves

itself into a certainty. â�¢ Â»/'

was one of those indefinable

characters who defy placing. You felt that

if you landed in Yokohama, and he was with

you. you would instinctively rely on him for

information as to the best thing to do and

the best way to do it. There seemed to be

no part of the globe, from the South Sea

Islands going westward, to Alaska, with

which he was not as well acquainted as the

ordinary man is with his native village. At

the time I did not know him well. The

dinner was only our third meeting, and

during the meal we confined ourselves to the

business which had been the original cause

of our running across one another at all.

But even in that short time I had realized

that Billy Morton was a white man. And

not only \vas he straight, but he was essen-

tially a useful person to have at one's side in

a tight corner.

" Are you disposed to elaborate your some-

what amazing statement ?" I asked, after a

pause.

For a moment or two he hesitated, and his

eyes became thoughtful.

"I don't suppose there's any reason why

I shouldn't," he answered, slowly. " It's

ancient history nowâ��ten years or so."

" That was just about the time she was

married," I remarked.

He nodded. " She was on her honey-

moon when it happened. Well, if you

want to hear the yarn, come round to my

club."

" Why, certainly," I said, beckoning for

the bill. " Let's get on at once ; I'm

curious."
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" Do you know Africa at all ? " he asked

me, as we pulled our chairs up to the fire.

We had the room almost to ourselves ; a

gentle snoring from the other fireplace be-

tokened the only other occupant.

" Egypt," I answered. " Parts of South

Africa. The usual thing : nothing out of the

ordinary."

He nodded. " It was up the West Coast

that it happened," he began, after his pipe

was going to his satisfaction. " And though

I've been in many God-forsaken spots in my

life, I've never yet struck anything to

compare with that place. Nwambi it was

calledâ��just a few shacks stretching in from

the sea along a straggling, dusty streetâ��one

so-called shop and a bar. It called itself an

hotel, but Lord help the person who tried to

put up there. It was a bar pure and simple.

though no one could call the liquor that.

Lukewarm gin, some vile substitute for

whisky, the usual short drinks, and some

local poisons formed the stock ; I ought to

knowâ��I was the bar-tender.

" For about three miles inland there

stretched a belt of stinking swampâ��one

vast malaria hot-bed â�� and over this belt

the straggling street meandered towards the

low foot-hills beyond. At times it almost

lost itself : but if you didn't give up hope,

or expire from the stench, and cast about

you'd generally find it again leading you on

to where you felt you might get a breath

of God's fresh air in the hills. As a matter

of fact you didn't ; the utmost one can

say is that it wasn't quite so appall-

ing as in the swamp itself. Mosquitoes !

Heavens ! they had to be seen to be believed.

" His eyes followed one of the most beautiful women in London as she threaded her way through
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I've watched 'em there literally like a grey

cloud."

Merton smiled reminiscently.

" Thatâ��and the eternal boom of the sea

on the bar half a mile out, made up Nwambi.

How an}' white man ever got through alive

if he had to stop there any length of time is

beyond me ; to be accurate, very few did.

It was a grave, that place, ana only the

down-and-outers went there. At the time

1 was one myself.

" The sole reason for its existence at all

was that the water alongside the quay was

deep enough for good-sized boats to come in,

and most of the native produce from the

district inland found its way down to

Nwambi for shipment. Once over the belt

of swamp and a few miles into the hills the

climate was much better, and half-a-dozen

traders in a biggish way had bungalows there.

They were Dagos most of themâ��it wasn't a

British part of the West Coastâ��and I frankly

admit that my love for the Dago has never

been very great. But there was one Scotch-

man, McAndrew, amongst themâ��and he

was the first fellow who came into the

bar after I'd taken over the job. He was

down for the night about some question of

freight.

" 'You're new/ he remarked, leaning

against the counter. ' What's happened to

the other fellow ? Is he dead ? '

" ' Probably,' I returned.

' What do you want ?

' ' Ginâ��double tot.

your name ? '

the tables. Her exit, as usual, befitted one of the most be-photographed women of Society."
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" I told him, and he pondered the matter

while he finished his drink.

" ' Well,' he said at length, ' I warned your

predecessor, and I'll warn you. Don't fall

foul of my manager down here. Name of

Maimvaringâ��I do not think. Don't give

him advice about keeping off the drink, or

he'll kill you. He's killing himself, but that's

his business. I'm toughâ��you look tough,

but he's got us beat to a frazzle. And take

cover if he ever gets mixed up with any of the

Dagosâ��the place isn't healthy.'

" It was just at that moment that the

door swung open and a tall, lean fellow

lounged in. He'd got an eyeglass screwed

into one eye, and a pair of perfectly-fitting

polo boots with some immaculate white

breeches encased his legs. His shirt was silk,

his sun-helmet spotless ; in fact, he looked

like the typical English dude of fiction.

" ' My manager, Main waring,' said

McAndrew, by way of introduction.

" Mainwaring stared at me for a moment

or twoâ��then he shrugged his shoulders.

" ' You look sane ; however, if you come

here you can't be. Double ginâ��and one for

yourself.'

" He spoke with a faint, almost affected

drawl, and as I poured out the drinks I

watched him covertly. When he first came

in I had thought him a young man ; now I

wasn't so sure. It was his eyes that made

one wonder as to his ageâ��they were so

utterly tired. If he was indeed drinking him-

self to death, there were no traces of it as

yet on his face, and his hand as he lifted his

glass was perfectly steady. But those eyes

of hisâ��I can see them now. The cynical

bitterness, the concentrated weariness of all

Hell was in them. And it's not good for

any man to look like that ; certainly not a

man of thirty-five, as I afterwards discovered

his age to be."

MERTON paused and sipped his whisky-

and-soda, while from the other side of

the room came indications that the

sleeper still slept.

" I never found out what his real name

was," he continued, thoughtfully. " Inci-

dentally, it doesn't much matter. We knew

him as Mainwaring, and the J. which pre-

ceded it in his signature was assumed to

stand for James or Jimmy. Anyway, he

answered to it, which was the main point.

As far as I know, he never received a letter

and he never read a paper, and I guess I

got to know him better than anyone else in

that accursed hole. Every morning, punctual

to the second at eleven o'clock, he'd stroll

into the bar and have three double-gins.

Sometimes he'd talk in his faint, rather

pleasant drawl ; more often he'd sit silently

at one of the rickety tables, staring out to

sea, with his long legs stretched out in front

of him. But whichever he didâ��whatever

morning it wasâ��you could always see your

face in his boots.

" I remember once, after I'd been there

about a month, I started to pull his leg about

those boots of his.

" ' Take the devil of a long time cleaning

them in the morning, don't you, Jimmy ? '

I said, as he lounged up to the bar for his

third gin.

" ' Yes,' he answered, leaning over the

counter so that his face was close to mine.

' Got anything further to say about my

appearance ? '

" ' Jimmy,' I replied, ' your appearance

doesn't signify one continental damn to me.

But as the only two regular British habituÃ©s

of this first-class American bar, don't let's

quarrel.'

" He grinnedâ��a sort of slow, lazy grin.

" ' Think not ? ' he said. ' Might amuse

one. However, perhaps you're right.'

" And so it went onâ��one sweltering day

after another, until one could have gone

mad with the hideous boredom of it. I used

to stand behind the bar there sometimes

and curse weakly and foolishly like a child,

but I never heard Mainwaring do it. What

happened during those steamy nights in the

privacy of his own room, when heâ��like the

rest of usâ��was fighting for sleep, is another

matter. During the day he never varied.

Cold, cynical, immaculate, he seemed a being

apartâ��above our little worries and utterly

contemptuous of them. Maybe he was right

â��maybe the thing that had downed him

was too big for foolish cursing. Knowing

what I do now; a good many things are

clear which one didn't realize at the time.

" Only once, I think, did I ever get in

the slightest degree intimate with him. It

was latish one evening, and the bar was

empty save for us two. I'd been railing

against the fate that had landed me penniless

in such an accursed spot, and after a while he

chipped in, in his lazy drawl :â��

" ' Would a thousand be any good to

you ? '

" I looked at him speechless. ' A thousand

pounds ? ' I stammered.

" ' Yes ; I think I can raise that for you.'

He was staring in front of him as he spoke.

' And yet I don't know. I've got more or

less used to you and you'll have to stop a

bit longer. Then we'll see about it.'

" ' But, good heavens ! man,' I almost

shouted, ' do you mean to say that you

stop here when you can lay your hand on a

thousand pounds ? '

" ' It appears so, doesn't it ? ' He rose

and stalked over to the bar. ' It doesn't

much matter where you stop, Merton, when

you can't be in the one place where you'd
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sell your hopes of Heaven to be. And it's

best, perhaps, to choose a place where the

end will come quickly.'

" With that he turned on his heel, and I

watched him with a sort of dazed amaze-

ment as he sauntered down the dusty road,

white in the tropical moon, towards his own

shack. A thousand pounds ! The thought

of it rang in my head all through the night.

A thousand pounds ! A fortune ! And be-

cause, out in death-spots like that, men are

apt to think strange thoughtsâ��thoughts that

look ugly by the light of dayâ��I found myself

wondering how long he could last at the rate

he was going. Twoâ��sometimes threeâ��

bottles of gin a day : it couldn't be long.

And thenâ��who knew ? It would be quick,

the break-up ; all the quicker because there

was not a trace of it now. And perhaps

when it came he'd remember about that

thousand. Or I could remind him.1'

Merton laughed grimly.

" Yes, we're pretty average swine, even

the best of us, when we're up against it, and

I lay no claims to be a plaster saint. But

Fate had decreed that Jimmy Mainwaring

was to find the end which he craved for

quicker than he had anticipated. Moreover

â��and that's what I've always been glad

aboutâ��it had decreed that he was to find

it before drink had rotted that iron constitu-

tion of his ; while his boots still shone and

his silk shirts remained spotless. It had

decreed that he was to find it in the way of

all others that he would have chosen, had

such a wild improbability ever suggested

itself. Which is going ahead a bit fast

with the yarnâ��but no matter.

" Â¥T was after I'd been there about three

I months that the incident happened which

was destined to be the indirect cause of

his death. I told you, didn't I, that there

were several Dago traders who lived up in the

foothills, and on the night in question three

of them had come down to Nwambi on

business of some sortâ��amongst them one

Pedro Salvas, who was as unpleasant a

specimen of humanity as I have ever met.

A crafty, orange-skinned brute, who indulged,

according to common knowledge, in every

known form of vice, and a good many un-

known ones too. The three of them were

sitting at a table near the door when

Mainwaring lounged inâ��and McAndrew's

words came back to me. The Dagos had

been drinking ; Jimmy looked in his most

uncompromising mood. He paused at the

door, and stared at each of them in turn

through his eyeglass ; then he turned his

back on them and came over to me.

" I glanced over his shoulder at the

three men, and realized there was trouble

coming. They'd been whispering and

muttering together the whole evening, though

at the time I had paid no attention. But

now Pedro Salvas, with an ugly flush on his

ugly face, had risen and was coming towards

the bar.

" ' If one so utterly unworthy as I," he

snarled, may venture to speak to the so

very exclusive Englishman, I would suggest

that he does not throw pictures of his

lady-loves about the streets.'

" He was holding something in his hand,

and Jimmy swung round like a panther.

His hand went to his breast pocket ; then I

saw what the Dago was holding out. It was

the miniature of a girl. And after that I

didn't see much more ; I didn't even have

time to take cover. It seemed to me that

the lightning movement of Jimmy's left

hand as he grabbed the miniature, and

the terrific upper-cut with his right, were

simultaneous. Anyway, the next second he

was putting the picture back in his breast

pocket, and the Dago, snarling like a mad

dog, was picking himself out of a medley of

broken bottles. That was phase one.

Phase two was equally rapid, and left me

blinking. There was the crack of a revolver,

and at the same moment a knife stuck out

quivering in the wall behind my head. Then

there was a silence, and I collected my

scattered wits.

" The revolver, still smoking, was in

Jimmy's hand : Salvas, his right arm

dripping with blood, was standing by the

door, while his two pals were crouching

behind the table, looking for all the world

like wild beasts waiting to spring.

" ' Next time,' said Jimmy, ' I shoot to kill.'

" And he meant it. He was a bit white

round the nostrils, which is a darned

dangerous sign in a man, especially if he's

got a gun and you're looking down the

business end of it. And no one knew it

better than those three Dagos. They went

on snarling, but not one of them moved an

eyelid.

' ' Put your knives on that table, you

scum,' ordered Jimmy.

The other two obeyed, and he laughed

contemptuously.

" ' Now clear out. You pollute the air.'

" For a moment or two they hesitated :

then Salvas, with a prodigious effort, regained

his self-control.

" ' You are brave, SeÃ±or Mainwaring, when

you have a revolver and we are unarmed/ he

said, with a sneer.

" In two strides Jimmy was at the table

where the knives were lying. He picked one

up, threw me his gun, and pointed to the

other knife.

" ' I'll fight you now, Salvas,' he answered,

quietly. ' Knife to knife, and to a finish.'

" But the Dago wasn't taking any, and



The Man Who Could Not Get Drunk

'pon my soul I hardly blamed him. For if

ever a man was mad, Jimmy Mainwaring

was mad that night : mad with the madness

that knows no fear and is absolutely blind

to consequences.

" ' I do not brawl in bars with drunken

Englishmen,' remarked Salvas, turning on his

heel.

" A magnificent utterance, but ill-advised

with Jimmy as he was. He gave a short

laugh and took a running kick, and Don

Pedro Salvas disappeared abruptly into the

night. And the other two followed with

celerity.

" ' You'll be getting into trouble, old man,'

I said, as he came back to the bar, ' if you

start that sort of game with the Dagos.'

" ' The bigger the trouble the more I'll like

it,' he answered, shortly. ' Give me another

drink. Don't you understand yet, Merton,

that I'm beyond caring ? '

" And thinking it over since, I've come to

the conclusion that he spoke the literal truth.

It's a phrase often used, and very rarely

meant ; in his case it was the plain, unvar-

nished truth. Rightly or wrongly he had

got into such a condition that he cared not

one fig whether he lived or died ; if anything,

he preferred the latter. And falling foul of

the Dago colony was a better way than most

of obtaining his preference.

" Of course, the episode that night had

shown me one thing : it was a woman who

was at the bottom of it all. I didn't ask any

questions ; he wasn't a man who took kindly

to cross-examination. But I realized pretty

forcibly that if the mere handling of her

picture by a Dago had produced such a

result, the matter must be serious. Who

she was I hadn't any idea, or what was the

trouble between themâ��and, as I say, I didn't

ask.

" And then one day a few weeks later I

got the answer to the first question. Some-

one left a month-old Taller in the bar, and

I was glancing through it when Mainwaring

came in. I reached up for the gin bottle

to give him his usual drink, and when I

turned round to hand it to him he was

staring at one of the pictures with the look

of a dead man on his face. I can see him

now with his knuckles gleaming white

through the sunburn of his hands, and his

great powerful chest showing under his shirt.

He stood like that maybe for five minutesâ��

motionless ; then, without a word, he swung

round and left the bar. And I picked up

the paper."

Merton paused and drained his glass.

'" Lady Sylvia's wedding ? " I asked, un-

necessarily, and he nodded.

" So the first part of the riddle was solved,"

he continued, quietly. " And when two days

passed by without a sign of Mainwaring, I

began to be afraid that he had solved his own

riddle in his own way. But he hadn't ; he

came into the bar at ten o'clock at night, and

leaned up against the counter in his usual

way.

" ' What have you been doing with

yourself ? ' I said, lightly.

" ' I've been trying to get drunk,' he

answered slowly, letting one of his hands

fall on my arm with a grip like steel. ' And,

dear God ! I can't.'

" It doesn't sound muchâ��told like this

in the smoking-room of a London club.

But though I've seen and heard many things

in my life that have impressed me-â��horrible,

dreadful things that I shall never forgetâ��the

moment of all others that is most indelibly

stamped on my brain is that moment when,

leaning across the bar, I looked into the

depths of the soul of the man who called

himself Jimmy Mainwaringâ��the man who

could not get drunk."

OXCE again he paused, and this time I did

not interrupt him. He was back in that

steaming night, with the smell of stale

spirits in his nostrils and the sight of strange

things in his eyes. And I felt that I, too,

could visualize that tall, immaculate English-

man leaning against the counterâ��the man

who was beyond caring.

" But I must get on with it," continued

Merton, after a while. " The club will be

filling up soon, and I've only got the finish

to tell you now. And by one of those ex-

traordinary coincidences which happen far

more frequently in life than people will

allow, the finish proved a worthy one.

" It was about two days later. I was in

the bar polishing the glasses when the door

swung open and two men came in. They

were obviously English, and both of them

were dressed as if they were going to a

garden-party.

" ' Thank heavens ! Tommy, here's a bar,

at any rate,' said one of them. ' I say, bar-

man, what have you got ? '

" Well, I had a bit of a liver, and I disliked

being called barman.

" ' Several bottles of poison,' I answered,

' and the hell of a temper.'

" The second one laughed, and after a

moment or two the other joined in.

" ' I don't wonder at the latter commodity,'

he said. ' This is a ghastly hole.'

" ' I wouldn't deny it,' I answered. ' What,

if I may ask, has brought you here ? '

" ' Oh, we've had a small breakdown,

and the skipper came in here to repair it.

We've just come ashore to have a look

round.'

" I glanced through the window, and

noticed for the first time that a steam yacht

was lying off the shore. She was a real
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"The next second Jimmy was putting the picture back in his breast pocket, and

the Dago was picking himself out of a medley of broken bottles."
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beautyâ��looked about a thousand tonsâ��and

I gave a sigh of envy.

" ' You're not in want of a barman, by

any chance, are you ? ' I said. ' If so, I'll

swim out and chance the sharks.'

" ' 'Fraid we've got everything in that

line,' he answered. ' But select the least

deadly of your poisons, and join us.'

" And it was as 1 was pulling down the

gin and vermouth that Jimmy Mainwaring

came into the bar. He got about half-way

across the floor, and then he stopped dead

in his tracks. And I guess during the next

two seconds you could have heard a pin

drop.

" ' So this is where you've hidden your-

self/ said the smaller of the two menâ��the

one who had done most of the talking. ' I

don't think we'll trouble you for those drinks,

barman.'

" Without another word he walked out of

the placeâ��and after a moment or two the

other man started to follow him. He

hesitated as he got abreast of Jimmy, and

then for the first time Mainwaring spoke :â��

" ' Is she here ? '

" ' Yes,' answered the other. ' On board

the yacht. There's a whole party of us.'

" And with that he stepped into the street

and joined his pal. With a perfectly in-

scrutable look on his face Jimmy watched

them as they walked through the glaring sun

and got into the small motor-boat that was

waiting alongside the quay. Then he came

up to the bar.

" ' An artistic touch, doubtless, on the

part of Fate,' he remarked, quietly. ' But a

little unnecessary.1

" And I guess I metaphorically took off

my hat to him at that moment. What he'd

done, why he was there, I neither knew nor

cared ; all that mattered to me was the

way he took that last rotten twist of the

surgeon's knife. Not by the quiver of an

eyelid would you have known that anything

unusual had happened : he drank his three

double-gins at exactly the same rate as every

other morning. And then he too swung out

of the bar, and went back to his office in

McAndrew's warehouse, leaving me to lie

down on my bed and sweat under the

mosquito curtains, while I wondered at the

inscrutable working out of things. Was it

blind, the Fate that moved the pieces ; or

was there some definite pattern beyond our

ken ? At the moment it seemed pretty blind

and senseless ; later onâ��well, you'll be able

to form your own opinion.

OV know how quickly darkness falls

in those latitudes. And it was just

before sunset that I Ð²Ð°Ð»Ñ� a boat

shoot away from the side of the yacht

and come full speed for the shore. I

remember I wondered casually who was

the mug who would leave a comfortable

yacht for Nwambi, especially after the report

of it that must have been given by our two

morning visitors. And then it struck me that,

whoever it might be, he was evidently in the

deuce of a hurry. Almost before the boat

came alongside a man sprang out and

scrambled up the steps. Then at a rapirl

double he came sprinting towards me as I

stood at the door of the bar. It was the

smaller of the two men who had been ashore

that morning, and something was evidently

very much amiss.

" ' Where is she ? ' he shouted, as soon as

he came within earshot. ' Where's my wife,

you damned scoundrel ? '

" Seeing that he was quite beside himself

with worry and alarm, I let the remark go by.

" ' Steady ! ' I said, as he came gasping

up to me. ' I haven't got your wife ; I

haven't even seen her.'

" ' It's that cursed card-sharper ! ' he cried.

' By God ! I'll shoot him Oke a dog, if

he's tried any monkey-tricks ! '

" ' Dry up, and pull yourself together,' I

said, angrily. ' If you're alluding to Jimmy

Mainwaring '

" And at that moment Jimmy himself

stepped out of his office and strolled across

the road.

" ' You swine, you cursed card-cheatâ��

where's Sylvia ? '

" ' What the devil are you talking about ? '

said Jimmy, and his voice was tense.

" ' She came ashore this afternoon, saying

she would return in an hour/ said the other

man. ' I didn't know it at the time, Mr.â��

erâ��Mainwaring, I believe you call yourself.

The boat came back for her, and she was not

there. That was four hours ago. Where is

she ? '

" He was covering Jimmy with his revolver

as he spoke.

" ' Four hours ago, Clavering ! Good

heavens ! manâ��put down your gun. This

isn't a time for amateur theatricals.' He

brushed past him as if he was non-existent

and came up to me. ' Did you see Lady

Clavering ? '

" ' Not a trace/ I answered, and the same

fear was in both of us.

" ' Did she say what she was coming on

shore for ? ' He swung round on the husband.

" ' To have a look round/ answered

Clavering, and his voice had altered. No

longer was he the outraged husband ; he was

a frightened man relying instinctively on a

bigger personality than himself.

1 If she's not about here, she must have

gone inland/ said Jimmy, staring at me.

' And it'll be dark in five minutes.'

" ' My God ! ' cried Clavering, ' what are

we to do ? She can't be left alone for the
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night. Lostâ��in this cursed country ! She

may have hurt herselfâ��sprained her ankle.'

" For a moment neither of us answered

him. Even more than he did we realized

the hideous danger of a white woman alone

in the bush inland. There were worse dangers

than snakes and wild animals to be feared.

And it was as we were standing there staring

at one another, and afraid to voice our

thoughts, that one of McAndrew's native

boys came down the street. He was running

and out of breath ; and the instant he saw-

Jimmy he rushed up to him and started

gabbling in the local patois. He spoke too

fast for me to follow him, and Clavering, of

course, couldn't understand a word. But

we both guessed instinctively what he was

talking aboutâ��and we both watched Jimmy's

face. And as we watched it I heard Clavering

catch his breath sharply.

" At last the boy finished, and Jimmy

turned and looked at me. On his face was

a look of such cold malignant fury that the

question which was trembling on my lips

died away, and I stared at him speechlessly.

" ' The Dagos have got her,' he said, very

softly. ' Don Pedro Salvas is, I fear, a

foolish man.'

** Clavering gave a sort of hoarse cry, and

Jimmy's face softened.

" ' Poor devil/ he said. ' Your job is

going to be harder than mine. Go back to

your yachtâ��get all your men on shore that

you can spareâ��and if I'm not back in four

hours, wait for dawn and then strike inland

over the swamp. Find Pedro Salvas's house

â��and hang him on the highest tree you can

find/

" Without another word he swung on his

heel and went up the street at a long, steady

lope. Twice Clavering called after him, but

he never turned his head or altered his stride

â��and then he started to follow himself. It

was I who stopped him, and he cursed me

like a childâ��almost weeping.

" ' Do what he told you/ I said. ' You'd

never find your way ; you'd be worse than

useless. I'll go with him : you get back and

bring your men ashore/

" And with that I followed Jimmy. At

times I could see him, a faint white figure in

the darkness, as he dodged through that

fever-laden swamp ; at times I found myself

marvelling at the condition of the man,

bearing in mind his method of living.

Steadily, tirelessly, he forged ahead, and

when we came to the foothills I hadn't

gained a yard on him.

" And then I began wondering what was

going to happen when he reached Salvas's

bungalow, and by what strange mischance

the girl had met the owner. That it was

revenge I was certain ; he had recognized

her from the picture, and I remember thinking

how bitter must have been his hatred of

Mainwaring to have induced him to run

such an appalling risk. For the risk was

appalling, even in that country of strange

happenings.

" I don't think that Jimmy troubled his

head over any such speculations. In his

mind there was room for only one thoughtâ��

an all-sufficient thoughtâ��to get his hands on

Pedro Salvas. I don't think he even knew

that I was behind him, until after it was

over and the curtain was falling on the play.

And then he had no time for me."

MERTON gave a short laugh that had in

it a touch of sadness.

" A good curtain it was, too," he

continued, quietly. " I remember I made a

frantic endeavour to overtake him as he

raced up to the house, and then, because I

just couldn't help myself, I stopped and

watchedâ��fascinated. The window of the

big living room was open, and the light

blazed out. I suppose they had never

anticipated pursuit that night. Leaning up

against the wall was the girl, with a look

of frozen horror on her face, while seated at

the table were Pedro Salvas and three of his

pals. And they were drinking.

" It all happened very quickly. For one

second I saw Jimmy Mainwaring framed in

the windowâ��then he began shooting. I

don't think I've mentioned that he could

shoot the pip out of the ace of diamonds nine

times out of ten at twenty yards, and his

madness did not interfere with his aim. And

that night he was stark, staring mad. I

heard three shotsâ��so close together that

only an artist could have fired them out of

the same revolver and taken aim ; I saw the

three friends of Pedro Salvas collapse limply

in their chairs. And then there was a pause ;

I think Jimmy wanted to get at him with his

hands.

" But it was not to be. Just for a moment

the owner of the bungalow had been so

stupefied at the sudden appearance of the

man he hated that he had simply saf still,

staring ; but only for a moment. The

movement of his arm was so quick that I

hardly saw it ; I only noticed what seemed

to be a streak of light which shot across the

room. And then .1 heard Jimmy's revolver

againâ��the tenth, the hundredth of a second

too late. He'd drilled Pedro Salvas through

the heart all rightâ��I watched the swine

crumple and fall with the snarl still on his

faceâ��but this time the knife wasn't sticking

in the wall.

" She got to him first," went on Merton,

thoughtfully. " His knees were sagging just

as I got to the window, and she was trying to

hold him up in her arms. And then between

us we laid him down, and I saw that the end
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was very near. There was nothing I could

do ; the knife was clean into his chest. The

finish of the journey had come to the man

who could not get drunk. And so I left

them together, while I mounted guard by

the window with a gun in each hand. It

wasn't a house to take risks in.

" He lived, I think, for five minutes, and

of those five minutes I would rather not

speak. There are things which a man may

tell, and things which he may not. Sufficient

be it to say that he may have cheated at

cards or he may notâ��she loved him. If,

indeed, he had committed the unforgivable

sin amongst gentlemen all the world over,

he atoned for it. And she lovod him. Let

us leave it at that.

" And when it was over, and the strange,

bitter spirit of the man who called himself

Jimmy Mainwaring had gone out on the

unknown road, I touched her on the shoulder.

She rose blindly and stumbled out into the

darkness at my side. I don't think I spoke

a word to her, beyond telling her to take my

arm. And after a while she grew heavier and

heavier on it, until at last she slipped downâ��a

little unconscious heap of sobbing girlhood."

Merton paused and lit a cigarette with a

smile.

" So that is how it was ordained that I

should carry the â�¢ Lady Sylvia Ciavering,

slung over my shoulder like a sack of potatoes,

for three miles. I remember staggering into

the village to find myself surrounded by men

from the yacht. I handed lier over to her

distracted husband, and then I rather think

Ã� fainted myself. I know I found myself

in my own bar, with people pouring whisky-

down my throat. And after a while they

cleared off, leaving Ciavering alone with me.

He began to stammer out his thanks, and I

cut him short.

" ' No thanks are due to me/ I said.

They're due to another man whom you

called a card-cheatâ��but who was a bigger

man than either you or I are ever likelv to

be.'

" Was ? ' heÂ»said, staring at me.

'' ' Yes,' I answered. ' He's dead.'

" He stood there silently for a moment or

two ; then with a queer look on his face he

took off his hat.

" ' You're right/ he said. ' He was aÂ«

bigger man than me/ "

MERTON got up and pressed the bell.

'' I've never seen him from that day

to this," he said, thoughtfully. " I

never saw his wife again until to-night. And

I've never filled in the gaps in the story.

Moreover, I don't know that I want to."

A waiter came over to his chair.

' You'll join me ? Two whiskies-and-sodas,

please, waiterâ��large ones."
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 104.

SCHOOL, stage, and life in town its pages show :

The tale appeared Ð½Ð¾Ñ�Ðµ eighty years ago.

1. Your name, here writ, and shortened, now we meet ;

Victor and then three more the line complete.

2. Stranger and exile, yet a faithful friend

When monarch hod with treason to contend.

3. Archbishop, canon, curate, vicar, dean,

He comes with step sedate and reverend mien.

4. ('aniline, surely, and it seems we mav

Fuel certain that the lady had some hay.

5. A Scottish tree {if one may use such phrase)

Recalls a scholar versed in ancient ways.

0. Food rearrangeâ��a story known to fame :

This by itself revÃ©ala the second name.

7. Four little words ; less than one word ; to read

The place's name, two letters more we need.

8. *Tia often yours, and yet not owned by you,

Sinoe anagram of instrument will do.

PAX.

Anvuvrs to Acrostic Ð£Ð¾. 104 should IP addressed to the

Acrostic Editor, THE STRAND MAGAZINE, Southampton

Street, Strand, London, U .C'.2, and must arrite not later

than by the first post on March lOiA.

Two answers may be sent to wery light.

It w essential that solrcrs, with their answers to /Ai*

acrostic, should send also their real names and addresses.

ANSWER TO DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 103.

(The Third of the Series.)

IN number one time number two is eaten,

And as a vegetable can't be beaten.

1. She did great service in the war.

2. Once water, harder than the flour.

3. In Latin this is one, less one.

4. Gives shelter from the rain or sun.

6. You cannot do this, speaking truth.

6. Colour of cheeks in health v vont h.

NOTE.â��Light 3. Also, Nil.

Solvers who write to the Acrostic Editor and deeirr

answers to their queries should, with their letter?, enelote

Ð» stamped addressed envelope, and he will endeavour to

reply.
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Sid r\eu Dark

TWO generations

ago, the most

cherished am-

bition of the

professional writer was

to be as completely as

possible unlike other /^~^-

men in appearance, in habit, *â�¢-â��

and in manner. Long hair

and untidy clothes were

regarded as the outward

and visible signs of intel-

lectuality. In France, par-

ticularly, the literary man

was always obsessed with

the desire to astonish the

bourgeois whom he despised.

This yearning for eccentricity

had its most famous demon-

stration when Barbey I) 'Aure-

villy led a goose along the

boulevard by a broad piece

of scarlet ribbon which was

tied in a bow round the

bird's neck. There is little

if any of this vehement

struggle to be peculiar in

the present generation of

English writing men, the majority of whom

are entirely indistinguishable from their

fellows of the prosperous professional class.

Of course, there are exceptions. Mr. Bernard

Shaw still wears Jaeger suits. Sir Hall

Caine still wears miraculously high collars.

Some of the many minor poets of our time

still cultivate humorously long hair. But in

appearance, anyhow, men like H. G. Wells,

Arnold Bennett, John Galsworthy, Phillips

Oppenheim, John Drinkwater, Hugh Walpole

(to quote a few names at hazard) are even

as you and I.

Anthony Trollope used to ridicule the

idea that a writer must wait for inspiration

for his work. He wrote regularly for so

many hours a day, just as a lawyer spends

so many hours in the Courts or in his office,

and more than one contemporary writer has

adopted the same plan, notably Mr. Phillips

' SAPPER. *

(Major H. C. McNeile.)

Oppenheim. The

majority of successful

writers affect the same

amusements as other

people, and live their

lives along the same

comfortable conven-

tional lines. The wayfaring

man would certainly be

foiled in any attempt to

pick out successful writers

from a crowd of other men

if he did not recognize them

from their photographs in

the illustrated papers.

No man, perhaps, is less

like the conventional idea

of a writer than Major

H. C. McNeile, better known

to playgoers and magazine

readers by his pen name

" Sapper." Major McNeile

has been a soldier and looks

a soldier. He is now a

highly successful writer, but

he does not look it a bit.

He is tall and lean, with

that characteristic British

leanness which years ago used to move Mr.

George Moore to admiration. He has all the

appearance of a man who is keen on keeping

himself fit, and is fonder of the open air than

of the musty atmosphere of a library.

Major McNeile is a good golfer and a rider to

hounds. Indeed, he has all the qualities,

and, one must in fairness add, most of the

â�¢prejudices, of the class to which he belongs.

He is still quite a young manâ��only thirty-

threeâ��and he looks younger. He possesses

a cheerful, exuberant youthfulness. He is

entirely without side, and he has an un-

affected and openly-expressed enjoyment of

the success that has come to him and which

he, of course, quite inaccurately ascribes

entirely to the most tremendous and delight-

ful luck. It is this almost eerie lack of

conceit (for it is difficult for a man who has

achieved great and immediate success not
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to be a little puffed up and more than a

little pleased with himself) that is " Sapper's "

chief charm.

He will tell you what he owes to other men,

and he evidently finds it extremely difficult

to talk about himself and about his methods

of work, or to discuss the reasons that have

made his books and his plays so successful.

He comes from a Belfast family of Scotch

descent, although there is certainly no

trace of Ulster dourness about his character.

He was educated at Cheltenham, went

on to Woolwich, and, after passing out of

the " Shop," obtained a commission in the

Sappers, in which he was serving at the

beginning of the war. He went out to

France in '14, and was present at the first

battle of Ypres, performing for some time the

routine duties of an Engineer officer, at the

beginning of the war, perhaps, of greater

responsibility than towards its end. When

Kitchener's Army began to grow, and scores

of new units were formed, "Sapper" was

transferred to the infantry, and, finally, he

commanded a battalion of the Middlesex

Regiment. At . the .end of _the war he

resigned his commission after a military

service of something over twelve years.

UNTIL he went to France on active

service, "Sapper'' had practically

written nothing. The war brought

many literary careers to a tragically

untimely end. One could fill pages of

this magazine with the names of young

men of brilliant talent who had before

1914 acquired literary reputations and

whose lives were sacrificed in the great

struggle. Other older men have been so

affected by the clanging, bewildering events

of the last seven years that their inspiration

seems tc have dried up and their hands seem

to have lost their cunning. But ' Sapper "

is the literary child of the war. Before 1914

he had tried to write. He tells you quite

frankly that he had heard there was money

in it. But his efforts had not been successful.

The most ambitious of these efforts was a play

in four acts. He rather liked the play when

he had written it, and sent it to a theatrical

manager, who pointed out to him that it

would be difficult to produce a drama the

longest act of which would only take twelve

minutes on the stage and the shortest five.

It was sheer boredom, " Sapper " told me,

that really made him write seriously. Most

men with long war experience will tell you

that the hardest thing to endure at the front

was not the enemy shells, not the insistent

threat of death, not the occasional " going

over the top," but the hours and hours of

boredom with little or nothing to do in

damp, horrible dug-outs in the front line, or

in sordid billets behind. When things were

doing, life was endurable. It was the long

hours of doing nothing that were intolerable,

and it was to fill these long weary hours that

Major McNeile began to write.

Referring in 1916 to the first battle of

Ypres, he says : " Much water has flowed

under the bridge since then : there are not

many left of that original handful who

crossed the water ; and yet a second winter

finds us in positions practically unchanged.

True, the trenches have improved ; the

bombs are better ; the guns more numerous.

But the boredom and the mud, the cold and

the fright, are just the same."

Major McNeile felt, too, that at last he

had something to write about. He had

found in the incidents of a great campaign

a new view of men. He had discovered the

dramatic possibilities of everyday people.

He appreciated commonplace humour as he

had never appreciated it before, sharing in

this respect the birthright of Dickens and

Kipling. He had, as 1 have said, tried to

write in the old days of peace, and his

difficulty had been to find something to

write about. Out in France, he felt that

there was so much to write about that for a

while he hardly knew how to begin. Then

he sat down, night after night, in a billet,

with ten other men in the same room, and

wrote the stories collected in the volume

called Sergeant Michael Cassidy." He sent

his first stories to the Daily Mail, and he is

full of appreciation of the help and en-

couragement he received from Mr. Thomas

Marlowe, the Daily Mail's editor. Mr.

Marlowe urged him to go on writing, and

personally arranged for the publication of

the collected Michael Cassidy stories with

Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton. When this

series finished, " Sapper " had become almost

famous. He was recognized as one of the

real war writers, "one of the men who under-

stood the spirit of the men at the front, who

realized the vivid contrasts of war and of

the primitive life of armies, and who could

carry some, at least, of the atmosphere of

the trenches into the comparatively safe

homes of the people here in England.

" Sergeant Michael Cassidy " was followed

by " Men, Women, and Guns," and " No

Man's Land."

SAPPER'S " sense of drama and his

sympathy with the soldier-man is well

illustrated in the story called " Private

Meyrickâ��Company Idiot," printed in the

volume " Men, Women, and Guns." Before

the war, Meyrick had been " something in a

warehouse down near Tilbury," a dreamer

and an ass. In the army he was a failure

and a nuisance. He wanted to be a credit

to the company, but he always failed. Then

during a short hot fight, his officer believed



Sidney Dark

199

A RECENT PORTRAIT OF "SAPPER.' WITH SCENES FROM SOME OF THE

SPLENDID STORIES HE HAS WRITTEN FOR 'THE STRAND ^MAGAZINE."



200

Sapper " In Mufti

(quite wrongly) that the telephone to head-

quarters was broken. The company idiot

felt his chance had come. He crawled out

of the trench, found two bits of broken wire,

held them together tightly in his handâ��and

died. Hours afterwards his body was found

by his comrades.

" how the devil did he get here ? " muttered

Seymour. " It's one of my men."

" Was he anywhere near you when you

kicked the telephone ? " asked the other,

and his voice was a little hoarse.

" He may have beenâ��1 don't know. Why ? "

" Look at las right hand." From the

tightly-clenched fingers two broken ends of

wire stuck out.

" Poor lad." The Major bit -his lip.

â�¢' Poor ladâ��I wonder. They called him the

Company Idiot. Do you think ? "

" I think he rame out to find the break in

the wire," said the other, quietly. " And in

doing so he found the answer to the big

rid. lie."

' 1 knew he'd make goodâ��I knew it all

along. He used to dream of big thingsâ��

something big for the regiment."

1 And he's done a big thing, by Jove,",

said the signal officer, gruffly, " for it's the

motive that counts. And he couldn't know

that he'd got the wrong wire."

THE war came to an end. There were

no more war stories to be written, no

more war experiences to be related,

no more war humour to be dug out of the

slime and the slush. The distinctive war

writer found his occupation gone. I asked

" Sapper" if he found that his war stories

still sold, and he told me that their sale

had come entirely to an end. The reading

public is naturally, and quite properly,

weary of battlefields, and "Old Bills." and

khaki, and the rest of it, and wants to

read about something else. " Sapper " was

equal to the occasion. He said to him-

self : " Here am I, one of ten thousand

other men who have to find some new

outlet for my abilities. The sort of man I

must write about now is a man of my own

kind." And he invented " Bull-Dog Drum-

mond," an ex-officer, weary of the placidity

of civil life, and yearning for a repetition in

some different way of the thrills of France

and Flanders. The adventures of Bull-Dog

Drummond were written as a series of maga-

zine stories, and subsequently, with the help

of Sir Gerald du Maurier, "Sapper" built

on the stories the play which has been one of

the few great successes of the London theatre

during the past year.

" Sapper " is really frankly amused by

the success of " Bull-Dog Drummond." As

I have said, he is no high-brow, and he does

not take either himself or his work particu-

larly seriously. He believes that the play-

going public, as well as the reading public,

loves adventures. It loves a strong hero, but

he must not be too gentlemanly. The

popularity of " Bull-Dog Drummond " is,

according to his creator, due to the fact that

he is strong and ugly. When the serious

writer has finished a novel or a play, no word

of it must be touched, not even a comma

must be taken out or put in. " Sapper " has

no such literary prejudices. He told me,

with great glee, how during the rehearsals of

" Bull-Dog Drummond " at Wyndham's

Theatre, he and Sir Gerald du Maurier

both felt that the last act was all wrong.

The day before the production they still

felt that, if this last act was played

as it had been rehearsed, the whole thing

would probably be a failure. So, on the

night before the premiÃ¨re, " Sapper " sat

down and re-wrote the last act entirely

from the beginning to the end. It took

him five hours. The new act was rehearsed

on the afternoon of its production, and

was largely responsible for the play's

success. It was my good fortune to lunch

with " Sapper " on the next day, and his

boyish glee in the memory of the first-

night enthusiasm and in the laudatory

Press notices was entirely delightful.

Some weeks afterwards I had a long talk

with him at his house at Ascot, which he has

since left because he felt too shut in, he said,

in that over-wooded aristocratic countryside.

He declares that he must have air and wind

and big spaces round him if he is to be

healthy and happy. He has been wintering

in Switzerland, writing another play and

more stories. I have said that "Sapper"

does not take himself or his work seriously.

But this statement requires some qualifica-

tion. He thinks that he is lucky, he certainly

does not regard himself as a great genius, but

this does not mean that he does not take

infinite pains with his work, that he is

not eager to acquire a greater craftsmanship

than he at present possesses. One tiling is

quite certain. Whatever the future may

hold for him, whatever successes he may

be destined to write, Major McNeile will

always remain a typical open-air, whole-

some, unaffected, kind-hearted Englishman.

For that is the root of the man. His

writing is a pleasant accident, pleasant to

himeslf, and more than pleasant to his

innumerable readers.
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IT may be said of

Isobel Bloom

that in her

Garden of Eden

apples were not

sufficient. She de-

manded nectarines,

pomegranates, hot-

house grapes, even

crystallized fruit in

boxes, tied up with

pink ribbons. She

was that kind of

woman, if you know

what I mean. You

must not infer from

this that she was a

weak woman, easily

captive to the bow and spear of the most

highly favoured hunter. It is only that she

was discriminating, critical, elusive, para-

doxical, ablative, passionate, romance-ridden,

film-soaked, shrewd, precocious, and devas-

tating. To some people a wall is a wall, and

a glass of water a glass of water ; but to

Isobel this was not, and never would be, the

case. Her beauty had come with too great

a rush and too unexpectedly to allow her

time to bow acknowledgments to apparent

phenomena. She had been a plain child with

thin legs, irregular features, and a toe small

nose. But at the age of eighteen something

suddenly seemed to happen. The legs filled

out and became extremely graceful. The

features balanced themselves. Then you

saw that the nose wasn't a bit too small.

Nature had been preparing for this all the

time. Her father, who was the son of a

man who had made a large fortune out of

lawn-mowers, said to his wife one evening,

just after they had returned from a six

months' jaunt in Egypt :â��

" Good Lord ! Have you noticed Isobel ? "

And his wife said :â��

" What about her, darling ? "

" She's suddenly turned into an extra-

ordinarily beautiful girl."

No harm in this. Fond parents indulge in

these infra-familiar platitudes ; but Isobel

had overheard the remark, and she rushed

upstairs to her bedroom and looked in the

mirror. From that day onwards a wall no
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longer became a wall

or a glass of water

a glass of water to

her. To make my

meaning clearer, it

may be as well to

labour this point a

little. Everything is

relative. When we

say that a wall is a

wall we have to

allow the fact that

a wall is something

different to everyone.

To one man it may

be a prison, to

another a protection,

to a third an eye-

sore ; to a builder it's a job, to a cat an

ecstasy. To one man it will appeal as a

commercial proposition ; to another as a

romantic episode stirring the memory of

ancient architecture. Its symmetry will jag

the nerves of some, its irregularity offend the

senses of another. On the other hand, a

dreamer may gaze into a three-walled garden

for the best part of his life, and the fact that

it has three walls may make no impression

on his consciousness at all. Indeed, a wall,

like any other material thing, can be lived

down, overlooked, or ignored.

Human beings in a highly vitalized state

are always unconscious of any matter not

immediately concerned with the frenzy which

holds them. For instance, a great actor

declaiming a soliloquy from " Hamlet " is

entirely ignorant of the progress of his

internal digestive functioning ; neither is his

mind the least bit affected by the physical

processes going on in the electric light globes

in the footlights upon which his eyes may-

be fixed. Consequently Isobel Bloom,

abruptly transcended by the dazzling radi

anco of her own beauty, and by its obvious

effect upon her fellow-creatures, saw things

no longer in terms of actuality. She did not

become exactly vain. One cannot call vain

a magnificent panther posing in the sun, or

an apple-tree in full bloom. Besides, her

days were far too crowded for vanity. It is

only the idle who are vain. Breathless

romance began with the first twitter of the
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starlings on her window-sill at dawn, and

did not by any means end when she laid her

beautiful head on her pillow at night.

Indeed, her dreams were a very busy time.

They were invariably concerned with daring

episodes of knight-errantry. She lived in

the Middle Ages with a large Daimler and

frocks from Paris. She had so much to

give, and what she had was of such value

that the utmost risks and sacrifices must be

demanded. Moreover, the weather must

keep fine for it.

By the time she was twenty she had had

seventeen proposals of marriage, including

two offers of an elopement with her father's

chauffeur. It was this that made her dis-

criminating and critical. Not that she did

not admire Jules, the Belgian chauffeur, and

consider him a romantic figure, but that, at

his second and more urgent appeal for

elopement, she had become painfully aware

that he had been eating garlic. With her

shrewd sense she realized that this discovery

might not have been manifest till too late !

The curate never made any deep impression.

He was of the sporting parson breed, who

had founded a boxing club in the village.

He actually made his third proposal to her

with his loft eye discoloured by the effect

of a pretty forearm jab from Beal, the black-

smith. She was convinced that he came to

her to be mothered. Sir Andrew Abadam

was middle-aged and enormously rich. He

told her the full story of his life. How he

had been to school and to a commercial

college. How, when a child, a nurse had

left him out in a pram in the rain, so that to

this day he was liable to fierce attacks of

cramp in the stomach ; how he had in the

end inherited a sardine-canning factory from

an uncle, and what an enormous success he

had made of it. How she, isobel, was the

first woman he had ever lovedâ��in quite the

way he loved her. Whatever meagre chances

of success his courtship might have had were

completely destroyed by his abrupt refusal

to dive into the artificial lake one chilly

September evening to rescue her fan. The

implied cruelty of the request to a man

subject to attacks of cramp in the stomach

never impressed her ; neither did his avowed

willingness to " buy her ten thousand fans

to-morrow " have the slightest effect. He

had missed his chance. Her other suitors

included a lord, an Austrian pianist, an oil

magnate, an under-gardener, two medical

students, a bone-setter, and a sanitary

engineer. But all these men, although

having many noble qualities, still lacked

in some essential. And so at. the age of

twenty-one we find her (see adjectives in

opening paragraph) unmarried, a little

embittered, and with old age tapping at

the door.

YOU may aver that the particular nec-

tarine, hothouse aspect of Isobel would

never have developed had it not been

that her grandfather had made a fortune

out of lawn-mowers, and you are to a

certain extent right. A person to whom

there is no difference between a thousand

pounds and three-halfpence is less liable

to appreciate the fact that a door is a

door, and a glass of water a glass of

water, than the unhappy individual to

whom three-halfpence is a solid proposi-

tion, and a thousand pounds a fantastic

dream. But this is not exactly Isobel's

fault. She was an only child. Her father

was hypnotized by the discovery of her

beauty. He used to peep at her furtively

out of the bathroom window, when she was

in the garden, and mutter : " Well, I'm

hanged ! " He then regarded his roly-

poly figure in the mirror, twirled his little

sandy moustache, and added : " The age of

miracles ! The age of miracles ! " This

shows the amazing egoism of man. Mrs.

Bloom also regarded her daughter with as-

tonishment, but the revelation only brought

her a kind of cosy sense of pleasure. With

laboured scrutiny she discovered the basis of

all Isobel's perfections in her own mirror.

" Nature is wonderful," she thought ; but

there was no darn miracle about it. Never-

theless, it must be acknowledged that from

the day on which her parents returned from

their trip down the Nile (during the course

of which Mr. Bloom had lost one hundred

and sixty pounds at bridge, and his wife

had made two hundred and twenty), they

both melted to Isobel. They subsided into a

background. They became merely a united

fount of adulation and material supplies,

fn the great scheme of her life they ceased

to count, except as the sleepers on the main

line count to the Scotch Express. They

made no attempt to control, influence, or

even annotate the procession of suitors who

began to form. As Mr. Bloom very wisely

said : " She will do as she likes."

But when her twenty-second birthday

approached, and Isobel still remained un-

married and unpledged, Mr. and Mrs. Bloom

began to get alarmed, and in halting

phrases Mr. Bloom recounted to her the

old fable about the woman who. went to

collect faggots in a wood. When he had

finished Isol>el pointed out to him that

he had a smut on the white slip of his

waistcoat, and that the best people' said

" faggot," not " faggit." She had not been

listening to him. Her mind was too occupied

with the details of a crisis in her romantic

development. She was in love. For the

first time she was in love, and with the ill-luck

which she was convinced had come to dog

her destiny for ever, she was in love with
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two men. The realization had come to her

in a flash that morning as she was feeding

the peacocks. What was she to do ?

Their names were Jere-

miah Jermy and Augustus

Smallrage, and in order

to develop Isobel's story

properly, it may be neces-

sary to recount something

about these two Ñ�ÐµÐ».

They were great friends,

both wealthy, and both

young. Jeremiah Jermy

was a tall, fair, aesthetic

young man. He had been

an officer in the

Stiffs, but had re-

signed his com-

mission owing to

a difference with

the colonel with

regard to the right

sauce to serve

with grey mullet.

He was amiable >

and kind, could

imitate the noise

of a steam saw or

a lift, did ven-

de ver tricks

with string and

matches, had a

remarkable collec-

tion of cigar-

bands, and was

always Cambridge

in the Boat Race.

The latter was a

startling charac-

teristic, as he was

up at Oxford for

fouryears, and had

never even visited

Cambridge.

Augustus Small-

rage, on the other

Land, was dark,

rather stocky, and

essentially a

sportsman. He had killed

specimens of nearly every

living creature except man.

(The exception, of course, does

not include coloured men or

gamekeepers.) He played polo,

squash rackets, fives,badminton,

billboard, pelota, and beggar-my-neighbour.

He was rather a silent man, but as a gymnast

he was unique. He would do the grand

circle on the bough of an elm tree in Mr.

Bloom's park. He would walk the full

length of the terrace five times on his hands.

Indeed, the attitude of being upside down

appeared to be as natural to him as an

" The curate actually made his

third proposal to her with his

left eye discoloured by the effect

of a pretty forearm jab from

the blacksmith."

upright one. One of his favourite methods

of courting Isobel was to balance himself on

his head on the balustrade of the terrace

outside her window. Sometimes in the

early morning she would peep out and

behold him balanced there with his legs

wide apart and his eyes fixed supplicat-

ingly on her window. She was enormously
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impressed. She liked to persuade herself that

he had been there all night, but the thought

of the amount of blood that must have

rushed to his head disturbed her, and she

would lean out of the window and say :â��

" Thank you, so much."

Then he would spin round half-a-dozen

times, come down, and go in to breakfast.

Jeremiah had no accomplishment so moving

as that, but he had other endearing qualities.

His string and match tricks denoted an

intellectuality and imagination in which

perhaps Augustus was a trifle lacking.

Isobel had wavered between these two for

the best part of a year, and that morning she

realized that a definite crisis had arisen.

She could be happy with either.

We have said that she was disturbed.

This is true, but the disturbance was not

entirely an unpleasant one. The capacity

for loving two men is rare, and it fitted well

with her rich and compendious nature. The

romantic possibilities were not to be frittered

away. And so it came about that one day

in June she sent for them both. She chose

the Pompeian room in her father's house on

Chelsea Embankment for the venue, and she

wore a gown of whortleberry crÃªpe-de-Chine

trimmed with a silk trimming the colour of

elephant's breath. When they had assem-

bled, she walked majestically to the window

and pointed to the river and said :â��

' Look ! the river flowing towards the

open sea ! "

" Yes," answered Jeremiah. " That's

rightâ��the Thames."

Then she turned, and addressed them in

these periods :â��

" Augustus, Jeremiah, it's no good pre-

tending. You know and I know. The

truth has got to be faced."

They both faced it.

" You have both sworn you love me, and

that you wish to marry mo. Is that true ? "

" It is true," they replied, hoarsely, and

went down on their knees.

" Very.well, then; are you prepared to

venture something for my sake ? "

" We are."

" Good ! Then I have prepared a test, a

simple, painless, interesting test, and I am

prepared to stand by the result."

" Ah ! ".

They looked up at her in a frenzy of

anxiety.

"It is simpleâ��very, very simple. You

shall make a girdle round the earth, starting

from this room to-day^ One shall go east,

and the other west. I will remain here.

Whoever gets back to me first, I will marry.

Are you willing'? "

'' We are."

" Let us. then, draw lots as to who shall

go West and who shall go Kast."

She took two sheets of embossed note-

paper, and on one she wrote ' West," and

then she folded them up.

" But you haven't written on the other,"

said Augustus.

" Of course not," said Jeremiah. " If one

is West, the other must be East."

' Why ? " said Augustus, who was white

to the lips.

Neither of the others replied to his inept

remark, and Isobel placed the two papers

in a hat and shook them up. Then she

turned to Augustus and said :â��

" You shall draw in alphabetical order.

Augustusâ��first. ' '

Augustus snatched the paper and opened

it. He appeared stupefied.

" I've drawn a blank," he said.

" That means you go East," replied Isobel.

" Why ? "

" Because I have drawn West I " exclaimed

Jeremiah, who felt that he was already

triumphing over his opponent by a greater

show of intelligence. Isobel walked grace-

fully across the room and seated herself in

a chair of ebony and gold.

" I shall remain heart-whole," she said,

dramatically. " I shall wait here for you,

for the first of you gentlemen who returns.

You, Augustus, go East. Y'ou understand,

you may take any route you like, use any

conveyance you like, employ any means you

like, but you must make a complete circle

round the earth. You, Jeremiah, will go

West. The same rules apply to you. My

thoughts will be with you both in whatever

part of the world you are, and whatever

adventures befa'l you. Now go ! "

The two men looked at each other, and

shook hands. Then they knelt for the last

time before Isobel, and kissed her hand in

turn.

WHEN it came to the moment of

departure, the advantage which Jere-

miah appeared to have gained by

his more prehensile grip of the details of

the difficult problem Isobel had set them

was to an extent negatived by the action

of Augustus. It seemed, indeed, as though

Augustus wished to show his contempt

for purely theoretical adventures and to

establish the fact that he, in any case,

was a man of action. No sooner had he

kissed the tips of Isobel's fingers than

he leapt to the window and opened it.

Without a moment's hesitation he mounted

the sill and slid down the water-pipe,

eventually alighting on the top of his car,

which was waiting below. Before Jeremiah

had smoothed the nap of his silk hat in the

hall Augustus was half a mile on his way.

Each man carried away with him the vision

of Isobel seated on her black-and-gold throne,
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" Isobel placed the two papers in a hat and shook them up. ' You shall draw in

alphabetical order. Augustusâ��first.' "
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watching through the window for his return.

Both were convinced that thus she would

remain until that fateful day.

But we must first of all deal with the

actions of Jeremiah. When he had brushed

his silk hat he stepped slowly and thought-

fully out into the sunshine. He was by no

means eager or inspired by the scheme. In

the first place, he was an exceptionally bad

sailor, and to-morrow perhaps he would be

on the broad Atlantic. As if this were not

sufficient, he was condemned to cross the

Pacific, the Indian Ocean, the Mediterranean,

every unfriendly sea that was ever invented.

He saw, moreover, that all the advantages

would be with Augustus, who was a good

sailor and a flying man. He might quite

conceivably fly round the earth and be back

in about a fortnight. He visualized himself

having an extremely uncomfortable and

boring time scrambling round the earth, and

then on arriving back discovering that

Isobel had been on her honeymoon for some

weeks. Confound women ! Why couldn't

they be more sensible and simple ? And

for Jeremiah there was another little fly in

the ointment. During the previous week he

had met a girl in a tobacconist's shop. Of

course, she was nothing like Isobel, not so

beautiful or bewitching, but stillâ��there she

was, and for some mysterious reason she

haunted Jeremiah. She was a lovable,

simple little thing named Mary Cash. She

was in any caseâ��coupled with the thought

of unfriendly seasâ��sufficient to make

Jeremiah hesitate as he stood outside

Isobel's house and blinked up at the sun.

He was about to amble off in the direction

of Sloane Square, when he heard his name

called. For a few moments he could not

determine whence the call came, and then,

looking up, he beheld Isobel leaning out of

the window. She beckoned to him to return.

" Urn ! " thought Jeremiah. " She is

doing this to delay me. She favours

Augustus."

He rang the bell, and what might have

proved the determining five minutes in the

great race was frittered away in the usual

formalities of entering the house and return-

ing to the Pompeian room. When at length

he found himself alone with Isobel he was

conscious that a change had come over her.

She held out her hands and said :â��

" Jerry, I have changed my mind.

Directly Augustus disappeared down the

water-pipe I realized that it was you I

loved."

Jeremiah gasped.

" But the race ! The race round the

earth ! "

" Do not go, Terr>'- I do not wish you

to go. Let Augustus go by himself, and

before he returns we shall be married."

Jeremiah stared at her, and stared out of

the window. His mind for the fraction of

a second fluttered to the girl in the tobacco-

nist's shop, but in the actual presence of

Isobel no other woman's memory could

remain very vivid. He looked down at his

boots, and muttered :â��

" Don't you think perhaps it seems just

a teeny-weeny bit unfair ? "

" All's fair in love and war ! " exclaimed

Isobel, and then, after a pause, added :

" Besides, we can always say you got back

first."

Jeremiah could not see how this made it

any less unfair, but the ways of women are

strange. He pictured Augustus already,

perhaps, half way to Hendon to pick up a

Handley-Page. He thought of him dashing

round the earth, perhaps getting killed or

dying from fever in some remote land.

Perhaps, after terrible privations, returning

to England and finding that the other two

had been married all the time. It did seem

a little cruel, cruel and unnecessary. Why

not send him a wire ?â��" Race ofi Isobel

favours me." But, on the other hand,

where was Augustus ? It did not at all

follow he had gone to Hendon or even to

Paris. He might try and get on the Trans-

Siberian Railway. Augustus was capable of

anything. His meditations on this theme

were interrupted by Isobel, who threw her

arms round his neck and said :â��

" Don't you understand ? It is you I

love, Jerry ? "

That put the semicolon on his fears and

apprehensions ; he took her in his arms and

behaved exactly as though he had won the

race round the earth.

" We will wait," said Isobel, when she

could get her breath, " till Augustus has

got to Africa or China, or wherever it is ,he

passes through, and then we will get married

quietly in Paris."

" Yes," answered Jeremiah. " That would

be a nice, quiet, inconspicuous spot."

NEITHER of them had any idea as to how

long it would take to get round the earth,

and at length Jeremiah called at Cook's

in Piccadilly and made inquiries. He found

that with luck and by taking express trains

and spec.ials.and perhaps flying a bit, Augustus

might accomplish it in five weeks, but it

would more probably be seven or eight.

The conspirators decided to get married in

three weeks' time, and to return to Chelsea

at the end of the fifth week, and Jeremiah

was to pretend that he had just arrived.

Through a private detective agency Jere-

miah, feeling rather sheepish and guilty,

tried to find out which way Augustus had

gone, but from the moment his car had

vanished round the comer of Titc Street
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they could find no trace of him at all, beyond

the fact that he had called at his bankers,

and obtained a letter of credit for a large

sum.

This is almost a propaganda story. In

any case, it has a deep and far-reaching

moral, demonstrating the fact that villainy

always reacts on itself, that treachery never

goes unpunished, and that in the end goodness

and honour are worth while, and that beauty

has no call to hold itself superior to homely

virtues. The plot hatched in that diabolical

manner by Isobel, and supported half-

heartedly by Jeremiah, was doomed from

its very inception.

They got married secretly at a notary's

office in St. Malo and went to Dinard for

their honeymoon. The marriage was a

hopeless failure. The trouble began because

Jeremiah was always thinking about the

girl in the tobacconist's shop. Isobel, on

the other hand, got thoroughly bored with

Jeremiah and with his interminable string

and match tricks. On the second evening

he had exhausted his repertoire of tricks

and began all over again. Neither did the

imitations of a steam saw or a lift rouse her

spirits after the tenth repetition.

" Good gracious ! " she thought. " All

through life I am condemned to listen to

that wretched saw and lift and to watch the

twiddlings of those ridiculous pieces of

string."

And Jeremiah on his part, when watching

Isobel powder her nose, thought :â��

" I wonder how Mary Cash is. How simple

and sweet she looked when she handed me

down that box of Golden Dawn navy-cut."

And he sighed. Neither of them mentioned

Augustus, and yet he occupied their thoughts

in very divergent ways. They had been at

Dinard a week, and they were sitting one

evening outside a cafÃ©, listening to the band.

They had not spoken for an hour. At last

Jeremiah took out a box of matches and

began to break off the ends. With an

impatient gesture Isobel swept the box off

the table.

" No," she said. " Not again. I can't

stand it."

Jeremiah picked up the broken matches

(matches are very expensive in France) and

put them back in hiÂ« pocket.

" You are right," he said. ' I realize that

you don't love me any more, Isobel."

She leant across the table and pressed his

hand.

" It is more than that," she answered.

" I realize that I never have loved you. I

was wrong. It is Augustus I love, it came

to me in a flash this morning when you were

shaving. I'm not angry with you, Jerry ;

it's not your fault. You have good qualities

â��your imitation of the saw is amazingâ��

but, as a man, you do not come up to my

ideal."

" No," he replied, hoarsely. " It is best,

then, that we part."

Wealth and influence can accomplish

many tilings. Even the law can be jostled

and jogged by the fortunate individual with

the deep purse. Their divorce was rushed

through at breathless speed. Isobel had her

reasons for this.

On the last day of the fifth week Isobel

was once again seated in the Pompeian room

on Chelsea Embankment, awaiting the return

of Augustus. As for Jeremiah, within a

month of his release he had married the girl

from the tobacconist's shop, and they went

out to the Hampstead Garden Suburb, and

were never heard of again.

BUT to return to Isobel .... there she

waited. To her annoyance, Augustus

did not appear. She went to bed at last,

but left a purple shaded lamp burning and

the window open. (She knew Augustus

would come that way.) Also she set an old

family retainer to watch, with instructions

to cail her immediately the head of Augustus

appeared above the sill. But the night

passed, and the following day, and the next

night, and the whole week, two weeks,

three weeks.

Twelve weeks had passed since Augustus

set out to circumnavigate the earth, and on

the last night of the twelfth week, Isobel

looked up at the star-lit sky and said to

herself : " This is a wash-out. He has been

drowned or killed. To-morrow I shall go

back to pa and ma, and then I shall take

the veil. Yes, I shall go into a nunnery in

some vine-clad corner of Italy, away from

the cruel world. Perhaps I had better wait

till after Henley, and perhaps Newmarket,

but go I assuredly will."

She sighed and thought of a new arrange-

ment of a frock that would be just suitable

for the river. She was about to put out the

light and retire, when suddenly she heard

her name called. She glanced at the window.

It was he.

Augustus clambered through and went

down upon his knees.

" I am too late," he said.

Isobel sank back in her chair and closed

her eyes. The moment was too exquisite

to hurry. Her cavalier ! The Middle Ages

became a back number. She muttered, soul-

fully : â��

" Augustus ! "

She then realized that he was wet through,

and that his clothes were all in rags. He

looked at her sheepishly and repeated :â��

" I am too late ! Alas ! "

Then she said in her deep, quiet voice :â��

" No. You are the first."



208

Heart-Whole

"What!" almost

yelled Augustus.

" You are the first.

Jeremiah has not yet

returned."

" I am the first ! I am

the first ! Jeremiah lias

not yet returned ! "

Augustus appeared to be

beside himself, but he

made no attempt to

advance towards her.

He continued to kneel

there, looking incredibly

nonplussed. Poor fellow

help him. His privations had probably

affected his brain, never the sturdiest por-

tion of his anatomy.

" Augustus clambered through and went down upon his knees.

She must try to

" You are wet, Augustus."

" Yes. I was shipwrecked."

" Ho\v awful ! And you came straight

to me without changing your clothes I "
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" Yes, but too late I Even thenâ��too

late ! "

" No, you don't seem to understand,

Augustus. Jeremiah has not returned. 1

have been waiting here for youâ��heart-

whole ! "

Augustus shook himself like a dog, and the

water splashed all over the beautiful Pompeian

carpet. At last he said :â��

* I am too late,' he said. Isobel sank back in her chair and closed her eyes."

" No. I cannot ta.ke advantage of my

oldest friend. Perhaps heâ��perhaps he

missed his train somewhere. I have been

too lucky. Everything went rightâ��trains,

steamers, buses, aeroplanes, everything. No,

I cannot do it, Chrystabel."

" My name is Isobel. Have you forgotten,

Augustus ? Tell me the story of your

wanderings. Come, kneel beside me."

" No, I am too wet, tooâ��unworthy. I

was shipwrecked, nearly eaten by sharks,

lost in a jungle in Africa, captured by

brigands. It has been awful, but it was

quicker than I ex-

pected. Poor old

Jerry! Poor old

Jerry ! Where is he ?

My greatest friend.

And perhaps through

me we have sent him

to destruction."

All's fair in love

and war," murmured

Isobel, aptly.

"Oh, no, no, it isn't.

Neither in love nor in

war. There's a limit.

Certain things aren't

done, don't you

know."

" It was a fair race.

1 don't understand

you, Augustus. Did

we not all agree ?

Come, you are dis-

traught. Let me get

you a change of

clothes from the but-

ler, and then warm

yourself at the fire,

and have a hot meal.

The race is to the

swift, the battle to the

strong."

" But he

could have

got round

the earth

in a rowing

boat in three

months."

Isobel

came down

from her

throne and held

out her arms.

" You might

have, Augustus,

dear. You are

strong. It is

strength I love.

Come."

" No, no, I'm

not strong. I'm

as weak as the deuce. I'm unworthy of you.

I'm a worm. I'mâ��I'mâ��off ! "

And before Isobel had had time to

anticipate his action he had leapt to the



210

Heart-Whole

window and was sliding down the water-

pipe.

" Home ! " he yelled to the chauffeur.

The drive to Kensington Gardens only

occupied ten minutes. Augustus let himself

in and ran upstairs. He opened a bedroom

door. A pretty, fair-haired woman was

sitting up in bed, reading an illustrated

paper. For the sake of the propriety of this

journal, let me hasten to add that she was

his wife.

" Gee ! what's up ? " she exclaimed.

" You look scared ! "

" He hadn't got back ! "

" What ! You mean to say that the other

guy hadn't got round the world in three

months ? "

" No. Phew ! It was an experience ! I

had the greatest difficulty to get away. She

swallowed it all about the shipwreck and

the brigands."

The girl in the bed doubled up with

laughter.

" I know what it was. I guess the other

feller didn't remain heart-whole either."

All of which requires a certain amount of

explanation.

IT is necessary to go back to the first

departure of Augustus. To describe it

briefly it is only necessary to say that he

left the house in Chelsea in such a fever of*

anxiety to race round the earth that he did

not devote sufficient thought to the essential

details of the competition. He found that

there was a big liner leaving for New York

that night, and he caught it by the skin of

his teeth. He had been three days at sea

before he realized that he was going round the

world the ivronÂ° wav ! It probably all came

about through their giving him a blank,

instead of a paper on which it was definitely

stated that he had to go East.

The realization staggered him. It was

too late. There was no means of leaving

the ship. They would not reach New York

for a week. Assuming he caught a boat

back at once, this would give Jeremiah a

fortnight's start. Augustus was desolate.

and one evening he confessed the whole

story to Maisie Denver, the daughter of an

American dentist. Her sympathy . and

homely charm were an enormous help to

him. In two days' time he began to look

at her, and then he realized that she indeed

was the woman of his destiny. She set him

no difficult problem to do. She just loved

him quietly and effectively. She was cer-

tainly very impressed by some of his feats,

but she did not demand them of him. For

instance, when he stood on his head on the

deck rail, she clapped her hands, and

exclaimed to her father :â��

" My ! Can you beat it ? "

As her father was a portly old gentleman

in the early 'sixties, you must understand

that the remark was not issued as a challenge,

but only as a term of approbation. They

got married in New York, and Augustus was

bewildered with happiness. At the same

time the affair of the competition worried

him. Jeremiah was his greatest friend.

One had to play the game. Some things

aren't done, don't you know. It was

Maisie's suggestion that was ultimately

adoptedâ��a harmless compromise. To re-

turn too late, when the other fellow had had

plenty of time to get round the earth twice.

It was also her idea about the shipwreck

and the brigands. Women are thorough.

No wonder she laughed in bed.

And so to-day you find both Jeremiah and

Augustus happily married, and a long life

of usefulness and entertainment stretched

out before them.

BUT what of Isobel ? Alas ! She is now

rapidly approaching her twenty-fourth

year, and remains a lonely woman. Thus

do we see how our evil actions come back on

us. She had bought all her outfit for the nun-

nery, but decided eventually to wait another

seasonâ��or two. She was last seen lunching

at the Carlton with a bishop. The bishop

was drinking port, and Isobel was helping

herself to a nectarine. Our aunt, who was

seated at the next table, and has astonish-

ingly good hearing, said that there was

nothing Biblical about the remarks that the

bishop was making to her. She had cherry-

brandy with her coffee, and was wearing a

frock that no " really nice woman " would

wish to wear in the daytime, nor even in

the evening. And so, oh ! sisters of Isobel,

beware ! Nemesis lurks in the stones of

these exotic fruits. We all have our Garden

of Eden. Let me implore you, as you

wander thitherâ��be content with the homely

apple, lest in due course you find yourself

in similar case to that of Isobel Bloom.
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nobility of character which would make her

influence always for the good. She was a

brunette, tal!, with a noble figure and com-

manding presence, but her dark eyes had in

them the appealing, helpless expression of the

hunted creature who feels the nets around it,

but can see no way out from the toils. Now,

as she realized the presence and the help of

my famous friend, there

came a touch of colour in

her wan cheeks and a light

of hope began to glimmer

in the glance which she

turned upon us.

" Perhaps Mr. Neil Gib-

son has told you some-

thing of what occurred

between us ? " she asked,

in a low, agitated voice.

"Yes," Holmes an-

swered ; " you need not

pain yourself by entering

into that part of the story.

After seeing you, I am

prepared to accept Mr.

Gibson's statement both

as to the influence which

you had over him and as

u> the innocence of your

relations with him. But

why was the whole situa-

tion not brought out in

court ? "

" It seemed to me in-

credible that such a charge

could be sustained. I

thought that if we waited

the whole thing must clear

itself up without our being

compelled to enter into painful details of the

inner life of the family. But I understand

that far from clearing it has become even

more serious."

" My dear young lady," cried Holmes,

earnestly, " I beg you to have no illusions

upon the point. Mr. Cummings here would

assure you that all the cards are at present

against us, and that we must do everything

that is possible if we are to win clear. It

would be a cruel deception to pretend that

you are not in very great danger. Give me

all the help you can, then, to get at the truth."

" I will conceal nothing."

'â�¢ Tell us, then, of your true relations with

Mr. Gibson's wife."

" She hated me, Mr. Holmes. She hated

me with all the fervour of her tropical nature.

She was a woman who would do nothing by

halves, and the measure of her love for her

husband was the measure also of her hatred

for me. It is probable that she misunder-

stood our relations. I would not wish to

wrong her, but she loved so vividly in a

physical sense that she could hardly under-

stand the mental, and even spiritual, tie

which held her husband to me, or imagine

that it was only my desire to influence his

power to good ends which kept me under

his roof. I can see now that I was wrong.

Nothing could justify me in remaining

where I was a cause of unhappiness, and yet

it is certain that the unhappiness would have

"She poured her whole

wild fury out in burning

and horrible words

remained even if I had left

the house."

" Now, Miss Dunbar," said

Holmes, " I beg you to tell us

exactly what occurred that evening."

" I can tell you the truth so far as I

know it, Mr. Holmes, but I am in a position

to prove nothing, and there are pointsâ��the

most vital pointsâ��which I can neither

explain nor can I imagine any explanation."

" If you will find the facts, perhaps others

may find the explanation."

" With regard, then, to my presence at

Thor Bridge that night, I received a note

from Mrs. Gibson in the morning. It lay on
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the table of the schoolroom, and it may have

been left there by her own hand. It implored

me to see her there after dinner, said she had

something important to say to me, and asked

me to leave an answer on the sundial in the

garden, as she desired no one to be in our

confidence. I saw no reason for such

secrecy, but I did as she asked, accepting the

appointment. She asked me to destroy her

note and I burned it in the schoolroom grate.

She was very much afraid of her husband,

who treated her with a harshness for which I

frequently reproached him, and I could only

imagine that she acted in this way because

she did not wish him to know of our inter-

view. '

" Yet she kept your reply very carefully ? â�¢"

" Yes. I was surprised to hear that she had

it in her hand when she died."

" Well, what happened then ? "

" I went down as I had promised. When

I reached the bridge she was waiting

for me. Never did I realize till that

moment how this poor creature hated

me. She was like a mad womanâ��

indeed, I think she was a mad

woman, subtly mad with the deep

power of deception which insane

people may have. How else could

she have met me with unconcern

every day and yet had so raging a

hatred of me in her heart ? I will

not say what she said. She poured

her whole wild fury out in burning

and horrible words. I did not even

answerâ��I could not. It was dread-

ful to see her. I put my hands to

my ears and rushed away. When I

left her she was standing still shriek-

ing out her curses at me, in the

mouth of the bridge."

" Where she was afterwards

found ? "

" Within a few yards from the

spot."

" And yet, pre-

suming that she

met her death

shortly after you

left her, you heard

no shot ? "

" No, I heard

nothing. But, in-

deed, Mr.

Holmes, I

was so agi-

tated and

horrified by

-â��I put my hands to my ears

and rushed away."
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this terrible outbreak that I rushe'd to get

back to the peace of my own room, and I

was incapable of noticing anything which

happened."

" You say that you returned to your room.

Did you leave it again before next morning ? "

" Yes; when the alarm came that the poor

creature had met her death I ran out with

the others."

" Did you see Mr. Gibson ? "

" Yes; he had just returned from the

bridge when I saw him. He had sent for

the doctor and the police."

" Did he seem to you much perturbed ? "

" Mr. Gibson is a very strong, self-contained

man. I do not think that he would ever

show his emotions on the surface. But I,

who knew him so well, could see that he was.

deeply concerned."

" Then we come to the all-important point.

This pistol that was found in your room.

Had you ever seen it before ? "

" Never, I swear it."

" When was it found ? "

" Next morning, when the police made

their search."

" Among your clothes ? "

" Yes ; on the floor of my wardrobe under

my dresses."

" You could not guess how long it had

been there ? "

" It had not been there the morning

before."

" How do you know ? "

" Because I tidied out the wardrobe."

" That is final. Then someone came into

your room and placed the pistol there in

order to inculpate you."

" It must have been so."

" And when ? "

" It could only have been at meal-time,

or else at the hours when I would be in the

schoolroom with the children."

" As you were when you got the note ? "

" Yes; from that time onwards, for the

whole morning."

" Thank you, Miss Dunbar. Is there any

other point which could help me in the

investigation ? "

" Lean think of none."

" There was some sign of violence on the

stone-work of the bridgeâ��a perfectly fresh

chip just opposite the body. Could you

suggest any possible explanation of that ? "

" Surely it must be a mere coincidence."

" Curious, Miss Dunbar, very curious.

Why should it appear at the very time of

the tragedy and why at the very place ? "

" But what could have caused it ? Only

great violence could have such an effect,"

Holmes did not answer. His pale, eager

face had suddenly assumed that tense, far-

away expression which I had learned to

associate with the supreme manifestations

of his genius. So evident was the crisis in

his mind that none of us dared to speak, and

we sat, barrister, prisoner, and myself,

watching him in a concentrated and absorbed

silence. Suddenly he sprang from his chair,

vibrating with nervous energy and the

pressing need for action.

" Come, Watson, come ! " he cried.

" What is it, Mr. Holmes ? "

" Never mind, my dear lady. You will

hear from me, Mr. Cummings. With the

help of the God of justice I will give you a

case which will make England ring. You

will get news by to-morrow. Miss Dunbar,

and meanwhile take my assurance that the

clouds are lifting and that I have every hope

that the light of truth is breaking through."

IT was not a long journey from Winchester

to Thor Place, but it was long to me in

my impatience, while for Holmes it was

evident that it seemed endless ; for, in his

nervous restlessness, he could not sit still, but

paced the carriage or drummed with his l'>ng,

sensitive fingers upon the cushions beside him.

Suddenly, however, as we neared our

destination he seated himself opposite to me

â��we had a first-class carriage to ourselvesâ��

and laying a hand upon each of my knees

he .'ooked into my eyes with the peculiarly

mischievous gaze which was characteristic

of his more imp-like moods.

" Watson," said he, " I have some re-

collection that you go armed upon these

excursions of ours."

It was as well for him that I did so, lor he

took little care for his own safety when his

mind was once absorbed by a problem, so

that more than once my revolver had been

a good friend in need. I reminded him of

the fact.

" Yes, yes, I am a little absent-minded in

such matters. But have you your revolver

on you ? "

I produced it from my hip-pocket, a short,

handy, but very serviceable little weapon.

He undid the catch, shook out the cartridges,

and examined it with care.

" It's heavyâ��remarkably heavy," said he.

" Yes, it is a solid bit of work."

He mused over it for a minute.

" Do you know, Watson," said he, " I

believe your revolver is going to have a very

intimate connection with the mystery which

we are investigating."

." My dear Holmes, you are joking."

" No, Watson, I am very serious. There

.is a test before us. If the test comes off, all

will be clear. And the test will depend upon

the conduct of this little weapon. One

cartridge out. Now we will replace the

other five and put on the safety-catch. So !

That increases the weight and makes it- a

better reproduction."
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" Suddenly Holmes sprang from his chair. ' Come, Watson, come ! ' he said. ' With the

help of the God of justice I will give you a case which will make England ring.' "
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I had no glimmer of what was in his mind

nor did he enlighten me, but sat lost in

thought until we pulled up in the little

Hampshire station. We secured a ram-

shackle trap, and in a quarter of an hour

were at the house of our confidential friend,

the sergeant.

" A clue, Mr. Holmes ? What is it ? "

" It all depends upon the behaviour of

Dr. Watson's revolver," said my friend.

" Here it is. Now, officer, can you give me

ten yards of string ? â�¢'

The village shop provided a ball of stout

twine.

" I think that this is all we will need,"

said Holmes. " Now, if you please, we will

get off on what I hope is the last stage of our

journey."

The sun was setting and turning the rolling

Hampshire moor into a wonderful autumnal

panorama. The sergeant, with many criti-

cal and incredulous glances, which showed

his deep doubts of the sanity of my com-

panion, lurched along beside us. As we

approached the scene of the crime 1 could

see that my friend under all his habitual

coolness was in truth deeply agitated.

' Yes," he said, in answer to my remark,

" you have seen me miss my mark before,

Watson. I have an instinct for such things,

and yet it has sometimes played me false.

It seemed a certainty when first it flashed

across my mind in the cell at Winchester, but

one drawback of an active mind is that one

can always conceive alternative explanations

which would make our scent a false one.

And yetâ��and yet Well, Watson, we can

but try."

As he walked he had firmly tied one end

of the string to the handle of the revolver.

We had now reached the scene of the tragedy.

With great care he marked out under the

guidance of the policeman the exact spot

where the body had been stretched. He then

hunted among the heather and the ferns

until he found a considerable stone. This

he secured to the other end of his line of

string, and he hung it over the parapet of

the bridge so that it swung clear above the

water. He then stood on the fatal spot,

some distance from the edge of the bridge,

with my revolver in his hand, the string

being taut between the weapon and the

heavy stone on the farther side.

" Now for it ! " he cried.

At the words he raised the pistol to his

head, and then let go his grip. In an instant

it had been whisked away by the weight of

the stone, had struck with a sharp crack

against the parapet, and had vanished over

the side into the water. It had hardly gone

before Holmes was kneeling beside the

stonework, and a joyous cry showed that he

had found what he expected.

" Was there ever a more exact demonstra-

tion ? " he cried. " See, Watson, your

revolver has solved the problem !" As he

spoke he pointed to a second chip of the

exact size and shape of the first which had

appeared on the under edge of the stone

balustrade. â�¢

" We'll stay at the inn to-night," he

continued, as he rose and faced the astonished

sergeant. " You will, of course, get a

grappling hook and you will easily restore

my friend 's revolver. You will also find

beside it the revolver, string, and weight

with which this vindictive woman attempted

to disguise her own crime and to fasten a

charge of murder upon an innocent victim.

You can let Mr. Gibson know that I will see

him in the morning, when steps can be taken

for Miss Dunbar's vindication."

T ATE that evening, as we sat together

I _, smoking our pipes in the village inn,

Holmes gave me a brief review of what

had passed.

â�¢ I fear, Watson," said he, " that you will

not improve any reputation which I may

have acquired by adding the Case of the

Thor Bridge Mystery to your annals. I have

been sluggish in mind and wanting in that

mixture of imagination and reality which is

the basis of my art. I confess that the chip

in the stonework was a sufficient clue to

suggest the true solution, and that I blame

myself for not having attained it sooner.

" It must be admitted that the workings

of this unhappy woman's mind were deep

and subtle, so that it was no very simple

matter to unravel her plot. I do not think

that in our adventures we have ever come

across a stranger example of what perverted

love can bring about. Whether Miss Dunbar

was her rival in a physical or in a merely

mental sense seems to have been equally

unforgivable in her eyes. No doubt she

blamed this innocent lady for all those harsh

dealings and unkind words with which her

husband tried to repel her too demonstrative

affection. Her first resolution was to end

her own life. Her second was to do it in

such a way as to involve her victim in a fate

which was worse far than any sudden death

could be.

" We can follow the various steps quite

clearly, and they show a remarkable subtlety

of mind. A note was extracted very cleverly

from Miss Dunbar which would make it

appear that she had chosen the scene of the

crime. In her anxiety that it should be

discovered she somewhat overdid it, by

holding it in her hand to the last. This alone

should have excited my suspicions earlier

than it did.

" Then she took one of her husband's

revolversâ��there was, as you saw, an arsenal
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in the lioHse^-and .kept it for her own use.

A similar one she concealed that morning in

Miss Dunbar's wardrobe after discharging

one barrel, which she could easily do in the

woods without attracting attention. She

then went down to the bridge where she had

contrived this exceedingly ingenious method

for getting rid of her weapon. When Miss

Diinbar appeared she used her last breath

in pouring out her hatred, and then, when

she was out of hearing, carried out lier

terrible purpose. Every link is

now in its place and the chain

is complete. The papers may

ask why the mere was -not

dragged in the first iastance, but

it is easy to l>e wise after the

event, and in any case

th" expanse of a reed-

filled lake is no easy

matter to drag unless you have a clear per-

ception of what you are looking for and

where. Well, Watson, we have helped a re-

markable woman, and also a formidable man.

Should they in the future join their forces, as

seems not unlikely, the financial world may

find that Mr. Neil Gibson

has learned something in

that schoolroom of Sorrow

where our earthly lessons

are taught."

" Holmes was kneeling beside the stonework, and a joyous cry showed that he had /

found what he expected."

Vol. kin.â��15.
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" Scraggy," The Equine Comedian.

By HARRY LAUDER.

YEARS and years ago, when 1 was

appearing at the London Pavilion,

I had a song called " The Man

They Left Behind,' in which it

was necessary that I should introduce a

horse. For several weeks I searched tor a

suitable animal, until at last a very old triend

of mine introduced me to " Scraggy " in

a stable at Lambeth. He looked such a

helpless bag of bonesâ��the horse, I meanâ��

that I burst out laughing immediately I

saw him.

' If it's for a comic song you require him,"

said my triend, " poor old Scraggy will do

you a treatâ��provided he stands up all

right."

1 had my doubts on that point mysell, but

I decided to take my chance, and purchased

him right away. A few hours later my valet

and I were dressing him up for his first

appearance on the stage. We fitted a pair

of cricket pads to his tore-legs, tied Ð» " moo-

poke " to his tail, and fixed a piece of matting

on his back tor a saddle.

When I mounted, I half expected him to

give way under my weight and break in the

middle, but he managed to hold together

all right, and when we ambled slowly on to

the stage we were greeted with one of the

biggest laughs I ever heard, lust as I was

congratulating myself upon the success of

our entrance, somebody standing in the

wings gave Scraggy a prod with some

sharp instrument. He made one spring

forward, then stopped deadâ��and I shot over

his head as if I'd been fired from a gun.

Of course, the audience thought it was all

Somebody standing in the wings gave Sciaggy a prod. He made one spring forward,

then stopped dead and 1 shot over his head."
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part of the per-

formance, and

yelled with all

their might. In

fact, one fellow

in the gallery

cried out " Do it

again, Harry ! "

"No," said I,

rubbing m y

funny bone, " I

only do that

wance a nicht."

A Chapter of

Accidents.

By

LESLIE HENSON.

In my concert-

party days I once

remember doing

a comedy dance

during the usual

"sit-round," and

when I attempted

to turn a somer-

sault for my exit.

1 caught my foot

in the black plush

curtain and

brought down the entire "set," completely

enveloping the company !

A far worse chapter of accidents, however,

occurred at Birmingham during the run of a

pretty little song-scena in which we appeared

as Red Indians. To begin with, two men

were supposed to fight with knives, but the

fellow who should have won accidentally

dropped his weapon into the orchestra, and

had to borrow the other man's knife to

finish off the " scrap."

A few minutes later the Great Chief Eagle

Face came gliding along the river in his

canoe, and standing up in his frail craft sang

a song in a rich baritone voice. This

particular evening, however, the canoe

appeared to be extremely " wobbly," and

the chief was so anxious for his own safety

that he cut his song short. The result

was that, when he had finished, the stage

hands were not ready for the cue to pull

him off.

I was the first to grasp the situation, and I

immediately dashed off the stage to take the

matter into my own hands. I pulled one

rope, and the canoe started to move back-

wards, so I decided to crawl along on my

stomach and tow the craft by hand. In

doing so, however, I had the misfortune to

knock down the river bank, exposing myself

to the full view of the audience, and reveal-

ing the fact that the " canoe " was a

camouflaged sugar-box, mounted on peram-

bulator wheels !

" I had the misfortune to knock down the river bank, revealing the

(act that the ' canoe ' was a camouflaged sugar-box, mounted on

perambulator wheels I "

"East Lynne" Turned to Farce.

By MAIDIE SCOTT.

When quite a little girl I toured with a

" fit-up " company in " East Lynne " and

played the part of Little Willie. Those who

know this good old-fashioned melodrama

will recollect that the climax of the play is

the tragic death of the child without

recognizing his own mother.

Now the leading lady of the company was

no lightweight, and one night, as she sobbed

out her lines " Dead ! And he never called

me ' Mother ' ! " she happened to lean a

little too heavily on the bed fwhich was

" faked " from a number of ginger-beer

crates), with the result that the whole affair

collapsed, precipitating us both to the

ground, and incidentally revealing the fact

that the lifeless little Willie was dressed as a

girl, and had her boots on ready to go home.

Needless to say, the audience went into

hysterics, and for the rest of the performance

every mention of little Willie's death

provoked a fresh outburst of laughter.

Rare and Refreshing Fruit.

By W. H. BERRY.

The most remarkable " dry-up " in my

experience was the result- of -carelessness on

the part of a scene-shifter.

I was appearing in a typical ' rural "

play, the producer of which was most par-

ticular in insisting that each scene should

benr the correct touch of " local colour."
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For example, in the first act there was an

interior setting representing a Devonshire

farmhouse, and in addition to the old oak

rafters and the large open hearth, the

realism of the scene was greatly enhanced

by three large hams which hung from the

ceiling in the process of drying.

The second scene was even more pictur-

esque. I was discovered in smock and

gaiters, sitting in the shade of an apple

orchard in full bloom, and a realistic effect

of falling blossoms gave the finishing touch

to what was already a work of art.

One night, however, in addition to the

roxind of applause which usually greeted the

rise of the curtain on' this paradise upon

earth, I was flattered to hear also a gigantic-

roar of laughter. I opened my mouth to

speak, but the laughter grew louder and

louder. There I sat, feeling extremely

pleased with myself, until I happened to

raise my eyesâ��and then the truth thrust

jtself upon me.

Hanging among the apple trees were three

large hams !

An Awkward DÃ©nouement.

By GEORGE GRAVES.

While in The Merry Widow," I accepted

nn invitation to a shoot in Buckinghamshire.

On the way back to town the car broke down,

and I had to get back to the theatre by

means of tram, train, and taxi. I arrived

in the theatre just as they were calling out

my name. There was only one minute left

before my first entrance. I

grabbed a hat and cloak and

went on, into the midst of as

swagger a crowd as ever graced

a titled lady's reception-room.

All would have been well if I

liad not lost my grip on my

cloak. It fell to the ground,

disclosing me in a shooting kit,

with heavy, mud-covered boots

and bits of fur and feather all

over Ñ�-.

It was i terrific successâ��the

audience was convulsed. But

that make-up was not

repeated !

When I was playing

in 'The Little.\lichus"

it was my custom to

hang my hand on a

property Camembert

cheese. One night the

property - man left a

nail in it, and when I

banged the ripe and

revered fromage the

nail pierced my glove when

and flesh. Blood glove

streamed out of mv

glove-tips, and I danced around in agony.

The audience roared with gleeâ��believing this

to be a bit of "business." It was so succe<=s-

ful as a laugh-provoker that the incident

was retainedâ��without the nail, of course !

Pathos and Balhos.

By LITTLE TICH.

Some years ago I was playing at the

Theatre Royal, Nottingham, in a musical

comedy called " Billy. " I was entrusted with

the part of a good-for-nothing son, and the

first act ended with a dramatic finale, in

which I was supposed to be turned out of

the house, disgraced before all the servant.

" Go," said my father, in a voice of thunder,

" and never darken my doors again ! "

Without a word, I stepped to the doorway,

and then turned with an appealing look.

"Good-bye, father," I said, "good-byeâ��-

for ever ! " and with those words the whole

company struck " a picture " and waited for

the curtain to fall.

!3ut the curtain didn't ! After ringing

frantically for about three minutes, the stage

manager discovered that the fly-men had

gone out for a drink, and eventually he had

to climb the ladder at the side of the stage

and lower the curtain himselfâ��by which

time the entire company had shuffled on the

stage feeling utter fools

The Knock Out Blow.

By STANLEY LUPINO.

a small touring company with which

I was travelling some years ago

I was cast for the role of the

villain In the principal scene

the hero was supposed to fight

me for the girl's handâ��and, of

course, to win the day with a

knock-out blow.

Although he was a

bigger fellow than

myself, I happened to

know a little more

about boxing than

he, and one night in

my efforts to impart

realism into the prize-

fight, I hit him rather

harder than I had in-

tended, anrl he fell t<>

the ground with what

the novelists call a

' sickening thud."

Hoping to give him

time to recover, the

refereee " began to

count the seconds

very slowly, surrep-

titiously administer-

ing the fallen hero a

gentle kick with his

In

" One night the propeity-man

- left a nail in the cheese, and

1 banged it ihe nail pierced my

and flesh. The audience roared

with glee."
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foot as lie pro-

ceeded. To me,

the counting-out

process seemed

something like

this :â��

"One." (A

pause.)

" Two." (An-

other pause.)

"Three." (Kick.)

" Four." ("Come

on, Dick, get up ! ")

" Five." (I-ong

pause.) â�¢

"Three!" (Hard

kick.)

"Four." ("Get

up, you idiot ! ")

" Five." . . .

This sort of thing

continued for a

good deal longer

than ten seconds,

although by a cer-

tain amount of repetition the '' referee "

had succeeded in keeping the count do\vn

to eight, until at Inst the hero managed to

stagger to his feet.

" Hit me !" I whispered, as 1 stepped

forward with my guard open. He looked at

ine inquiringly for a moment, then, realising

what was required of him. he gave me a

feeble tap on the noseâ��and I fell like a log,

amidst the derisive cheers of the gallery.

In about four seconds 1 was counted out

and the hero declared the winnerâ��though,

to tell the truth, no sooner had the curtain

fallen than ho collapsed again !

A Railway Disaster.

By JAY LAURIER

I once appeared in a drama, the climax

of which was a very thrilling spectacular

effect, in which the heroine was bound to the

railway track, awaiting her cruel fate beneath

the wheels of the oncoming express. The

excitement of the audience always rose to

fever heat when they heard, lirst the shrill

whistle, then the roar of the engine and the

hiss of. the escaping steam drawing nearer

and nearer ; and when eventually the girl

managed to free herself from lier bonds

;md roll clear of the track just as the train

ron reel past, the applause was terrific.

I was in charge of the working of the

Â«â�¢xpress trainâ��a very realistic affair, consist-

ing of a full-si/ed dummy engine and a

numlÂ«r of canvas coaches, which were made

to fold up in the wings on the concertina

principle, becoming unfolded in succession,

presenting quite a solid appearance as they

crossed the stage, and folding themselves

again as they reached the opposite side.

" The leading lady turned to me with the remark that she wished

some people could be as funny on the stage as they were off it."

The entire train was suspended by invisible

wires from a cable which ran high up in the

flies, and the dummy engine was pulled by

means of a cord which ran along the floor.

One evening, alas ! a calamity befell us.

Kit her the heroine was too long in freeing

herself from her l>omls, or I pulled on the

train a few seconds too early. Anyhow, the

lady's flowing tresses caught in the buffer of

the engine !

She struggled with all her might to dis-

entangle them, and I slowed down the train

to give her time to pull herself away, but it

was no use. The audience, seeing that some-

thing was wrong, began to titter, with the

result that the leading lady completely lost

lier temper and gave the engine a mighty

push. The result was disastrous. With a

clatter of folding trellis-work, the whole of

the rear portion of the train rushed on to

the stage and neatly folded itself concertina-

fashion behind the engine, and finally the

whole concern toppled over. By the time

the curtain descended the audience were in

a stale of hysteria. The leading lady,

almost foaming at the mouth with rage and

humiliation, turned to me with the remark

that she wished some people could be as

funny on the stage as they were off it ; and

the stage manager ordered me off the side

for fear that I might upset the rest of the

performance.

A Wonderful Reception.

By JACK PLEASANTS.

\Vlu-n appearing at a well-known variety

theatre in the North of England in the days

before the war, I once had occasion, in

company with the other artistes who were
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" on the bill," to give an extra performance.

There had been a big dinner and reception

given by the newly-elected Unionist candi-

date to all the political workers in the town,

and it was arranged ' that all his gnests

should afterwards retire in a body to .the

theatre, where we were to give an extra

show after the second house was over.

In the usual course of events I retired

to my dressing-room immediately after the

public performance, and remained there

until the call-lx>y shouted my name. Having

been called, I made my way to the stage,

and stood in the wings waiting for my cue.

Presently the orchestra bell tinkled, and my

number appeared on the indicator. I braced

myself together preparatory to making my

entrance, when I was pleasantly surprised to

hear the sound of cheering.

Encouraged by this outburst,

I stepped on to the stage,

determined to give

of my best. As

soon as I appeared

the entire audience

rose to their feet,

waving their hats,

banging sticks on

the floor, and

cheering them-

selves hoarse. I

smiled modestly,

and waited for the

applause to die

down, but the

cheer grew to n

roar. It was tin-

most wonderful re-

ception I had ever

received in my life,

for the applause

lasted for nearly

five minutes, and

I was quite unable

to open my mouth

to sing.

Then some-

body sitting in

front shouted

" Speech ! " and

the applause came

with renewed vio-

lence, whilst the

Â»I e m and for a

"speech" was

echoed on all sides.

Then suddenly I

realized the cause

of it all. Mr.

I Sonar Law bad just enterai the box at the

side of the stage, and it was to him that the

enthusiasm of the audience was directed.

I crept off the stage unnoticed, feeling

about the size of a stick of grease-paint.

" I was so carried away by my part that 1 cried

' Innocent Innocent ! ' and threw up both my

hands. The dock fell forward and there

one big shriek of merriment."

A Real " Dry-Up."

By BRANSBY WILLIAMS.

-It was at a provincial music-hall, and I

was presenting a character sketch entitled

" The Stage-Door Keeper." One night, as

I made my entrance, the overhead fire

sprinkler opened, and a waterfall came down,

drenching me to the skin. The orchestra

picked up their music and instruments and

tied, but I decided to stick to my guns.

The stage manager and his assistants threw

brooms and mops on to the stage, and I set

to work to roll up the carpets and clear u;>

the mess, continuing with my " Stage-Door

Keeper " patter all the while.

By the time I had finished my turn the

stage was once more restored to order,

and sprinkled with sawdust. That was n.

" dry-up " indeed !

Afterwards a young

lady said to me : "I

think that water effect

was awfully funny, but

doesn't it mean a

serious inconvenience to

other artistes who have to

follow you Â° "

Another time I was

playing the part of a hem

who had been wrongfully

.irriised of forgery, and

the climax came when I

was declared guilty in a

crowded court.

One night, as I stood

for my "trial," the canvas

"dock" seemed rather in-

secure, so I decided to hold

on to it with one hand to

prevent it from falling.

When the judge spoke

the fateful words, how-

ever, 1 was so carried

away with my

part that I cried

" Innocent â�� In-

nocent!", and

threw up both

hands

The dock fell

forward, and 1

waited for the

inevitable titter

which usually ac-

companies such

stage accidents.

But instead of

a ( i 11 e r there

came one big

shriek of merrimentâ��and then I realÃ�7e<l

what had tickled everybody so immensely.

In order to be ready for the next scene, I

was wearing my convict breeches, with broad

arrows and regulation striped stockings !

came
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IEKN from its en-

trance, the dis-

creet little saloon

bar, upon that

dull evening of early

winter, had the effect

of an ornate shrine.

Its nearer lights were

subdued, but in the

background the strong

electroliers shone upon

that popular altar, the

bar, in a blaze and

dazzle of glass and brass, with a plump anil

Â»olden-haired priestess moving deftly in the

'celebration of its rites. Upon the plush

settees quiet people sat in a still content; a

town traveller was entertaining a shopkeeper

in a corner ; and the noises of the street

reached them only as the clamour of the world

might reach a hermitage.

Even the town traveller remarked upon

the hush and tranquillity of the place.

" Quiet little pub ! " he said. " Restful,

1 call it, after a day of ' He broke off

:tnd stared. "Hallo! Who's this comin'

in ? "

A large woman had thrust open the swing

door and was moving across the room to

the bar. In her very gait she was notice-

able ; there was a sort of showmanship in

it, as of a thing performed consciously for

the pirblic eye. Under her large and elaborate

hat there were brass-lined curls ; her great

face, with its peach-bloom complexion, its

blood-lined mouth, and skilfully enhanced

eyes, looked over a fur stole that exaggerated

the vastness of her bosom. Trinkets clinked

about her as she moved ; she hadâ��she has

stillâ��a positive aura of lavishness and over-

powering self-consequence. The low-toned

conversation on the settees died ; everyone

paid her the tribute of stares. In that little

assembly of simple folk, all with a day's

work behind them, she was as conspicuous

as a clown in a cathedral.

She brought up alongside the bar like a

steamer at a wharf ; it was plain at once

that she had an excellent bar-side manner.

She gave to the barmaid a smile of mingled
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camaraderie and con-

descension.

' 'Evenin',dear,"she

said. " A drop o' the

usual, if you please.

Cold evenin', isn't it? "

The barmaid ack-

nowledged the salute

with gratification. The

new-comer drew off her

gloves, laid them and

lier handbag on the

bar, and received her

potion of water-coloured spirits. She leaned

upon an elbow while she sipped it, gossiped

with the barmaid, and gazed blandly about

her.

" I must say," she confidedâ��" I must say,

all things considered, I find gin's the best

thing for keeping your figure. And I've

tried most things, too."

All were listening ; only the shopkeeper,

in a careful whisper, gave information to his

companion.

" That's Miss Floyd," he said. " Customer

o' mine. Retired actress she is."

" Floyd ! " repeated the traveller, thought-

fully. He started and stared at his guest,

honestly aghast. " You don't mean to sayâ��

good Lord, d'you mean to tell me that that's

all that's left of Flossie Floyd ? Flossieâ��-

whose photographs used to sell all over

London like postage-stamps ? Why, I

remember I used to have one in my roomâ��

only burnt it when I got married ! It can't

be her."

" It's her all right," affirmed the other.

" I never saw her myself till she moved down

this way last year ; but I 'card she'd been

good-lookin' in her time."

"Good-looking!" The town traveller's

whisper threatened to become a shout.

' Shr was the loveliest thing that ever smiled

over the footlights. Couldn't act, couldn't

sing, couldn't dance ; her face and her shape

was all she hadâ��and it was enough ! And

that's her Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð£â��that gin-tippling old hag

over there ! Pity she didn't die ! "

" She's a good customer," said the shop-

keeper, defensively.
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The lady at the ]>Ñ�Ð³ caused her drink to

be renewed, and continued to philosophize

to an audience that hung on her every word.

" Champagne, now ! " she observed. " I've

seen the day when I could ha'swum in it ;

but it never suited me constitution. An'

beer's fattenin'. So I say againâ��an' I don't

care who says differentâ��that, all things

considered, the best "

She rambled on uninterrupted, the focus

nf all eyes and ears. It is in the saloon bar

that the qualities which the fresh-air world

rejects come into their own. Save for

reservations by the town traveller, none of

her spellbound audience beheld the tragic

monstrosity of her, the profitless and

meretricious thing which her life had mad-

of her. Only the town traveller's lips moved

noiselessly while he gazed at her dumbly,

anil strove to trace in all her bulk some least

lineament of the golden, glowing, holy-faced

creature of live-and-twenty years before.

" Flossie Floyd ! " he was repeating in-

wardly, over and over again. " Flossie

Floyd ! My GiKl ! "

For his memory had not played him false.

There had been a day when she could have

" swum in champagne," when she wore, like

Good Lord, d'you mean to tell me that

that's all that's left of Flossie Floyd > â��

a bloom, upon the startling perfection of her

beauty a seeming of wistful innocence ; when

her photographs spread like a pest over the

world of young men. The Universities and

public schools were rotten with them ; attic

bedrooms and cabins of warships were glori-

fied by them ; they spread abroad over the

world upon the heels of war and commerce.

Young David Baines took one with him

when he left Cambridge and returned to his

home in St. Petersburg. He found a frame

for it, a heavy old thing of tarnished gilt

alx'Hit a foot square, and set it on the wall

of the room that was granted him as a den

in the huge old Baines house in the Galernaya.

It was still there, dimmed by age and the

smoke of the cigarettes of twenty-five years,

never looked at, but lo\-ely stilÃ, until that

evening when the town traveller identified

Flossie Floyd.

For it was upon that night that the

Komissar Baranov, reaching out from his

comrr.andeeted palace in the Millionnaya.

that gloomy street of frowning, fortress-like

palaces, sent his private army upon a
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â�� Flossie whose photographs used to sell

all over London like postage-stamps?''

' domiciliary visit " to the home of the

Baines.

There had been Baineses in St. Petersburg

for over a century prospering handsomely

and honourably, worthy members of that

strong British colony which had the trading

functions of the ancient " English factory."

Theirs was one of the great rambling bouses

opening by way of a walled courtyard and

a tall arched gate into the long cobbled street

which is called the Galernayn. It sheltered

now David Baines, his young wife, and his

widowed mother. There were also a couple

of female servants who had known service

and dependence too long to discard them

easily. And even while Flossie Floyd in

her London drink-shop was sipping and

babbling, there came to these five the stamp

of heavy feet upon the stones of the court,

the shine of lanterns upon the windows, and

a thunder of gun-butts beating upon the

house-door.

" Open there, you bourgeois ! " came in a

roar of command and menace. " By order

of the Sovietâ��open, will you ? "

Baines, his wife, and the old lady had

been sitting together by the light of a single

candle. The young woman cried out ; the

old one put a hand to her lx>som ; from

deeper within the house sounded the squealing

of the two terrified servants.

David Baines rose. He frowned in a

moment's indecision.

" I must let them in," he said. " It isn't

as if we could keep them out. Don't resist

them or oppose them. After all, it's the

Sovietâ��not a mob ! "

He bent and kissed both women ; his wife

clung to him. The noise below increased.

He put lier from him very gently.

" Stay with mother, dear," he said. " I'll

come back to you here."

He passed down the stone stairs in the

darkness ; he had been born in that house

and needed no light. Voices without bawled
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threats and cursesâ��for the Bolshevik has

always kept enough of God to swear by.

" I'm coming ! " he shouted, fumbling at

the elaborate door fastenings. " Have a

little patience !"

" Hear that ? " It was the renegade ex-

sergeant of Guards who led the party.

" Patience ! " he shouted. " I'll give you

patience ! "

David Baines, of course, could see nothing ;

lie was still tugging at great, old-fashioned

bolts. So when the leader outside stepped

forward with his rifle levelled and, at a

distance of a foot, sent a nickel-jacketed

German army bullet through the centre of

the door, he received it in the heart. His

knees gave under him and he collapsed,

sinking to a heap against the foot of the

door and just within his own threshold.

" Well ? " bellowed the sergeant. " Are

you going to open it, or must we blow it

in ? " He paused for an answer. " I must

have got him with that shot," he said, turn-

ing to his men. " Get out a grenade, one

of you ! It's cold standing about here."

" Let me come ! Stand away from the

door, comrades !" A German ex-prisoner

of war produced a hand-bomb of the old

type with a fuse, and stooped to the doorstep.

He looked up at the sergeant with a grin.

" Tak tozhe I " he said. "You got him;

here's blood coming under the door ! 'â�¢'

He lit the fuse from a lantern, placed the

1Ñ�Ñ�Ð¬ in position, and retired to cover with

the rest outside the gate. Half a minute

later the stillness of the sorrowful and

danger-laden night was rent by the roar of

the explosion ; a momentary glamour of

fire filled the arch of the gate. In the

candle-lit room upstairs the two women, the

young one and the old, clasped each other

in an agony of terror ; in hundreds of

darkened rooms along the street hearts froze

with fear upon the noise of the detonation.

" Now come on ! " ordered the sergeant.

" Lanterns ahead ! Find the people first ;

we'll have plenty of time to go through the

house after we've got our prisoners. In with

you ! "

The lanterns led the way through the gap

where the door lay in splinters and what

was left of David Baines sprawled broken

among the wreckage. And the women,

scarce breathing, rose to confront them as

they stamped in a throng into the drawing-

rooin, bringing their own lights with them to

supplement the one candle.

" Good evening," said the sergeant,

facetiously. " You are arrested, both of

you. Who else is in the house ? "

Baranov's private army consisted of nine

individuals beside the sergeant. It was like

a hideous nightmare to the women. There

were four burly Russians of the lowest slum

type in sheepskins, the German in the leather

lining of a motor-overcoat, two Chinese

swathed like mummies, a huge bluejacket in

uniform, and a slim blond young man, who

stared at the room and its equipment witli

open mouth, who had no visible mark of

nationality or calling.

" Where is my husband ? " asked David

Baines's widow.

" The man who came down to the door ? "

She nodded ; the sergeant winked to his

followers. " Oh ! he's safe enough ; you'll

see him in the hall as you go out. Now,

who else is in the house ? "

It took only a few minutes to complete

the arrests. The two servants, imbecile with

terror, were dragged forth from their foolish

hiding-places ; all four prisoners were put

under the guard of the sailor and one of the

Chinamen ; and the looting of the great

house commenced.

" This," cried the sergeant, gaily, " goes

with me."

He scooped a collection of small silver

bric-a-brac off a table ; there was a roar of

laughter from the others, and they scattered

shouting about the house. Only one, the

tall blond youth, hesitated and seemed un-

certain. There was a curious air of inde-

cision as his eyes rested on the prisonersâ��â�¢

the younger lady supporting the elder, the

two servants kneeling at their feet and

clinging to their skirts.

" Aren't you going to get your share, you

fool ? " shouted the sergeant at him.

The youth started. " Yes," he said, after

a pause. He picked up his lantern, turned,

and went from the room.

I~T"'HE real difficulty in running a revolution

j[ . is that a leader can never be sure that

his revolutionaries want the same thing

as himself. Lenin and Trotsky struck for

something which they nicknamed an ideal ;

but too many of their supporters struck

only for food. This youthâ��Pavel they called

himâ��was such a one. When work, black

bread, and cabbage-soup all came to an end

together, he accepted the revolution and its

rations as the next best thing. He did not

know what people meant by liberty of the

bourgeoisie, or even the proletariat. Of

course he could neither read nor write ; in

short, he was a typical Russian peasant,

ignorant, docile, and kindly, driven by

economic stress to unskilled labour in the

towns.

He went slowly up a farther flight of

stairs, came to a closed door, and paused,

hesitating. At length he pushed it open

and, raising his lantern, entered. There was

a table in the middle of the room ; he set the

light and his rifle upon it and looked round.

A desk with a typewriter, three or four
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fxill bookshelves, the escutcheon of a Cam-

bridge college, a few small athletic cups,

big leather arm-chairs, photographsâ��he had

wandered into what was still David Baines's

den. Half its contents had no meaning for

Pavel ; lie wandered from one to the other

uncomprehending. A big photograph in a

silver frame he thought he recognized as a

picture of the younger lady downstairs ; it

was at least an intelligible object, and ho

turned to the other photograph with a faint

curiosity. And a moment later he saw it.

A tarnished gold frame with a wide

mounting surrounding a dim face that

smiled with a half-seriousness forth at him.

He had to take the lantern in hand to make

it out plainly, and his first full apprehension

of it made him catch his breath. That

perfect beauty, with its purity and appealâ��

he recognized it ! He spoke aloud.

" An ikon ! " he breathed. " A saint !

He put down the lantern, and, bowing him-

self as he had been taught in his cfiildhood,

he went through the complicated motions by

which an orthodox Russian crosses himself.

Thrice he did this. Then, glancing behind

him to see that none observed, he lifted the

portrait of Flossie Floyd from the wall and

tucked it beneath his cloth coat, well up

under his armpit. He found that in that

manner he could carry it fairly inconspicu-

ously. He helped himself to nothing else.

He was last of the party to descend when

they took the prisoners away ; but he was

not needed in the struggle to drag them

forth when the sergeant made good his word

and Mrs. Baines saw her husband.

KOMISSAR BAKANOV'S stolen palace

in the Millionnaya had a sweep of

marble stairs to the grand salons up

which the twelve men might march abreast ;

its state apartments were a vista of great

rooms running the length of its front,

panelled between gold pilasters with tapes-

tries ; it had housed a Prince whose blood

was yet caked upon the floor of the cellar

where they had done him to death. And

the general atmosphere of it now was that

of a mausoleum. It was splendid and

gruesome on a gigantic scale. Yet it sank to

the insignificance of a background by con-

trast with its tenant, Baranov.

They dragged the almost unconscious

women to the room in which he was accus-

tomed to work, a great chamber fitted with

high bookshelves, and paused outside the

door.

" Order, now ! " counselled the sergeant,

and the men ndpeted and shuffled. The

sergeant knocked. " Iti suda ! " summoned

a clear voice from within. The sergeant

opened the door and the prisoners and their

escort passed into the presence.

The terrible Komissar looked up from the

documents spread before him upon the desk

at which he sat with his secretary. His eye

rested on the four women, the two un-

mistakably mistresses, the other two as

unmistakably servants, and travelled thence

over the faces of the men. At that daunting

scrutiny there was more fidgeting.

" Well ? " demanded Baranov.

The ex-sergeant all but came to attention,

but recovered himself in time.

" We carried out orders, comrade," he

began, and went on to recite the events of the

evening, while Baranov sat listening immov-

ably, and the men stared one and all at him.

He was a tallish man, something over

forty years of age, black-haired and clean

shaven. His features were of a characterless

regularity, the eyes cold, the mouth com-

monly rigid. It was not in his outward

appearance that his quality was expressed.

Rather it was a matter of demeanour ; his

attitude, his slightest gestures, his tones,

even his occasional smiles, were charged, as

the electric current charges an accumulator,

with that Thing within the man which hail

made him what he was. One had only to

watch him to understand and l>e!ieve the

stories that made him notorious. He had

had his phase of Nihilism, of anarchism ; he

had served in the French Foreign Legion

and successfully deserted ; he hail been in

prison in England and a German spy during

the war. Since the outbreak of the revolu-

tion he had been more Bolshevik than the

Bolsheviks ; his influence with the Petrograd

Soviet was paramount ; and his rule had

been a grisly horror. None, save his victims

and his slaughterers, knew when or where

or why he killed.

At the end of the sergeant's recital he

nodded.

" Good ! " he said. ' Lock them up for

the night. They shall be interrogated in

the morning."

He turned to his papers again, calmly, as

a man resumes work after a trivial telephone

call. It was a gesture entirely in his own

manner. His fat little bearded secretary

glanced at him curiously and then at the

women. He knew what that indifference,

that unstudied nonchalance, meant. Living

folk mattered to Baranov ; to them he gave

his attention ; but the dead were done with.

Presently Pavel was able to be alone. The

private army of Baranov, when not on duty,

dwelt in the top-floor of the palace, a great

attic-loft honeycombed with little rooms.

One of these, with a straw mattress, a bucket

for his ablutions, and a packing-case table,

Pavel had to himself. As a member of the

garrison he drew a ration of candles. He

made a light, closed the door, and drew

forth his loot.
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He placed it on the packing-case,

leaning against the wall, with the

candle-flame shining upon it. For

convenience of close inspection he

knelt before the table and pored upon

the picture. He wanted not only to

confirm but to renew his im-

pression of it. â�¢ In his child-

hood he had liked the saints

he knewâ��those in the church

of his village, gorgeously em-

balmed in pinchbeck

and sham jewels.

Religion had been

the one mystery of

his life ; and of late,

without it, life had

been a little barren

and obvious. But

here, at last, was a

saint again, clad in

loveliness instead of

glass diamonds for a

heavenly glory. He

remained staring.

And presently, still

kneeling, he crossed

himself thrice. A

moment or two later,

his eyes fixed on the

pictured face before

him, he recited that

prayer which begins

" Ð� little mother of

great mercy."

And allowing for

the difference in lon-

gitude between Pa veis private

chapel in Petrograd and

Flossie's London pub, it was

at that moment that Miss

Floyd, having donned her

gloves and found her hand-

bag, bade her friend the bar-

maid an affectionate good

night, swept a devastating

sniile over the company, and

walked to the door with a

gait even a little more pro-

nounced than she intended.

And ,-is she pulled the door open she hiccuped.

Three floors l>elow the garret in which the

boy knelt before the old photograph,

Baranov sat suddenly back in his chair and

gazed, as if upon a sudden thought, at his

secretary. The little fat man became

anxiously alert.

" Yes," he said, nervously. He knew

enough of Baranov to fear his inspirations,

but not enough to guess them. He was

himself the mildest man that ever made out

an order for a throat to be cut.

" Give me Lenin's letter again," directed

the Komissar. There was silence for a

" There was a curious air

of indecision as his eyes

rested on the prisoners."

while as he ran through its many pages.

Then he laid it down.

1 The position is this," said Baranov,

slowly, while the secretary craned over the

desk in eagerness to hear. " Litvinoff

reports that opinion in England, even prole-

tariat opinion, is adversely affected by our

treatment of the lx>urgeois and may bo

fatally affected by our treatment of British

subjects. Lenin trusts Litvinoff, and urges

his views on meâ��urges them peremptorily,

even. You see ? "

" Yes." The secretary nodded. " Butâ��

to-night ! "
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Baranov con-

sidered him. "The Englishman

Baines is dead. That is true. But it

is better that lie should not be dead. He

escaped : we know no more. That is our

story. Do you understand ? "

"No," replied the secretary, frankly. " I

don't. The women will tell a different story

and "

He fell silent as Baranov shook his head.

" The women escaped with him," said the

Komissar. " By the same road ! "

His chill eves had a flicker of mere amuse-

ment as he viewed the little man's face of

consternation.

" Send me that sergeant-fellow ! " he

ordered.

The secretary hesitated ; but it was im-

possible for him to disobey Baranov. Shud-

dering, he went upon his errand. Baranov,

leaning back in his chair, the tips of his

fingers joined, waited in deep thought.

He looked-up as the big sergeant entered
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and marched towards the desk, and his eyes

flickered past him to where the secretary

hovered in the offing.

He began to speak so suddenly that both

his hearers started.

" It was you who executed the Prince

downstairs, was it not ? "

" Yes, comradeâ��me and another com-

radeâ��we ' '

The sergeant was going on to give details.

There was eagerness in his â�¢ sat gross face ;

but Baranov stopped him.

" There is another execution for you

to-night," he said, in level tones. " You

will need three other comrades this time,

men who can hold their tongues. And it is

to be a quiet affairâ��no shooting ! "

" I see," replied the sergeant. " In that

case, the bayonet, eh ?"

They might have beenâ��in fact they were

â��discussing the .ways and means for an

everyday transaction.

Baranov shrugged " That is your affair.

Who are the three men you will taki- with

you ? They must be silent fellows, you

understand ! "

The sergeant nodded thoughtfully. " Well,

the two Chinamen," he suggested. " They're

all right. And for the other oneâ��what about

the youngster ? Quiet fellowâ��hardly ever

opens his mouth ! "

Baranov considered. " All right," he said.

" Go and bring them hereâ��with their weapons

â��and I'll give you your orders."

The secretary walked hastily aside to give

the man passage ; Baranov, watching, smiled

faintly. There was a while of silence in the

great room, till it was broken by the sergeant's

returning feet. He entered alone.

" Well ? " Baranov demanded. ' Where

are the others ? "

The secretary crept nearer to hear the

reply, for the sergeant spoke in the low voice

of confidence.

" It's about that young fellow Pavel,

comrade," he said. " I thought I ought

to tell you about that before I take him

with us. What do you think I found him

doing ? "

" How should I know ? What was he

doing ? "

The sergeant wagged his head humorously.

" I went up quietly, so as not to rouse the

others, seeing it's to be a silent affair, and

just pushed his door open. And may I

never eat bread again if there he wasn't

down on his knees on the floor, with a

candle alight and all, praying before an

ikon ! "

The sergeant got his hoped-for effect, for

the Komissar sat up sharply. He frowned.

" An ikon ! Hereâ��in this house ? I

thought I'd ordered them all to be thrown

out. \Yhere did he find it ? "

" I think, comrade, he must have got it

in that house in the Galernaya."

" The fool ! Well, go and fetch it hereâ��

and him with it," ordered the Komissar.

" This kind of thing is dangerous. I'll talk

to him myself ! "

He was really- perturbed. He was a

fanatic enemy of religion, and believedâ��

probably with justiceâ��that it was the most

redoubtable force arrayed against Bolshevism.

He rose from his chair and began to pace the

rtoor.

" It is a symptom I " he declaimed, in his

frigid voice that yet could warm to oratorical

ardours. " A symptom of the old corruption

that yet lives in us. Shall we have to breed

a new generation which has .never known

slavery of the mind or the body before we

can claim a victory for the Revolution ?

Sometimes I almost fear it !"

" He is only a boy, comrade," ventured the

secretary. " If you talk to him "

" I will talk to him," said Baranov, darkly.

THE sergeant marched in a scared Pavel,

rifle on shoulder, cap on head, himself

carrying the ikon at his heels, in the

most approved military manner.

" Halt ! " he barked, and Pavel halted,

his eyes fixed on the dreaded countenance

of the Komissar. " Present arms ! ". But

Pavel knew nothing of that. " Here is the

ikon, comrade."

Baranov reached out a hand for it, glanced

from it to Pavel, then back to it again. He

seemed for an instant bewildered ; he stared

at it incredulously ; then suddenly he laughed

briefly.

" So this is your ikon, eh ? You brought

it from the Galernaya and you have been

praying before it ?"

There was a gaiety in his manner which

none of them had seen there before. Pavel

trembled.

" Yes, Excellency," he stammered.

Again Baranov laughed. He turned the

frame over, opened the back, and drew out

the photograph of Flossie Floyd.

" Now see," he said to Pavel, " where your

silly superstition has led you ! You have

l)een kneeling to this, crossing yourself and

praying Ireforc this ! You fool ! This is no

saint ! "

Pavel uttered no word, but his blunt blond

face hardened.

" These things come from England, the

stronghold of capitalism. I remember when

they sold them there in the streets and

young fools bought them. But you are

surely the first to pray before the thing ! "

He shook his head at Pavel not unkindly.

"It is my saint," said Pavel. " Give it

back' to me ! " He was trembling as he

spoke.
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" He knelt before the table, pored upon the picture, and crossed himself thrice."

" Saint ! " exploded Baranov. " I tell you,

fool, this is a wanton, a dancing-girl, any

rich man's girlâ�� "

Pavel moved a step. " Stop ! " he said

" Just a costly vice, a money-sink, a rot

in the body of the community," continued

Baranov. " But since you are set on having

the thingâ��here you are ! "

With a. quick motion he tore the card

across, and made to toss the halves touards

Pavel.

But he did not get so far, for at that

moment Pavel shot him through the body.

IT was four months before the Baines ladies

were released. They never knew Pavel,

of course; nobody ever will again. But

it is a pity that Miss Floyd, at least,

nightly visiting the hushed shrine of her

choice, cannot know how for an hour she

reigned in that bare attic high over the

Miilionnaya,
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THE blow fell at precisely one forty-

five (summer time). Spenser, my

Aunt Agatha's butler, was offering

me the fried potatoes at the moment,

and such was my emotion that I lofted six

of them on to the sideboard with the spoon.

Shaken to the core, if yon know what I

mean.

I've told you how I got engaged to Honoria

Glossop in my efforts to do young Bingo

Little a good turn. \Vell, on this particular

morning she had lugged me round to Aunt

Agatha's for lunch, and 1 was just saying

" Death, where is thy jolly old sting ? " when

I realized that the worst was yet to come.

" Bertie," she said, suddenly, as if she

liad just remembered it, " what is the name

of that man of yoursâ��your valet ? "

" Eh"? Oh, Jeeves.""

'' I think he's a bad influence for you,"

said Honoria. '.'.When we are married you

must get rid of Jeeves."

It was at this point that I jerked the spoon

and sent six of the best and crispest sailing

on to the sideboard, with Spenser gamliolling

after them like a dignified old retriever.

" Get rid of Jeeves ! " 1 gasped.

.'.' Yes. I don't like him."

' 7 don't like him," said Aunt Agatha.

" But I can't. I meanâ��why, 1 couldn't

carry on for a day without Jeeves."

" You will have to." said Honoria. " 1

don't like him at all."

" / don't like him at all," said Aunt

Agatha. " I never did."

Ghastly, what ? I'd always had an idea

that marriage was a bit of a wash-out, but

I'd never dreamed that it demanded such

frightful sacrifices from a fellow. I passed

the rest of the meal in a sort of stupor.

The scheme had been, if I remember, that

after lunch 1 should go off and caddy for

Honoria on a shopping tour down Regent

Street ; but when she got up and started

collecting me and the rest of her things, Aunt

Agatha stopped her.

" You run along, dear," she said. " 1

want to say a few words to Bertie."

So Honoria legged it, and Aunt Agatha

drew up her chair and started in.

" Bertie," she said, " dear Honoria does

not know it, but a little difficulty has arisen

about your marriage."

" By Joyc ! not really ?" I said, hope

starting to dawn.

" Oh, it's nothing at all, of course. It is

only a little exasperating. The fact is, Sir

Roderick is being rather troublesome."

" Thinks I'm not a good bet ? Wants to

scratch the fixture ? Well, perhaps he's

right."

" Pray do not be so absurd, Bertie. It is

nothing so serious as that. But the nature

of Sir Roderick's profession unfortunately

makes himâ��over-cautious."

I didn't pet it. .

Copyright, Ñ�Ð³Ð° by P. Ci. \Vodehoii*e.
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Sir

" Over-cautious ? "

" Yes. I suppose it is inevitable. A

nerve specialist with his extensive practice

can hardl)' help taking a rather warped view

of humanity."

I got what she was driving at now.

R o d e r i Ñ� k

Glossop, Ho i -

oria's father,

is always

called a nerve

specialist,

because it

sounds bet-

ter, but

everybody

knows that

he's really a

sort of janitor

to the looney-

bin. I mean

to say, when

your uncle

t h e Duke

begins to feel

the strain a

bit and you

find him in

the blue

drawing-

room sticking

straws in his

hair, old Glos-

sop is the

first person

you send for. He toddles round, gives the

patient the once-over, talks about -over-

excited nervous systems, and recommend*

complete rest and seclusion and all that sort

of thing. Practically every posh family in

the country has called him in at one time

or another, and I suppose that, being in

that positionâ��I mean constantly having -to

sit on people's heads while their nearest

and dearest 'phone to the asylum to send

round the wagonâ��does tend to make a

chappie take what you might call a warped

view of humanity.

" You mean he thinks I may be a

looney. and he doesn't want a looney son-

in-law ?" I said.

Aunt Agatha seemed rather peeved than

otherwise at my ready intelligence.

"Of course, he does not think anything

. so ridiculous. I told you he was simply

exceedingly cautious. He wants to satisfy

himself that you are perfectly normal."

Here she paused, for Spenser had come in

with the coffee. When he had gone, she

went on : ' He appears to have got hold

of some extraordinary story alxnit your

having pushed his son Oswald into the

lake at Ditteredge Hall. Incredible, of

course. Even you would hardly do a

thing like that."

" Well, I did sort of lean against him,

you know, and he shot oft the

bridge."

"Oswald definitely accuses you

') of having pushed him into the

water. That has disturbed Sir

Roderick, and unfortunately it

" It was at this point that I jerked the spoon and sent six of the best and crispest

sailing on to the sideboard."

Vol. Ð«Ð¿.-Ð¨.
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has caused him to make inquiries, and he has

heard about your poor Uncle Henry."

She eyed me with a good deal of solemnity,

and I took a grave sip of coffee. We were

peeping into the family cupboard and having

a look at the good old skeleton. My late

Uncle Henry, you see, was by way of being

the blot on the \Yoostcr escutcheon. An

extremely decent chappie personally, and one

\vho had always endeared himself to me by

tipping me with considerable lavishness when

I was at school ; but there's no doubt he

did at times do rather rummy things, notably

keeping eleven pet rabbits in his lied room ;

and I suppose a purist might have considered

him more or less off his onion. In fact, to

be perfectly frank, he wound up his career,

happy to the last and completely surrounded

by rabbits, in some sort of a home.

" It is very absurd, of course," continued

Aunt Agatha. " If any of the family had

inherited poor Henry's eccentricityâ��and it

was nothing moreâ��it would have been

Claude and Eustace, and there could not be

two brighter boys."

Claude and Eustace were twins, and had

been kids at school with me in my last

summer temÃ. Casting my mind back, it

seemed to me that " bright " just about

described them. The whole ofthat tenu, as I

remembered it, had been spent in getting

them out of a series of frightful rows.

" Look how well they are doing at Oxford.

Your Aunt Emily had a letter from Claude

only the other day saying that they hoped

to be elected shortly to a very important

college club, called The Seekers."

" Seekers ?" I couldn't recall any club

of the name in my time at Oxford. " What

do they seek ? "

" Claude did not say. Truth or Know-

ledge, I should imagine. It is evidently a

very desirable club to belong to, for Claude

added that Lord Rainsby, the Earl of

Datchet's son, was one of, his fellow-candi-

dates. However, we are wandering from

the point, which is that Sir Roderick wants

to have a quiet talk with you quite alone.

Now 1 rely on you, Bertie, to beâ��I won't

say intelligent, but at least sensible. Don't

giggle nervously : try to keep that horrible

glassy expression out of your eyes : don't

yawn or fidget : and remember that Sir

Roderick is the president of the West London

branch of the anti-gambling league, so please

do not tnlk about horse-racing. He will

lunch with you at your flat to-morrow at

one-thirty. Please remember that he drinks

no wine, strongly disapproves of smoking,

and caii only eat the simplest food, owing to

an impaired digestion. Do not offer him

coffee, for he considers it the root of half the

nerve-trouble in the world."

" I should think a dog-biscuit and a

glass of water would about meet the case,

what ? "

" Bertie ! "

" Oh, all right. Merely persiflage."

" Now it is precisely that sort of idiotic

remark that would be calculated to arouse

Sir Roderick's worst suspicions. Do please

try to refrain from any misguided flippancy

when you are with him. He is a very

serious-minded man. . . Are you going ?

Well, please remember all I have said. I

rely on you, and, if anything goes wrong,

I shall never forgive you."

" Right ho !" I said.

And so home, with a jolly day to look

forward to.

{BREAKFASTED pretty late next morning

and went for a stroll afterwards. 11 seemed

to me that anything I could do to clear the

old lemon ought to be done, and a bit of

fresh air generally relieves that rather foggy

feeling that comes over a.' fellow early in the

day. I had taken a stroll in the Park, and

got back as far as Hyde Park'Corner, when

some blighter sloshed me between the

shoulder-blades. It was young Eustace,

my cousin. He was arm-in-arm with two

other fellows, the one on the outside being

my cousin Claude and the one m the middle

a pink-faced chappie with light hair and an

apologetic sort of look-.

" Bertie, old egg ! " said young Eustace,

affably.

" Hallo ! " I said, not frightfully chirpily.

" Fancy running into you, the one man in

London who can support us in the style we

are accustomed to ! By ' the way, you've

never met old Dog-Face, have you ? Dog-

Face, this is my cousin Bertie. Lord Rainsby

â��Mr. Wooster. We've just been round to

your flat, Bertie. Bitterly disappointed that

you were out, but were hospitably enter-

tained by old Jeeves. That man's a corker,

Bertie. Stick to him."

" What are you doing in London ?" I

asked.

" Oh, buzzing round. We're just up for

the day. Flying visit, strictly unofficial.

We oil back on the three-ten. And now,

touching that lunch you very decently

volunteered 1o stand us, which shall it be ?

Ritz ? Savoy ? Carlton ? Or, if you're a

member of Ciro's or the Embassy, that would

do just as well."

" I can't give you lunch. I've got an

engagement myself. And, by Jove," I said,

taking a look at my watch, " I'm late." I

hailed a taxi. " Sorry."

" As man to man, then," paid Eustace,

" lend us a fiver."

I hadn't time to stop and argue. I un-

belted the fiver and hopped into the cab.

It was twenty to two when I got to the flat.
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I bounded into the sitting-room, but it was

empty.

Jeeves shimmied in.

" Sir Roderick has not yet arrived, sir."

' Good egg ! " 1 said. ' I thought I

should find him smashing up the furniture."

My experience is that the

less you want a fellow,

the more punctual he's

Ixnmd to be, and I had

had a vision of the old

lad pacing the rug in my

moment what an extraordinarily formidable

old bird he was. He had a pair of shaggy

eyebrows which gave his eyes a piercing look

which was not at all the sort of thing a fellow

wanted to encounter on an empty stomach.

He was fairly tall and fairly broad, and he

had the most enormous head, with practically

no hair on it, which made it seem bigger and

much more like the dome of St. Paul's. I

suppose he must have taken about a nine or

something in hats. Shows what a rotten

thing it is to let your brain develop too much.

â�¢

Ð�*

" As I was putting it on 1 got a sort of impression that it was a trifle roomy.

-itting-room, saying " He cometh not! " and

generally hotting up. " Is even-thing in

order ? "

" I fancy you will find the arrangements

quite satisfactory, sir."

" What are you giving us ? "

" Cold consommÃ©, a cutlet, and a savoury,

>ir. With lemon-squash, iced."

" Well, I don't see how that can hurt him.

Don't go getting carried away by the excite-

ment of the thing and start bringing in

coffee."

" No, sir."

" And don't let your eyes get glassy,

because, if you do, you're apt to find yourself

in a padded cell before you know where you

are."

" Very good, sir."

There was aÂ» ring at the bell.

' Stand by, Jeeves," I said. " We're oft !"

I HAU met Sir Roderick Glossop before, of

course, but only when 1 was with Honoria :

and there is something about Honoria

which makes almost anybody you meet in the

same room seem sort of under-sized and trivial

by comparison. I had never realized till this

" What ho ! What ho ! What ho !" I

said, trying to strike the genial note, and then

had a sudden feeling that that was just the

sort of thing 1 had been warned not to say.

Dashed difficult it is to start things going

properly on an occasion like this. A fellow

living in a London flat is so handicapped. I

mean to say, if I had teen the young squire

greeting the visitor in the country, I could

have said " Welcome to Meadowsweet Hall !"

or something zippy like that. It sounds

silly to say " Welcome to Number Ã�A,

Crichton Mansions, Berkeley Street, W."

" I am afraid I am a little late," he said, as

we sat down. " I was detained at my club

by Lord Alastair Hungerford, the Duke of

Ramfurline's son. His Grace, he informed

me, had exhibited a renewal of the symptoms

which have been causing the family -so much

concern. I could not leave him immediately.

Hence my unpunctuality, which I trust has

not discommoded you."

" Oh, not at all". So the Duke is off his

rocker, what ? "

" The expression which you use is not

precisely the one I should have employed

myself with reference to the head of perhaps
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the noblest family in England, but there is

no doubt that cerebral excitement does, as

you suggest, exist in no small degree." He

sighed as well as he could with his mouth

full of cutlet. " A profession like mine is a

great strain, a great strain."

1 Must be."

" Sometimes I am appalled at what I see

around me." He stopped suddenly and sort of

stiffened. "Do you keep a cat, Mr. Wooster? "

"Eh ? What ? Cat ? No, no cat "

" I was conscious of a distinct impression

that I had heard a cat mewing either in the

room or very near to where we are sitting."

" Probably a taxi or something in the

street."

" I fear I do not follow you."

' 1 mean to say, taxis squawk, you know.

Rather like catÂ« in a sort of way."

" I had not observed the resemblance,"

he said, rather coldly.

" Have some lemon-squash," I said. The

conversation seemed to be getting rather

difficult.

" Thank you. Half a glassful, if I may."

The hell-brew appeared to buck him up, for

he resumed in a slightlv more pally manner.

" I have a particular dislike for cats. But

I was saying Oh, yes. Sometimes I

am positively appalled at what I see around

me. It is not only the cases which come

under my professional notice, painful as

many of those are. It is what I see as I go

about London. Sometimes it seems to me

that the whole world is mentally unbalanced.

This very morning, for example, a most

singular and distressing occurrence took place

as I was driving from my house to the club.

The day being clement, Ã� had instructed my

chauffeur to open my landauletle, and I was

leaning back, deriving no little pleasure from

the sunshine, when our progress was arrested

in the middle of the thoroughfare by one of

those blocks in the traffic which are inevitable

in so congested a system as that of London."

I suppose I had l>een letting my mind

wander a bit, for when he stopped and took

a sip of lemon-squash I had a feeling that I

was listening to a lecture and was expected

to say something.

" Hear, hear !" I said.

" I beg your pardon ? "

" Nothing, nothing. You were sayingâ��

" The vehicles proceeding in the opposite

direction had also been temporarily arrested,

but after a moment they were permitted to

proceed. I had fallen into a meditation,

when suddenly the most extraordinary thing

took place. My hat was snatched abruptly

from my head ! And as I looked back I

perceived it being waved in a kind of feverish

triumph from the interior of a taxi-cab, which,

even as I looked, disappeared through a gap

in the traffic and was lost to sight."

I didn't laugh, but I distinctly heard a

couple of my floating ribs part from their

moorings under the strain.

" Must have been meant for a practical

joke," I said. " What ? "

This suggestion didn't seem to please the

old boy.

" I trust." he said, " I am not deficient

in an appreciation of the humorous, but I

confess that I am at a loss to detect anything

akin to pleasantry in the outrage. The

action was beyond all question that of a

mentally unbalanced subject. These mental

lesions may express themselves in almost any

form. The Duke of Ramfurline, to whom I

had occasion to allude just now, is under the

impressionâ��this is in the strictest confidence

â�� that he is a canary ; and his seizure to-clay,

which so perturbed I-ord Alastair, was due

to the fact that a careless footman had

neglected to bring him his morning lump of

sugar. Cases are common, again, of men

waylaying women and cutting off portions

of their hair. It is from a branch, of this

latter form of "mania that I should be dis-

posed to imagine that my assailant was

suffering. I can only trust that he will be

placed under proper control before he

Mr. Wooster, there is a. cat close at hand !

It is not in the street ! The mewing appears

to come from the" adjoining room."

THIS time I had to admit there was no

doubt about it. There was a distinct

sound of mewing coming from the next

room. I punched the bell for Jeeves, who

drifted in and stood waiting with an air of

respectful devotion.

â�¢' Sir ? "

"Oh, Jeeves," I said. "Cats! What

about it ? Are there any cats in the flat ? '

" Only the three in your, bedroom, sir."

" What ! "

" Cats in his bedroom ! " I heard Sir

Roderick whisper in a kind of stricken way,

and his eyes hit me amidships like a couple

of bullets.

" What do you mean," I said, " only the

three in my bedroom ? "

" The black one, the tabby, and the small

lemon-coloured animal, sir."

" What on earth ? "

I charged round the table in the direction

of the door. Unfortunately, Sir Roderick

had just decided to edge in that direction

himself, with the result that we collided in

the doorway with a good deal of force, and

staggered out into the hall together. He

came smartly out of the clinch and grabbed

an umbrella from the rack.

" Stand back !" he shouted, waving it over

his head. "Stand back, sir! I am armed !"

It seemed to me that the moment had come

to be soothinÂ«.
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" Awfully sorry I barged into you," I said.

" \\'ouKln't have had it happen for worlds.

I was just dashing out to have a look into

things."

He appeared a trifle reassured, and lowered

the umbrella. But just then the most

(rightful shindy started in the bedroom. It

Bounded as though all the cats in London,

assisted by delegates from

outlying suburbs, had got

together to settle their

differences once for all.

A sort of augmented or-

chestra of cats.

"This noise is unen-

durable," yelled Sir

Roderick. " I cannot

hear myself speak."

" I fancy, sir," said

J ÐµÐµ ves, respect-

fully, "that the

animals

may have

become

somewhat

exhilarated

as the result

of having

discovered

the fish

under Mr.

Wooster's

bed."

The old

b Ð¾ Ñ� tot-

tered.

"Fish !

Did 1 hear

you rightly ?

â�¢ Sir ? 'â�¢

" Did you say that there

was a fbh under Mr. Wooster's

bed ?"

" Yes, sir."

Sir Roderick gave a low

moan, and reached for his hat

and stick.

" You aren't going ?" I

said

" Mr. Wooster, I am going !

I prefer to spend my leisure

time in less eccentric society."

" But I say. Here, I must

come with you. I'm sure the

whole business can be ex-

plained. Jeeves, my hat."

Jeeves rallied round. 1 took

the hat from him and shoved

it on my head.

" Good heavens ! "

Beastly shock it was ! The

bally thing had absolutely

engulfed me, if you know

what I mean. Even Â¿is I was

putting it on I got a sort of impression that

it was a trifle roomy ; and no sooner had I

let go of it than it settled down over my ears

like a kind of extinguisher.

" I say ! This isn't my hat ! "

" It is mv hat ! " said Sir Roderick in

about the coldest, nastiest voice I'd ever

heard. " The hat which was stolen from

me this morning as I drove in my car."

' But "

I suppose Napoleon or somebody like t lia t

would have been equal to the situation, but

I 'm bound to say it was too much for me. I

just stood there goggling in a sort of coma,

while the old boy lifted the hat'off me and

turned to Jeeves.

I should be glad, my man," he said, " if

you would accompany me a few yards down

the street. I wish to ask you some

(juestions."

" Very good, sir."

" Here, but, I say !" I began,

but he left me standing. He stalked

out, followed by Jeeves. And at that

moment the row in the bedroom started

again, louder than ever.

I was about ied up with the whole

tiling. I mean, cats in your Ijedroomâ��

a bit thick, what ? I didn't know how

the dickens they had got in, but I was

jolly well resolved that they weren't

going to stay picknicking there any

longer. I flung open the door. I got

a momentary flash of al>out a hundred

and fifteen cats of all sizes

and colours scrapping in the

middle of the room, and then

they all shot past me with a

rush and outof the front door:

and all that was left of the

mob-scene was the head of a

â�¢Â«hacking big fish, lying on

the carpet and staring up at

" I got a

fifteen cats

momentary flash of about

they all shot past me with

of the front door."

a hundred and

a rush and out
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me in a rather austere sort of way, as if it

wanted a written explanation and apology.

There was something about the thing's

expression that absolutely chilled mo, and

I withdrew on tip-toe and shut the door.

And, as I did so, I bumped into someone.

" Oh, sorry ! " he said.

I spun round. It was the pink-faced

chappie, Lord Something or other, the fellow

I had met with Claude and Eustace.

" I say," he said, apologetically, " awfully

sorry to bother you, but those weren't my

cats I met just now legging it downstairs,

were they ? They looked like my cats."

" They came out of my bedroom."

" Then they were my cats ! " he said,

sadly. " Oh, dash it ! " '

"Did you put cats in my bedroom ? "

" Your man, what's his name, did. He

rather decently said I could keep them there

till my train went. T'd just come to fetch

them. And now they've gone ! Oh, well,

it can't be helped, I suppose. I'll take the

hat nnd the fish, anyway."

1 was beginning to dislike this chappie.

" Did you put that bally fish there, too ? "

" No. that was Eustace's. The hat was

Claude's." I sank limply into a chair.

" I say, you couldn't explain this, could

you ?" I said. The chappie gazed at me in

mild surprise.

" Why. don't, you know all about it ? I

say ! " He blushed profusely. " Why, if

you don't know about it, I shouldn't wonder

if the whole thing didn't seem rummy to you."

" Rummy is the word."

"It was for The Seekers, you know."

" The Seekers ? "

" Rather a blood club, you know, up at

Oxford, which your cousins and I arc rather

keen on getting into. You have to pinch

something, you know, to get elected. Some

sort of a souvenir, you know, A policeman's

helmet, you know, or a door-knocker or

something, you know. The room's decorated

with the things at the annual dinner, and

everylxjdy makes speeches and all that

sort of thing. Rather jolly ! Well, we

wanted rather to make a sort of special effort

and do the thing in style, if yon understand,

so we came up to London to see if we couldn't

pick up something here that would be a bit

out of the ordinary. And we had the most

amazing luck right from the 'start. Your

cousin Claude managed to collect a quite

decent top-hat out of a passing car, and

your cousin Eustace got away with a really

goodish salmon or something from Harrods,

and I snaffled three excellent cats all in the

first hour. We were fearfully braced, I can

tell you. And then the difficulty was to

know where to park the things till our train

went. You look so beastly conspicuous,

you know, tooling about London with a fish

and a lot of cats. And then Eustace re-

membered you, and we all came on here in a

cab. You were out, but your man said it

would be all right. When we met you, you

were in such a hurry that we hadn't time to

explain. Well. I think I'll be taking the hat.

if you don't mind."

" It's gone."

" Gone ? "

" The fellow you pinched it from happened

to be the man who was lunching here. He

took it away with him."

" Oh, I say ! Poor old Claude will be

upset. Well, how about the goodish salmon

or something ? "

" Would you care to view the remains ? "

He seemed all broken up when he Ð²Ð°Ð»Ñ� the

wreckage.

" I doubt if the committee would accept

that," he said, sadly. " There isn't a fright-

ful lot of it left, what ? "

" The cats ate the rest."

He sighed deeply.

" No cats, no fish, no hat. We've had all our

trouble for nothing. I do call that hard! And

on top of thatâ��Isay, I hate to ask you, but you

couldn't lend me a tenner, could you ? "

" A tenner ? What for ? "

" Well, the fact is, I've got to pop round

and bail Claude and Eustace out. They've

been arrested."

" Arrested ! "

" Yes. You see, what with the excitement

of collaring the hat and the salmon or some-

thing, added to the fact that we had rather

a festive lunch, they got a bit above them-

selves, poor chaps, and tried to pinch a

motor-lorry. Silly, of course, because I don't

see how they could have got the thing to

Oxford and shown it to the committee. Still,

there wasn't any reasoning with them, and,

when the driver started making a fuss, there

was a bit of a mix-up, and Claude and

Eustace are more or less Innguishint* in Vine

Street police-station till I pop round and bail

them out. So if you could manage a tenner

â��Oh, thanks, that's fearfully good of you.

It would have been too bad to leave them

there, what ? I mean, they're both such

frightfully good chaps, you know. Every-

body likes them up at the 'Varsity. They're

fearfully popular."

" I bet they are !" I said.

W HEX Jeeves came back, I was waiting

for him on the mat. I wanted speech

with the blighter.

" Well ? " I said.

" Sir Roderick asked me a nunilxr of

questions, sir, respecting your habits and

mode of life, to which I replied guardedly."

" I don't care about that. What I want

to know is why you didn't explain the whole

thing to him right at the start ? A word
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from you would have put everything clear."

" Yes, sir."

" Now he's gone off thinking me a looney."

" I should not be surprised, from his

conversation with nie, sir, if some such idea

had not entered his head."

I was just starting in to speak, when the

telephone-bell rang. Jeeves answered it.

" No, madam, Mr. Vi'ooster is not in. No,

madam, I do not know when he will return.

No, madam, he left no message. Yes, madam,

1 will inform him." He put back the receiver.

" Mrs. Gregson, sir."

Aunt Agatha ! I had been expecting it.

Ever since the luncheon-party had blown

out a fuse, her shadow had been hanging

over me, so to speak.

" Does she know ? Already ? "

" I gather that Sir Roderick has been

speaking 1o her on the telephone, sir, and

" No wedding bells for me, what ? "

Jeeves coughed.

" Sir ? "

" I believe you had the jolly old situation

in hand right from the start."

" Well, sir, Spenser, Mrs. Gregson's butler,

who inad vertently chanced to overhear some-

thing of your conversation when you were

lunching at the house, did mention certain

of the details to me ; and I confess that,

though it may be a liberty to say so, I

entertained hopes that something might

occur to prevent the match. I doubt if

the y o u ng

lady was en-

tirely suitable

to you, sir."

"And she

w o u l d have

shot you out

on y o u r e a r

fi v e minutes

after the cere-

mony."

/ \

â�¢â�¢Ñ�

' No, madam,' said Jeeves, ' Mr. Wooster is not in. No, madam, I do not know

when he will return.' "

" Mrs. Gregson did not actually confide

in mo. sir, but I fancy that some such thing

may have occurred. She seemed decidedly

agitated, sir."

It's a rummy thing, but I'd been so

snootered by the old boy and the cats and

the fish and the hat and the pink-faced

chappie and all the rest of it that the bright

side simply hndn't occurred to me till now.

By Jove, it was like a bally weight rolling

off my chest ! I gave a yelp of pure relief.

" Jeeves," I said, " I believe you worked

the whole thing ! "

(Next month: "Aunt

" Yes, sir. Spenser informed me that she

had expressed some such intention. Mrs.

Gregson wishes you to call upon her im-

mediately, sir."

" She does, eh ? What do you advise,

Jeeves ? "

" I think a trip to the south of France

might prove enjoyable, sir."

" Jeeves," I said, " you are right, as always.

Pack the old suit-case, and meet me at

Victoria in time for the lioat-train. 1 think

that's the manly, independent course, what ? "

" Absolutely, sir ! " said Jeeves.

Agatha Takes the Count.")



THE BOOK I MOST

EN JOYED WRITING

A SYMPOSIUM OF

WELL-KNOWN NOVELISTS

SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE.

I HAVE never written to order in my

life or sold any work until it was well

on the way to completion. Therefore

I have enjoyed writing every book,

whereas, if I had written under pressure

with a feeling of compul-

sion, I should never have

regarded it as anything

hut a task. Naturally, as

1 regard the psychic ques-

tion as the most important

in the world, it is writing

Iwoks on that subject

which has given me most

satisfaction, though the

least productive from the

financial point of view.

I had great satisfaction,

also, from my " British

Campaign in Flanders,"

because I had devised my

own system of intelligence

quite apart from (in fact,

in opposition to) that of

the War Office. 1 knew

that my facts were true,

and I knew that I had got

them by my own wits, and

that no one else had got

them, and that was natur-

ally a source of satisfac-

tion. 1 have had little to change, save to fill

up names and places which the Censor deleted.

Of my novels, "The White Company gave

me most pleasure. I was young and full of

the first joy of life and action, and I think I

got some of it into my pages. Wrhen I wrote

the last line, I remember that I cried : " Well,

I'll never beat that," and threw the inky pen

at the opposite wall, which was papered

with duck's-egg green ! The black smudge

was there for many a day.

SIR A. CONAN DOYLE.

" Rodney Stone " I enjoyed also ; for I

always had, and have, a love of Ixixing and

an admiration of the old fighting men, who

were humble heroes.

Verse â�¢ gives greater pleasure than prose,

for it is a more compact, carefully-chiselled

article. There, also, I have

had occasional satisfaction

and occasional disappoint-

ment.

MISS KATHLYN

RHODES.

I think I enjoyed writing

1 Afterwards " more than

any of my other books

though I can give no reason

for the preference. Next

comes ' Courage"â��in this

case I enjoyed writing it

because it recalled happy

days spent in Italy. There

was an odd coincidence

bound up with " After-

wards." I rather liked

inventing a small girl

called Cherry. Weeks

later, while acting as sec-

retary in a war-hospital,

I recognized my own

Cherry--to the lifeâ��in

the matron's small

daughter, also named Cherry. Everyone

who read " Afterwards " congratulated me

on my portrait of Matron's Cherry "â��yet

I never heard of her until the lx>ok had

been published. Talking of names, the

' hero " in " Afterwards " has no Christian

name, f chose the surname Anstice from a

war-list, but could not find a name to suit

it, so Dr. Anstice never had a Christian name

at all. Only one reviewer remarked on the

omission !
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MR. RAFAEL SABATINI.

You have asked me a question to which I

find it more than difficult to return an answer

satisfactorily. At the moment it seems to

me that " Scaramotiche " is the book I most

enjoyed writing. But I suspect that this is

because " Scaramouche" is the last book

that I have written, and distance has not

yet lent it that disenchantment which my

books procure me. The fact is that I am

a thoroughly unnatural parent where my

literary offspring are concerned. I take no

sort of satisfaction or pride in any but the

book I happen to be writing at the moment.

That there is joy in accomplishment I know,

because I have just experienced it. But in

retrospect there is only despair, effacing

the memory of that joy, and so rendering

comparisons impossible. I like to think

that the reason of this is that I have not yet

exhausted my capacity to do better than I

have done, and I tremble to think of the time

when I may cease to blush for these children

of my fancy. I view complacency in this,

as in other matters of life, merely as the

outward sign of intellectual stagnation. I

sincerely trust that these particulars may

meet the case. It may not be very satis-

factory ; but it is sincere. ...

MR. J. D. BERESFORD.

The book I most enjoyed writing was

' The Hampdenshire Wonder." It was my

second attempt at a novelâ��if it can be

called a novel : there is not, for instance, the

least shadow of a love story in it. My.first

book had " been about " for over two years.

It was a long and

intensely realistic life

history, or the begin-

ning of one, and " The

Hampdenshire Won-

der " was a pleasant

escape into fantasy.

I never had any diffi-

culty with it. It might

have been a bettor

book, possibly, if I

had. All the time I was

writing it I had the

feeling of being sup-

plied with abundant

material and I seemed

to have very little

trouble in expressing

it. Also, the story was a " lark." I felt a

delightful irresponsibility in setting it down.

One was not haunted by the fear of anachron-

isms, since the thing was pitched slightly

into the future. But altogether I thoroughly

enjoyed doing it. It was a short book, only

just over sixty thousand words, and I wrote

it in three monthsâ��in the intervals of trying

to earn a living.

Just, why I never felt the same freedom and

irresponsibility with other books 1 cannot

say. It may be that I never hoped to get

" The Hampdenshire Wonder " published.

My first book had not been accepted when

the second was begun, and I had had no

experience of the terrors of professional

criticism ! It is interesting to note that this

book has had a smaller sale than any other

I have written, including even collections

of sketches. I can only suppose the just

inference to be that when I write to please

myself, I please no one else.

MR. BERNARD SHAW.

The writing of a book is not a lark to be

enjoyed ; it is a job to be done. The question

should be addressed to amateurs, not to

workmen.

MRS. BAILLIE REYNOLDS.

The hook which gave me the most

pleasure to write was possibly the first I ever

tried my hand upon. It was called "A

Moorland Squire," orâ��in the language of

my family, who chatted me unmercifullyâ��

" A Morland, Esq."

This masterpiece has never seen the light.

I came across some pages of it the other day,

immured in:an old cupboard.

Another book which I wrote oft at full

speed and with extraordinary zest was

" Thalassa ! " A curious fact with regard

to this book was that, when it was clone, I

thought if so poor that I did not wish to

'publish it, I went, to Sir George Hutchinson

â�� as he has often since laughingly reminded

meâ��and begged him

not to send it to press,

as I had come to the

conclusion that it was

too bad tor publica-

tion. He knew better;

and the question he

put to me shows, I

think, his great acu-

men : " Hoiv did vou

fed K'l'en you were

writing it ? Didn't it

convince you at the

time ? '' I was con-

strained to admit it.

" Then it will con-

vince others," he re-

plied, confidently; and

this book has been my greatest success, as

far as a wide public, is concerned, having

run into more than a hundred and fifty

thousand copies.

Next to this I would place, in order of

pleasure in writing, " The Daughter Pays."

This Ixxjk I wrote in the dark and terrible

winter 1915-16. I had two boys at the

front, and my husband was desperately ill

MR. J. D. BERESFORD
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that winter. A nurse was impossible to

obtain, all of them being occupied with the

wounded. I sometimes think that the writing

of this novel was what kept me going through

that difficult period. I

loved the story, and

wrote the whole of it

in less than twelve

weeks. Next to " Tha-

lassa ! " it is, I think,

the most popular of

my novels, and is now

having great success in

the U.S.A. on the films.

I remember one of

my readersâ��and a very

distinguished lady, too

â��writing to me to say

that she forced herself

to leave off reading it

from time to time, in

order not to finish it

too soon ! That is the

kind of tribute I most

love. I would far rather

have people say, " I

could not put your

book down " than have

them say, " Your book

is very clever." And it

is certain that the lx>oks

my public have most enjoyed have been the

books it was the greatest pleasure to write.

MR. G. K. CHESTERTON

thinks, on the whole, that " The Flying

Inn " was the book

that amused him most

to write, though he got

a good deal of pleasure

out of two controversial

ones â�� i.e., " Heretics "

and " Orthodoxy."

MR. COMPTON

MACKENZIE.

I cannot claim to

have enjoyed writing

any of my books ; they

are associated with

maddening interludes

of physical pain. Even

when all the circum-

stances are favourable,

1 write with such diffi-

culty, straining and

groaning over every

word (unless I am writ-

ing dialogue), that "en-

joy " cannot l>e used in

connection with such

torment. I wrote the

second half of " Guy

and Pauline " waiting

MRS. BA1LLIE REYNOLDS.

MR. COMPTON MACKENZIE.

for a telegram to fetch me to Gallipoli.

I wrote " Sylvia Scarlett " waiting for a

telegram to send me to Tripoli, and with

doctors continually arriving to hold medical

boards over my carcass.

I wrote " Poor Rela-

tions " almost entirely

in bed ; I wrote half

the second volume of

" Sinister Street " work-

ing eight or nine hours

at a stretch all night

through, because it was

impossible to work by

day, owing to the ex-

citement of the early

days of the War. I

rather enjoyed writing

the first two or three

chapters of the first

volume of " Sinister

Street " because 1 was

working in a diminu-

tive room covered with

a black and gold Chinese

wallpaper and furnished

with red lacquer; but

that pleasure only lasted

six weeks, when I had

to go to America, and

I could not write any

more of " Sinister Street " for seven months,

which meant that the rest of the volume was

finished against time. I might have enjoyed

writing " Carnival " if, in the middle of it,

I had not had to sell some of my best-loved

books to pay the house-

hold bills. " The Vanity

Girl " was written in a

cloud of worries, and as

for " Rich Relatives,"

my publisher cannot

read it, for it is asso-

ciated in his mind with

such difficulties in get-

ting it finished by me

and getting it produced

by himself. I did enjoy

writing the first four

pages of "The Passion-

ate Klopcmcnt," but I

cannot have enjoyed the

remainder, for it took

two years to finish. No;

the only pleasure I get

from writing is an idea

that I am going to enjoy

writing a l>ook planned

for ten years hence. I

even deny myself the

pleasureof writing about

some of my contem-

poraries, which really

might be enjoyable.
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MR. w. w. JACOBS.

My memory for some forms of enjoyment

is not very good. I am not asked which

book added most to my troubles, or took

the greatest toll of my hair, but : whichâ��

bookâ��Iâ��mostâ��enjoyedâ��writing ! Well,

let us say " Salthaven." I can truthfully

say that I enjoyed writing that' aÂ« much as

any of my stories. I seem to remember that

it came easilyâ�� and I am not ungrateful.

MR. FRANK SWINNERTON.

I do not think you will find many authors

who really enjoy the act of writing. 1 know

only one who does, and

he is a man in whom

energy is superabund-

ant. As a rule the

author enjoys planning

his book and thinking

about it ; he loves to

dwell in thought upon

his characters, his ideas,

his situations, but he

postpones as late as he

possibly can the hard

labour of composition.

I am afraid that the

only novel that I have

really enjoyed writing

is the first one of allâ��

a book called " The

Merry Heart." For

other reasons, as a

friend has just remarked, I enjoyed writing

a critical study of the works of Robert Louis

Stevenson. But apart

from these books,

there is none that I

remember otherwise

than as a triumph of

determination over

laziness and sloth. The

rewards of authorship

are, of course, another

matter; and so are

the joys of inventing

and developing a book.

These have nothing to

do with your specific

inquiry.

MISS CLEMENCE

DANE.

I dislike writing, and

get little pleasure out

of the actual work.

The one exception is

my last playâ��"Will

Shakespeare." That I

enjoyed working at

because I loved the

subject, but the actual

work is always to me

VR. FRANK SWINNERTON.

A AvifMtot l>v ilrt. St. Jokn Srviut.

MR. BARRY PAIN.

From the Painting by Mr. Se-tt B'

depressing and exhausting. I am afraid this

is unromantic, but it's true.

MR. HUGH WALPOLE.

The book of mine that I have moFt

enjoyed writing was " The Green Mirror,"

my own favourite amongst my books. I

enjoyed this most, 1 think, because I had a

theme and a background to which I was

sympathetic, and because I seemed to know

the characters in that book better than in

others.

MR. BARRY PAIN.

I think that the book that a man most

enjoys writing is gener-

ally his first lxx>k.

But I always enjoy

writing unless, as some-

times happens, I am

writing to order, or am

tired of my subject.

There is also a special

pleasure in setting up

a difficulty and dealing

with it, just as painters

rather like to make

difficulties for them-

selves by blending lights

of different kinds, and

so on. For that reason

I particularly enjoyed

writing my last book,

" Going Home." That

book was fantasy. It

was written parallel to real life, but at a

distance from it ; the deviation at the

beginning of the book

being in the direction

of humour and at the

close of the book in

the direction of poetry.

The difficulty of get-

ting as much as pos-

sible into as few words

as possible is also very

attractive; but the

importance of a work

being now judged by

its length, brevity is

a virtue which has to

be its own reward.

MISS SHEILA

KAYE-SMITH.

The book I most

enjoyed writing was

my first book, " The

Tramping Methodist,"

because it was not

written with a view

to publication, so I

had no publishers or

public to think of

while I was writing.
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IAN HAY (MAJOR BEITH, C.B.E.).

In the ordinary way, the l>ook an author

enjoys writing most is his second. His first

is written in labour and

uncertainty. He has no

idea whether it will

ever lx- accepted by a

publisher, or, if it is ac-

cepted, whether it will

ever be read. But when

his first-born lias been

accepted, atiii published,

and has met with a

sufficient measure of

indulgence from the

iritics and appreciation

from the public, and

the publisher has said :

1 My dear fellow, you

must let us have

another novel in time

for publication next

autumn," then the

whole face of the world

is changed. All Nature

seems smiling and gay.

Blind alleys no longer

exist. Our author sits

down forthwith and

plunges into work on

his second novel with

the exhilaration which comes from writing,

for the first time, fnr certain publication.

That is why I enjoyed

writing " The Right

Stuff " more than any

other novel of mine.

There are two other

books whose memories

I shall always particu-

larly cherish. One was

' The First Hundred

Thousand," the writing

of whichâ��it was scrib-

bled mostly, in pencil,

in a field despatch

bookâ��afforded me real

relief and distraction

from the grim and

pressing business of

trench warfare.

The other is ' The

Willing Horse "â��a pic-

ture as faithful as I

can make it, before

memory becomes

blurred, of London

during the War, and

the strange welter of

heroism, frivolitx,

stoicism, hysteria, ex-

travagance, privation,

danger to life and in-

difference to death

IAN HAY (MAJOR J. H. BEITH)

/Violo. B/.'lull ,t Fry

through which the greatest city in the world

shouldered its wayâ��on the Â«-hole, with

immense credit to itselfâ��-for more than four

long years.

Also, ' ' The Willing

Horse " is a tribute to

those men and women,

young and old, who

played the game

throughout â�� w h o

shouldered the burden

without comment or

condition as a matter

of course, jettisoning

health, prospects, too

often life itself, in order

to be able to shoulder

something more than

their share. Many of

these have not sur-

vived : more lamentable

still, the moulds which

cast them appear for the

moment to be broken.

But their memory and

example remain.

MR. KEBLE HOWARD.

I think the book I

most enjoyed writing

was my latest, not yet

published. I began it about two and a

half years ago in a flood of sunshine. I

knew before I began it

that I had a very good

story to tell, if only I

could tell it. As the

openingchapters rippled

along, I felt I was doing

j ustice to my story. The

idea was a curiously in-

triguing one, with un-

limited opportunity for

quaint scenes, delicate

characterization, a n cl

bri t tie dialogue. I

finished the book about

a year ago and it still

lies on my desk, eighty

thousand words strong,

waiting for the days to

come round again when

publishing books is

worth while. Perhajxs it

will never be published,

but I enjoyed writing it

â��an un usual experience,

I imagine, with one's

thirtv-sixth book."

MR. KEBLE HOWARD.

I'ko'o. Ð� Ð� llvi>:t.

MRS. BELLOC

LOWNDES.

I think every woman

writer would agree that.
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in a sense, she had most enjoyed writing

her first book. Indeed, I could go further

and say that a woman's first novel is almost

always her best. Even if defaced by certain

serious faultsâ��more of omission than of

commissionâ��into her first book a writer has

poured a great deal of accumulated thought

and experience, full of a fresh, springlike

quality, difficultâ��nay, almost impossibleâ��to

recapture.

However, in spite of this preamble, the

Iwok I most enjoyed writing was a short

novel entitled " The Uttermost Farthing."

As is generally the case with all my stories,

the central theme or

plot remained hidden

in my mind a great

many years before I

actually sat down to

write the story. When

living in early girlhood

in France I had the

gixxl fortune to meet

a distinguished official

of the Paris Prefec-

ture of Police, and,

talking of the strange,

inexplicable things that

happen in life, he men-

tioned the disappear-

ance of a Parisian lady

who, leaving home, as

her family- thought, for

the South of France,

was finally discovered

to have died in a train

in Brittany â�� that is,

hundreds of miles from

the place to which she

was supposed to have

gone.

The teller of this

strange story did not

offer any solution of the mystery. But the

utterly mysterious occurrence lingered in

my mind and gradually took shape in the

form worked out by me in " The Uttermost

Farthing." I wrote the story very quickly,

and though certain passages in it were re-

written again and again, as is the rase with

all my work, probably twenty-five thousand

words out of the forty thousand words com-

prising the novel remain as they were first

put down. My experience has always been

that a dramatic scene needs less re-writing

than any other kind of imaginative work,

and " The Uttermost Farthing " is, in ar

sense, compact with drama.

This little story was the first book of mine

which was really well reviewed, both in

England and America. It was translated

into French and into German anil ran as a

short serial in a Paris, a Berlin, and a Vienna

daily paper. It has also had a large sale in

thc'Tauchnitz edition, and a blind American

clergyman tried to make a play of it !

MR. H. A. VACHELL.

Your question is a ' corker." Have

you ever asked a fond mother, with a

quiverful, which of her darlings she loves

best ? Enjoyment includes ease of mind.

Some books are Iwrn

after great travail ;

others come easily and

without pangs. Nobody

can dogmatize about it.

All the same, I cannot

concei ve certain au t hors

getting enjoyment out

of writing certain books

where the theme is in-

evitably painful. Har-

land mur.t have enjoyed

writing - The Cardinal's

Snuffbox," but I cannot

envisage my old friend

Morley Roberts chort-

ling with glee over

" Hearts of Women."

1 enjoyed writing

" Blinkers" because it

is a romance of the

preconceived idea, and

preconceived ideasâ��

which seldom pan out

in practiceâ��are very

funny. I enjoyed hugely

writing ' Ouinney's,"

both play and Ixiok.

because the theme

amused me. I have had to wrestle with

other themes, dig into dull books of refer-

ence, puz/le out problems, and there is, of

course, a solid satisfaction in doing this, if

you do it well, but enjoyment

It is likely that books which arc a pleasure

to write are also a pleasure to read. I have

heard brother-scribes affirm that their best

stuff has been done ait premier C"up, almost

without effort. A young man sent a poem to

an editor, entitled " Why do I Live ? " The

editor, when returning the poem, answered

the question : "You live because you sent your

L l*>em to us instead of bringing it." But the

poor fellow may have enjoyed writing it !



WORLD of the
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HEN Wilding

Lear was

shown into

the room he

found his old friend

Professor Gaylor stand-

ing with his "right hand

resting upon a structure

the use and nature of

which Lear failed to

guess. In shape it was

like a mammoth hour-

glass, beginning with a

broad foundation, pass-

ing on to a wasp waist, and

ending in a broad top. It

stood grandfather-clock high.

and on either side of it was

placed a tall stool.

" My good friend, 1 am

glad you have come."

There was a strange

flicker in the gaze \vhich

the Professor bent on

Wilding Lear. Wearily,

a trifle nervously too,

as one who is over-

wrought, over-anxious,

he drew the lips of his

long fingers across his

wrinkled forehead to raki

aside the wisp of iron grey

hair which, dangling, overhung

his left eye. When again he

spoke it was as though for

himself alone to hear.

" My four years' labour i

ended. The mighty micro-

scope stands finished."

" So that's your

secret ! " cried Lear,

excitedly. " A micro-

scope ? "

" I have not put it

test as yet." admitted

fessor. " Iâ��Iâ��Iâ��to

clean breast of it, I have bren

afraid to look into the instrument

till I had someone, and that some-

one you, with me. Old friend,

from the beginning I counted on

you sharing my triumph, or com-

forting me in my failure."

Â¿JAMES

\VARWfCA REYNOLD?,

to the

the Pro

malee

" I am proud to stand

by your side when you

take your first look."

" You are to do more

than just stand by my

side. Ð�1 precisely the

same instant we two

look into the micro-

scope, to see what we

shall see. To this "

â��he patted the top of

the structureâ��" there

are two pairs of eye-

pieces, two pairs of

simple plano-convex lensesâ��

one pair for you, one for me."

Splendid ! 11 a v e you

charged the microscope ? "

With a liny drop of

water dipped from a ha!f-

fro/en duck-pond."

" And yon expect the

microscope to multiply

how many times ? "

Professor Gaylor

threw aloft his hands

in a gesture which

said, " The answer to

your question is beyond

me."

" Indefinite millions of

times," was his vocal reply.

Without more said the two

Id friends took their places

each on a tall stool and,

simultaneously bending

their necks, applied their

eyes to the eyepieces.

An ocean, as spacious

as the Pacific, and as

calm. No South Sea

coral isles here, how-

ever, no shimmering

\vhite sands, no luxuriant

frondons growth, no lagoons

resplendent in Oriental dyes.

Here lay a chill, stark sea.

studded with icebergs which

caught the sun's rays and

splintered them back to the

heavens like flaming sword

blades of vivid, quivering

colour. The ocean itself was
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a dark, cold blue, and occupied the whole

centre of the view. A swift general survey

of this new world lying spread under their

eyes showed the Professor and his friend

Wilding Lear a dismal, stark land, apparently

the beginning of a bleak continent blurred

far to the west ; to the south lay a great

island, rough with outcrop of rocks ; and

far to the north, just before the ice-floes

joined into a solid mass, was a cluster of

black shapes, contrasting strangely with the

vivid white of snow and ice. It was these

the scientist and his friend first scrutinized.

" WhalerÂ«, I fancy ? " exclaimed Lear,

inquiringly. " Whalers entangled in the ice.

Hallo, what's this ? "

" What's what ? " asked the Professor.

" Left middle ground. Eleven o'clock. To

the right of that mighty twin iceberg. A

ship's boat, unless I'm mistaken. And a

man, lying asleep ; orâ��orâ��can he be

dead ? "

The two friends riveted their gaze on the

tiny craft, a,nd were able to see into it as

plainly as one who looks down from the

deck of a liner into the pilot's boat alongside.

"Not dead, I think," said the Professor,

confidently. " He lies too comfortably.

Asleep, I judge. Shipwrecked, most likely."

As the Professor said this the sleeping

man suddenly flung the blanket off him, and,

jumping to his feet, stood staring in the

direction of an iceberg that rode in majestic

solitude a little distance off to. the west".

As he stood upon the thwart, rigid as a

statue, the two friends scrutinized him. ,

" You'd swear he was a Scotch mate,"

vowed Lear.

The fellow's head was covered by a mass

of hair in colour so violently red as to be

laughable, his features were blunt, chin pro-

nounced, mouth large but firm, his arms

gorilla length and of gorilla strength, his

body solid and legs violently bandy, yet

giving an impression of supports worthy of

the frame they carried. He slowly raised a

great red freckled hairy hand, and, shading

his eyes, peered keenly towards that iceberg.

" This must be an optical illusion ! "

muttered the Professor. " This man is surely

of our own world."

" It's no illusion, no delusion," said Lear.

"This vast ocean in here"â��he drummed

the tips of his fingers on the frame rffthc'

microscopeâ��" with its fleets, its islands, its

icebergs, is encompassed in one pin-point â�¢

drop of frosted water lifted from a duck-'

pond. A world reposing in the heart of an

atom, verily the World .of the Vanishing

Point." i

The Bailor was all-alive now. They dis-

covered him seated on the fore thwart. "â�¢

pulling with all his might at the oars, while

every now and again he glanced over his

shoulder to assure himself that he steered a

direct course for the twin iceberg, the biggest

berg afloat in that thickly be-berged ocean.

I ntense endeavour, strain physical and mental,

was writ plain on his face, and anxiety rapidly

growing into terror. The muscles of his

arms, his breast, his back rippled and writhed

and wove like living serpents. His teeth,

bared of the lips, slashed gleaming white

athwart his weathcrbeaten face ; gleaming

white, too, the foam that shouldered away

from the boat as he fiercely thrust over the

water. Plain that he fled from a dread.

But what ?

GAYI.OR and Lear, abandoning the

tleeing sailor, began to search the ocean

for an explanation of the man's fear.

They were not long in finding it.

A little to the south of the berg from which

the sailor was hurrying there suddenly bobbed

up from the depths the heads of a score of

creatures, something like walrus ; faces hate-

fully human-like, fringed with long, coarse

beards, and hooking from the upper jaw

over the lower terrible tusk-teeth, each a

sabre of ivory. The creatures had ears that-

unfolded, once the head emerged from the

water, as the wings of a bat unfold, until

they stood out like quaintly-cut sails. To

each point of the compass the heads of these

creatures turned ; the sharp red eyes

scrutinizing every ripple of the ocean round

about them.

" Like bloodhounds running a fresh trail,"

exclaimed the Professor, in a growl. " Have

they sighted the sailor ? "

" Not. yet, I fancy," replied Lear, his voice

trembling from ill-suppressed emotion. " But

it's a sure thing the sailor knows of their

proximity. See ! he is about to land."

The sailor thrust his boat alongside the

iceberg, jumped on to a low strand-like ridge,

secured the boat by placing a lump of ice

on the end of the painter, then began a

frantic running about, as if in search of

a place where he could hide from the long-

fanged monsters. The ridge on which the

sailorman stood had been scored out of the

solid ice by the action of the waves during

the berg's long cruise from the north, and

the best refuge the fugitive could discover

was a narrow cleft worn deep by a runnel

which trickled from the top of the berg.

Into'this the sailor jammed himself till h-

was but indifferently visible to the two

scientists, who now turned their attention to

the w;alrus-like creatures over by the second

berg.

Twenty heads were abob on the ocean.

Suddenly one shot high out of the water,

as a porpoise shoots, but instead of returning

to the deep a wonderful thing happened.

While the creature was still in the air there
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stood upon a football and went bouncing

ludicrously across a pond. There was wonder-

ful resilience in that balloon substance, and

the creature, by alternately crouching and

heaving suddenly upright, hurtled himself

across the surface of the water at an un-

believable pace, heading direct for the sea-

man's boat. At his first bound his com-

panions shot themselves out of the water,

and were after their leader, each on a balloon

of his own. So extraordinary an advance

of creatures acting in common accord had

surely never been seen by mortal eyes ! The

loader, a giant among them, easily out-

stripped his followers, and coming to the

boat at once began to pound it to pieces.

The others, bounding to the side

of their leader, joined without

delay in a saturnalia of brainless

fury, rending the planks one from

" Into this narrow cleft the sailor jammed himself. The walrus-like creaturesâ��

developed from his flapper " feet " a round

balloon, perhaps one hundred feet in diameter,

ami this, resting on the surface of the ocean

as light as a soap-bubble, balanced on its

top the atrocious walrus creature as a

pedestal carries a statue. A little while the

creature glanced keenly about him, then,

quickly lowering his shoulders, he thrust

forward his ugly head and fixed his un-

flickering gaze on the twin iceberg. The

next instant his actions caused Lear to burst

into a roar of laughter. It was as if a midget

the other and breaking each to

splinters by grasping it between

their fore flappers, heaving it

high overhead, and bringing it

shattering down upon the edges of the ice.

\Vhen they had wrecked the last plank they

stood on their floating balloons in a fierce

group, grinning in savage delight at their

senseless destruction. The gigantic leader,

at an agile bound, leapt from the water to

the strand, and the instant his balloon

touched the firm foundation of ice it squelched
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out of existence like the snapping of a soap-

bv.bble, leaving the uncouth creature standing

upright on its hind flappers. Not a moment

too soon did he leave the surface of that

surly sea.

Broken on by the berg's too deep plough-

ing, up from depths, profound, . up from

where in ineffable blackness and silence the

blunt pronged roots of the iceberg scar and

furrow the surly bed of the ocean, up and

up, accumulating velocity at each foot of

the thousands of feet of its course so that

at last it rushed with the devastating speed

of a cometâ��up, to burst through the ocean's

surface like the explosion of a mammoth

shell, came an iceberg's " calf "â��five thousand

tons of solid ice. Right underneath the

walrus host this giant " calf " burst forth into

ocean by the side of the berg fell into chaotic

agitation, raging, tearing, roaring, heaving

like a maelstrom. Masses of ice ground and

smashed one another to slush, and into this

devastating turmoil the company of fierce

walrus creatures fell back, to be battered to

shapeless masses, some to be sucked down

to depths unfathomed, others 'to be thrown

like dead fish upon the shelving shore of the

twin berg.

The giant leader, at the first upburst of

the " calf, " acted quick as thought. He hurled

himself headlong into the sea and disappeared

like a sounding whale, burying himself

fathoms deep, and, swimming with all his

strength, shot up to the surface two hundred

yards away from the turmoil of the waters.

Refilling his balloon, he stood staring towards

by alternately crouching and heaving suddenly upright, hurtled themselves across the

surface of the water, heading direct for the seaman's boat."

the air, smiting the sea into a raging turmoil

and flinging the cruel creatures, spreadeagled,

sprawling, spiralling, up to the height of the

berg's highest pinnacle ; then back the " calf "

fell smashing once more into the sea. The

Vol. Ixiii.â��17.

the berg till the raging waters died down ;

then he bounded back. As he approached

his dead followers lying on the ice a grin as

of savage delight caused his face to break

into an ugly ripple of wrinkles, and, acting
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as if he enjoyed the business, he vigorously

began to kick their bodies into the sea.

" The grimness of him, the rnthlessness of

him ! " exclaimed Lear, throwing back his

head and blinking his eyes to rest them.

" He is more callous than brute beast."

' Professor Gaylor, following his friend's

lead, sighed :â��

" Iâ��I had forgotten it is not real. I had

forgotten I was looking into a microscope."

" There's no doubt about the reality of

it," asserted Lear. " The beast is there, as

that sailor will find unless I'm mightily

mistaken."

' Lear was not mistaken. When the two

scientists again applied their oyes the creature

had forgotten its slaughtered followers and

stood intensely taut and intent, listening.

" Foolish fellow ! " exclaimed Lear. " Why

does he not wait till the beast goes away ? "

The " calf's " great billow, flung sweeping

along the strand of ice, had inundated the

sailor's hide-hole, half drowning him, but

the narrowness of the niche prevented the

water from washing him out into the ocean.

When the waters subsided the red-headed

man scrambled to his feet, and was now

furiously hacking at the face of the ice with

his sheath-knife.

" The fear of the beast has shifted his

mental balance," exclaimed Gaylor. " He

digs his knife senselessly into the unrespond-

ing berg."

" There's method in his madness," contra-

dicted Lear. " Unless I'm a Dutchman, he's

endeavouring to hew steps up that sloping

crevice, so that he may escape on to the

plateau higher up the berg. What's this ? "

LEAK'S cry caused the Professor to glance

at the plateau high above the one on

which the sailorman and monster stood,

and a wonderful sight met him. Out from a

narrow flaw in the side of the berg, advancing

with the utmost caution, a girl emerged, her

head bare. And what a beautiful head, to

be sure ! Crowned by an abundance of hair

that billowed and braided, tumbled and

twisted in all dazzling shades of gold, hair as

of spun sunshine which formed a scintillating

- setting for a face too dazzling for the eyes

of mortal to look upon without ecstasy. The

forehead was of the purest ivory, the cheeks

of a delicate pink; the eyes flashed liquid

"fire, the teeth were like pearls. The scientists,

at first glimpse of the perfect face, drew

in their breath with a gasp, their hearts

began to run with the rub-a-dub of a kettle-

drum,

A little while the girl paused, too timorous

to venture boldly out from the safety of her

home in the ice ; her eyes were expressive of

surprise, so that the Professor and his friend

believed that she, like the ugly monster,

heard the '' jab-jab " of the sailor's knife

against the ice without being able to guess

what it could be that set the noise a-wing.

At length the girl did venture fully forth,

and poised a-tiptoe upon the platean towards

which the sailor hacked his way. So ethereal

a creature was she that the colour-flames

flung from the ice appeared to strike through

her ; a being as if created of gossamer,

delicately, exquisitely modelled and as airy

as a thistledown, a veritable nereid of the

immaculate ice ! The radiant girl, still a-tip-

toe, ventured forward and stood quiveringly

vital, finger to lips, head inclined, and she

listened intently. In a little while, out from

the same aperture in the ice came forth, as

palpitating, as hesitatingly as their leader,

a troop of girls, each one as beautiful as the

first, round whom they now clustered in

anxious wonderment.

The red-headed, be-freckled. coarse-handed

sailorman continued viciously to stab the

knife into the ice ; the loathly walrus stood

still in indecision as to the direction of the

sounds.

Presently the arms- and sides of the ice-

nereid queen began to quiver, and, as a new-

born dragon-fly first unfurls its wings, two

resplendent wings of many-coloured gauze

fluttered forth to shake free their outer

limits, and gradually the wings grew greater

and greater, until they reached from the

girl's feet to quiver far above her head.

With a resilient upspring she now launched

herself into the air, and with her radiant wings

beating at such a rate that they shone all

around her, like a heat-haze of brilliant tints,

she darted from the berg and out over the

sea, where, poising as a humming-bird poises

before entering the bell of a flower, she took

a keen general survey of the iceberg.

Strangely enough, perhaps because of the

noise made by his knife on the ice, it was

the sailor who first attracted her notice, and,

curiosity overcoming timidity, she ventured

forward in tentative, tiny spurts, her whole

being a-flutter from apprehension, which,

however, was not strong enough to defeat

the delightful inquisitiveness of her sex.

Nearer and nearer she approached, all'her

wits centred on the strange being who, quite

unaware of her presence, hacked hard at the

ice.

" My girl, look out ! " suddenly barked

Lear, in a voice ringing with alarm and

horror.

The Professor's face blanched, for at Lear's

cry he realized the pinch of the danger into

which the timorous, delicate fairy-girl was

advancing.

Beneath her the gruesome walrus creature

had dropped into the sea, and now crouched

on his inflated balloon. When the girl poised

almostdirectlv above him the monitor bounded
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" Beneath her the gruesome walrus creature now crouched on his inflated balloon, his

sibre-teeth ready to slash."
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into the air, his face turned skyward and his

sabre-teeth ready to slash.

At the very instant in which the balloon

was well clear of the water the girl caught

a glimpse of the beast projecting himself into

the air with the velocity of a flung spear,

straight for her. Quick as thought she acted.

She was not so foolish as to try to fly higher,

for to get momentum to mount takes time ;

she could not dart forward for fear of dashing

her head against the berg ; she dared not

drop, for to do so would be to project herself

between the horror's jaws. Seizing her only

chance, the girl began to fling herself side-

ways and to roll over and over, folding her

wings as she went so that they might not

impede her gyrations. Not a fraction of a

second was lost in hesitation. Yet she could

not propel herself quite out of harm's way,

nor furl her wings in time. The black beast,

coming nearly on a level with the fragile girl,

and seeing her all but out of his reach,

slashed one swift slash on chance, and a

tusk cut clean as a knife through the delicate

gauze of her left wing. A second time he

slashed with fierce velocity, this time missing

by the fraction of an inch. However, already

the damage was done. Her right wing

expanded full and a-quiver of life, but her

left drooped hapless as the sail of a ship in

the doldrums. The beautiful being's face,

hitherto so pink and sentient, went deadly

pale as, in spite of the frantic beating of her

uninjured wing, she began to flutter help-

lessly down towards the water, where already

the beast, having deflated his balloon, was

bobbing about, his body submerged, his head

and shoulders in the air, waiting for his

fragile victim to sink into his grim jaws.

PROFESSOR GAYLOR, as though stung

by a hornet, jerked his head away from

the microscope, and began to stride the

room in anguish.

"It is beyond me to witness such a

horror ! " he barked. " How did I dare

create this terror-revealing microscope ? "

A shout from Lear, however, brought him

hurrying back ; again he glued his eyes to

the eyepiece, and with his heart all the

while beating and bumping from excitement,

he beheld a display of affection on the one

side and savagery on the other the like of

which mortal eyes had seldom witnessed.

The beautiful girl's companions suddenly

came flying forth in a daring bunch, they

surrounded their stricken leader, taking hold

of her by the arms, the legs, the wings, the

n^ck, the very hair of her golden head, and,

while their wings beat the air more rapidly

than ever humming-bird's vibrated, they

managed, but only just, to keep the girl

from sinking any lower, at the same

time, little by little, inch by inch, they

edged her ever nearer and nearer to the

iceberg.

At the first sign of this attempted rescue

the walrus beast flew into a veritable frenzy

of savagery. He inflated his balloon and

began to bounce furiously into the air and

striking right and left at the swarm of fragile

creatures that hovered just out of hiÂ«

reach. In his highest bound he met with

luck, but only with a little, for he managed

to slice a cut in the foot of one of the girls

who was flying the lowest of the lot. She.

plucky, pretty thing, carried on as though

she were not wounded, purring her wings

with the best of them, and never giving the

least indication of relinquishing or desiring

to relinquish her share in the saving of he;

leader.

" Why does not the monster bounce upon

the strand.? " cried the Professor. ' From

its elevation he could not fail to reach them."

" His balloon is too tender for the ice,"

replied I^ar, impatiently.

Frantically the walrus beast hurtled into

the air, but fortune was not with him, for

the girlÂ«, with a final-burst of energy, shot

their wounded sister on to the ledge quite

out of harm's way ; then all flung themselves

down and writhed in the throes of utter

exhaustion.

" They've saved her ! " cried the Professor,

as much in relief as in triumph. " Fvery one

of them deserves the Victoria Cross."

" If only the sailorman can now hack his

way to that same ledge, I'll breathe again."

admitted Lear, with a sigh.

The Professor and his friend glanced to

see what had become of the sailor, and found

his red head protruding from the crevice,

his eyes staring in fear and awe at having

witnessed the life-and-death struggle.

Abruptly he hurried back into his niche

and began to hack away with redoubled

energy. The walrus creature was paying no

attention to the noise : he still continued to

bound high in the air, apparently for no

purpose than to catch a greedy glimpse of

the girls who had escaped his murderous

fangs. A little while passed before the girls

one by one got upon their feet. With the

utmost gentleness they assisted their leader

and the other wounded one into the ice cave.

Professor Gaylor and his friend took .a

breather. Their eyes were strained, their

brains required clarifying, their nerves, taut

for minutes, needed easing no. Together

they took a few turns of the room, by which

time their sight and emotions had become

more nearly normal.

It was as well the men resumed their

watch at the moment they did, for otherwise

they might not have been able to understand

the goings-on.

The walrus horror had ceased to bounce ;
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once more he stood on the ice-strand, listening.

The sailorman was driving in the blade of

his knife, chipping off lumps of ice, which

fell to his feet like splintered diamonds, and

already he had fashioned in the ice three

steps on the slope, upon the second of which

he.stood, to carve a fourth. Presently â�¢ the.

walrus, advancing soft of tread, passed along,

scrutinizing the face of the berg until he

came to the crevice wherein was the sailor.

He peered in. On seeing the man his lips

curled in a savage snarl, and although the

place was much too narrow to admit his

bulk, he wasted some little time in futile

attempts to squeeze himself in. Defeated,

he raised himself to his full height, then with

those strong ivory tusks of his ho llegan to

slash at the ice at a spot some distance above

the sailorman's head. No one who saw him

could doubt that the creature's intention

was to hack out an opening, so as to cut

the poor sailorman off from reaching the

plateau of safety. At every slash of the

tusks chunks and splinters of ice flew. The

sailorman, hearing the noise, glanced up,

and the sight he beheld crashed upon his

brain with such force that he lost grip of

fingers and toes and fell in a heap to the

bottom of the crevice. A moment only he

lay, then lie sprang to his feet, scaled the

steps, and fell furiously to work again.

Although the scientists could not hear the

faintest indication of a sound, yet they did

not doubt that there, in that weird world of

the vanishing point, the labours of the sailor

and the beast must resound with great noise,

and this fact was impressed stronger on

them when they beheld the troop of fairy-

girls cautiously steal out from their home in

the ice as if to investigate a noise. To lend

each other courage they joined hands, and

tiptoeing to the edge of their plateau they

peered over. When they saw the furious

activity of the beast they scudded back, and

stood each with her hands pressed to her

bosom, staring in quick alarm the one at the

other.

On a suelden they all started to gesticulate

â��all but one. This oneâ��she was slightly

taller than-her sisters-s-very.-soberly began

to unfold her gossamer filament wings even

while her sisters, laying gentle restraining

hands on her, appeared to be imploring her

not to put into action some intention she

had announced to them. But the girl, gently

too, lifted their hands from off her shoulders,

smiled on each one of them in turn, and,

spreading her wings, fluttered up and up and

up until she overtopped the peak of the

towering berg, when she volleyed herself

with the speed of an arrow straight into .the

west. The scientists followed her with their

eyes until she blurred into a sort of mist.

Returning to the iceberg, the men saw

quite a different send-off. Another girl, one

of the tiniest of the lot, was opening her

wings, to the applause of her sisters, who all

danced about her encouragingly. This girl

did not need to beat her way tip and over

the berg, but flew straight out over the ocean,

heading due north. The others, springing

into the air, escorted her a- little distance

on her way, and on returning poured into

their ice-home, perhaps to report to their

wounded leader A little while later this

second girl blurred out of vision as the first

had done, allowing the spectators to shift

their eyes to the berg again.

The sailorman had just finished his fourth

step and now hacked at his fifth. The walrus

monster, working more furiously than ever,

caused the chips and splinters of ice to fly

as a planing machine flings from it the short

shavings of an oak plank. Even in the short

spell he had axed out a big cavity over the

sailor's head.

TIME passed. Every now and again a

couple of fairy-girls hand-in-hand woul< i

tip-toe out of the translucent ice for an

instant or so to peer over the brink of their

plateau at the man and the monster ; then

to scud back, as if to report progress to their

queen. They were in great trepidation.

Again the scientists rested their eyes.

" The sailor is a gone coon, I fear," sighed

Wilding I.ear. " The brute is heading him

off easily. He's doomed."

' I can't bear to think of him losing," said

the Professor. " To see a living being fighting

for life, and fighting a losing fight, is more

than my nerves can stand. If this poor

fellow is fated to lose, I would bite my thumb

off rather than be a witness to his defeat."

When the two resumed their watch nothing

of great moment had happened. The sailor

still hacked, the monster still rended. One

of the girls was just emerging from the ice ;

she spread her iridescent wings, mounted and

spiralled up as if reconnoitring the far dis-

tance, then, fluttering down, she seemed to

call in to the others. Out a bevy of them

came and, launching themselves into the

air, they-poised-like a group of glittering

angels a little distance from the berg.

" What's this approaching ? " sang out

Lear. " There, to the west ! "

A dim black blotch in the sky caught the

Professor's eye. It was rapidly emerging

from a nebulous to a concrete form as it

hurtled more and more into focus.

" A flying thing of sorts, ' ' ejaculated Gaylor,

eagerly.

The fairy-girls had fallen into extreme

agitation. The smaller and more fragile of

them were urged home to the iceberg, and

scurried out of sight as schoolgirls run from

a wolf ; the stronger spread themselves out
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to either hand and some mounted higher.

Soon the flying thing from the west became â�¢

much more distinct, and its flight was found

to be mightily erratic. It shot up, it dived

down, it flung clumsy, heavy lurches to one

side, then to the other, and, indeed, seemed

incapable of flying straight.

" It pursues ! " cried Lear, whose eyes

were sharper than Gaylor's. " And, yes, the

winged girl !

She was so tiny, so indefinite compared

with the big black blotch, that for a while

Gaylor failed to detect her as she darted

through the air. And in that air she played

as eccentric as a minnow in a stream, doubling,

twisting, tumbling, turning, but ever hurtling

herself on towards the iceberg, towards home,

towards safety : all the while closely pursued

by a monster flying thing, black as a crow,

with a head like a griffin and long legs ending

in talons of horn to equal the walrus creature's

tusks. At every dart and twist of the girl

the black vampire twisted too, uncouth but

wonderfully agile, and with one or other of

its talon-claws struck at the fragile, gossamer

creature a stroke that, had it so much as

touched her, would have impaled its victim

past all escape. But the dauntless creature of

light and colour and gauze, although palpably

in the pangs of terror and exhaustion, nimbly

evaded each blow, if only by a hair's-breadth,

and came tumbling on.

Presently the whole bevy of iridescent

girls poising there over the blue waters,

glittering in the sun like a handful of up-flung

chatf, awoke to activity, and flew sure and

swift as arrows direct for the black vampire's

head, cutting in between their now distressed

sister and the ugly thing of prey/ This

vampire darted hither and thither, be-

wildered by the multitude, and the girls, one

by one taking the post of danger, flashed

before the winged vampire's eyes erratic as

a reflection flung by a shaking mirror,

causing the creature to lose sight of its

original quarry and at every turn to take

on the new one. Lear laughed with delight

when he saw the game. The exhausted girl,

now freed from pursuit, hurried direct to

the iceberg and staggered panting into the

icy doorway, while her sisters continued to

tumble and twist and turn, now stopping

dead, nowspiralling.spinning, diving, glancing

off as though ricochetting on the air, yet all

the time tempting the grizzly black thing

ever on towards the twin berg.

â�¢'Now we shall see fur fly ! " exclaimed

Lear. " The plucky little souls are leading

one horror to combat with another.''

HE spoke true. Having enticed the black-

winged creature immediately over the

spot where the walrus quarried at the

ice, the girl?, at a reckless spurt, shot them-

selves headlong into the crevice and alighted

at the very feet of the sailorman. The next

instant down thundered the black vampire,

out raked its terrible talons, home they

struck with deadly certainty deep into the

shoulders of the walrus monster ; then, the

huge wings laboriously, furiously flapping,

up off the ice was hoisted the astonished

walrus.

Taken completely by surprise, the beast

hung limp for a moment, when, flying into

a flurry of savagery, it began to squirm and

double, lithe as an impaled otter. It threw

back its ivory tusks and struck with tremend-

ous force straight at the breast of the vam-

pire. When the blow hit home the vampire

flung its wings wide, ceasing to beat the air,

and for a second it looked as though the

two were about to fall down into the ocean,

but once again, and this time more frantic

than ever, those huge wings of tough black

hide thundered in the air. Higher and ever

higher those wings careered, and all the

while the vampire and the walrus monster

fought with tooth, tusk, and claw. Fur was

flying like chaff in a whirlwind, great tufts

of. it were torn off from both combatants,

and patches of hide as well, for the vampire

was as devoid of feather and as well clothed

in fur as the walrus creature itself.

Up upon the higher plateau of the ice, to

look on at the gigantic battle, now fluttered

the girls, big and little, young and old, and

out to stand in their midst came their beauti-

ful queen, whose wounded wing was bound

neatly to her side. Out from the crevice

crept the red-headed sailorman to turn his

befreckled face skyward to watch the furious

battle in the air, a battle that ever receded

from him higher and higher. In strength

the two creatures were evenly matched ; in

tenacity, in savagery, in weapons of offence ;

but the vampire, having its adversary in an

unfamiliar medium, the air, held what at

first seemed an advantage. Yet was it really

an advantage ? If the walrus had been on

ice the vampire could iiave made free use of

its terrible talons, to strike and to tear, but

up here in the very blue of the sky it felt

itself 'Compelled to hang hold of its prey

and to fight with its terrible jaws. It

drove its claws deeper and deeper into the

walrus creature, and strvck its horny head

with the crash of a steam-hammer smashing

on the head of its foe, who, in his turn,

stabbed and slashed with sabre-tusks, ripping

a mighty gash at every blow. From each

creature blood flowed freely. Plainly the

fight up in the vault of heaven could not

last much longer ; plainly, too, it was a

death-fight.

At length the altitude limit was reached.

The vampire could mount no higher. The

fierceness of the fight, the hurt of the wounds,
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" The next instant down thundered the black vampire, out raked its tenible talons,

home they struck deep into the shoulders of the walrus monster."



25''

The World of the Vanishing Point

the loss of blood and the weight of its burden,

brought the skinny, horny, flying creature

to a stop while still its leather wings furiously

beat upon the air. Then suddenly the

wings, which, heretofore so masterful, had

buoyed up the battlers, drooped with the

pathetic limpness of a cut flower that has

exhausted its water, and, lurching sideways,

the vampire began to fall.

The walrus, sensing victory, struck more

furiously vigorous than ever before. The

vampire, reviving and not to be outdone,

drove its vicious jaws in deep, and renewing

its strength moment by moment it began

tearing out and redigging in its mighty claws.

Over and over in deadly embrace the two

tumbled in a wild chaotic descent, a descent

that became faster ami faster at every turn.

The scientists, holding their breath, saw the

girls dash scurrying for the protection of

the ice, they saw the sailorman cower back

into his crevice. Still locked in the embrace

of hate the two monsters, with the velocity

of a crumpled aeroplane, hurtled through

the air and in their descent first struck upon

the side of the iceberg a glancing blow, then

in a vast bound they shot down to the

surface of the sea and there they lay,

mangled, broken, their wide-open eyes filmed

over in death. Only for a little while the

waves toyed with them, slowly swirling

them around as to the touch of a gentle

maelstrom, then, with startling suddenness,

engulfed them into the depths.

PROFESSOR GAYLOR jumped from the

high stool to the floor, his parchment

cheeks wrinkled in the first smile that

had come to him since the waters of the

strange ocean were spread out to his gaze.

Lear followed, radiant. His delight that the

girls should have risked their lives to save the

life of a shipwrecked sailor was unbounded.

" Noble creatures ! " he kept exclaiming

as he nibbed his hands together in glee.

" Noble creatures ! Plucky souls, frail and

beautiful as butterflies, yet lion brave. At

the risk of their own lives they saved the

life of a common sailor."

A full five minutes passed before the

friends remounted to their high stools, and

when they peered through the eyepieces the

sight that greeted them was one to warm the

cockles of their heart. The sylph girls stood

together in a glittering group each in the act

of shaking free her wings to hover over the

berg, when to them flew the tiny sister who

had sped off to the north just before the

coming of the vampire. This sibyl pointed

towards the quarter whence she came, and

the scientists beheld a clumsy, sturdy whaling

ship holding soberly over the waves, curtsying

and yawing a ponderous course straight for

the iceberg.

" A rescue ship ! " cried Lear, in delight.

" I guessed as much."

Down from their plateau on to the lower

strand the fragile creatures now fluttered

one by one, each a link in surely the loveliest

" ladies' chain " mortal eyes had ever danced

to behold, and out from his crevice they

beckoned the brawny, be-freckled sailorman.

He came forth willingly. Using him as

morris-dancers use a maypole the girls joined

hands and began, light, nimble as fairy folk,

to circle around him, slowly, sedately at first,

but each succeeding encircling increased in

zest and spin. Round and around they

tiptoed, so that the motion grew into a dizzy

whirl ; on and on, still faster and faster,

they spun, till at length individual form

became merged into a whirling band, and the

red-headed sailorman, a mighty grin on his

freckled face, stood encompassed, Saturn-

like, by a zone of dazzling, dancing, flashing

colour, a zone for ever weaving and blending

in inspiring harmonies to out-bcdazzlc the

splendour of a rainbow's proud-flung arch.

A new light now pervaded the world of the

vanishing point, a light as of the aurora

borealis, deep-dyed, resplendent ; and this

light, striking down upon the face of the

waters, kindled into diamond flames each

mighty berg till it glowed and scintillated

with ardent fires. The vast ocean lay an

enamel of dark blue studded with brilliant

gems.

The scientists stared, fascinated. The old

whaler came alongside the twin iceberg.

The radiant dance died down ; the sailorman

was rowed aboard, and the girls, having

waved a merry good-bye, tripped one by one

into their ice palace. Darkness snuggled

down upon the world of the vanishing point.

BEFORE evaporation wrecks the wonder-

ful world we have been permitted to

peep into, let us replace the drop of

water in the duckpond," said Wilding Lear,

speaking under his breath, for the awe of

the infinitely large in the infinitely small lay

heavy upon his soul.

Professor Gaylor, his fingers a-tremble in

his eagerness not to lose a moment, handed

out to Lear the glasses between which lay

the tin)' film of duck-pond water.



VARIATIONS

orv a personal iKeme

LANDON RONALD

Illustrated by Bert Thomas.

VARIATION V

In the Theatre.

FEW musicians have, I suppose, had

more varied experience with the

theatrical profession than I have had.

Indeed, the first fifteen years of my

career were passed within the four walls of a

theatre. First came " L'Enfant Prodigue,"

as I have told in another chapter. Then

followed several tours as conductor with

comic operas under the management of

Horace Sedgcr and William Greet. After

that I went to Sir Augustus Harris, and was

conducting English opera at Drury Lane and

Italian opera on tour when Mr. Tom B.

Davis got the lease of the Lyric Theatre and

engaged me to conduct his comic opera

productions there. I stayed with him for

some years, and I look back upon that

engagement with the greatest possible

pleasure, as he was always kindness itself

and always made me feel that I ought to be

doing much better and higher class work.

He is a man who always says very bluntly

exactly what he means, and therefore those

who work under him generally know exactly

where they are. As an instance, I remember

when he was managing director of the

Theatre Royal, Birmingham, that some little

official, who was a local man, was continually

making futile suggestions as to how the

theatre should be run. I was present on

one of these occasions, when Mr. Pavis

turned round very abruptly to the young

man and said, "Now, look here, Mr. So-and-

so ; your ideas may be very good, but I prefer

rr v own ; so with your permission we will

keep to them, and pray don't worry yourself

any further, or you may get brain fever ! "

ONE other incident comes to my mind. It

was during the run of " Floradora."

Mr. Davis had a habit of coming on

the stage after the performance to discuss

matters with myself and the stage manager,

and there was one particular actress in the

theatre who always rushed up to him most

gushingly and inquired how his " dear wife "

was, or she hoped " dear Mrs. Davis " was

well. He hated gush of any kind, and whis-

pered to me, " I know I shall be very rude

to that lady one night if she continually

bombards me with questions about my wife's

health." The night, alas, arrived ! Mr.

Davis came on the stage as usual and was

inclined to be irritable and bad-tempered.

Up rushed the lady in her most gushing

manner, seized him by the arm, and said,

" And how is dear Mrs. Davis ? " He

replied, in an acrid tone of voice and with an

expression on his face quite indescribable

unless you know the man, " Now, Miss S ,

my wife is very well. When she is ill, I will let

you know; it will save us a lot of trouble ! "

He lent me for a few months to Marie

Tempest, when she made her debut as a

serious actress in " Nell Gwynn? " at the

Prince of Wales's Theatre, and I produced

Edward German's charming music to that

play. This she followed with " Masks and

Faces " by her husband, Cosmo Gordon

Lennox, for which I wrote the incidental

music. After this I returned to my former

post to conduct " Floradora " and to produce

" The Silver Slipper." It was at the end

of the run of the latter piece that I deter-

mined to give up conducting in a theatre

for once and for always, and turned my

attention seriously to concert conducting.

Nothing has ever tempted me to return to

the theatre either for grand or comic opera,

although I have had many tempting offers.

This has not prevented me from writing or

arranging or producing incidental music on

several occasions during the last few years.

Two such events stand out clearly in my

memory. The first, the production of

Gabriel Fauna's beautiful music to Forbes-

Robertson's " Pelleas and Melisande " at the

Prince of Wales's Theatre; the second, arrang-

ing some of Beethoven's music to Tree's pro-

duction of the play called " Beethoven.'

I consider that when Johnston Forbes-
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Robertson thought fit to retire from the

stage this country lost the greatest tragedian

of our generation. Apart from his wonderful

histrionic gifts, he was one of the gentlest,

dearest creatures in the world with whom to

work. I thoroughly enjoyed my few weeks

with him during the run of " Pelleas and

Melisande." Maeterlinck was then caviare

to the multitude, and the experiment was

a very risky one financially. The cast was a

superb one, Mrs. Patrick Campbell playing

Melisande, Martin Harvey Pelleas, and

Forbes-Robertson Goliaud. Ian Robertson

(Johnston's brother) produced the play, and,

as I have said, Gabriel FaurÃ© (the late

Directeur of the Paris Conservatoire) wrote

some beautiful incidental music, and I con-

ducted. The play was only done at matinees,

and as far as I can remember was not more

than a succÃ¨s d'estime.

A similar fate awaited Tree's production

of " Beethoven," which Louis N. Parker had

translated from the French. Tree asked me

to go and see him. He told me quite frankly

that he had already approached Richter,

but that he had refused the offer, so I was

offered the job. It appealed to me, and I

put my heart and soul into it. For three

weeks I had to pass my life at His Majesty's

Theatre, and it was during this period that

I got to know Herbert Tree really well. I

found him a man of infinite charm, infinite

pose (which had become almost second nature

to him), and infinite kindliness of heart.

He was often intensely irritating in the

theatre, and at times I found him specially

difficult owing to his amazing ignorance of

music. I remember I had taken the first

few bars of the divine Andante movement

from the Ninth Symphony to accompany a

cert4in touching speech in the play. He

stopped me in the middle of it, complaining

that the orchestra was too loud. I got it to

play pianissimo. He stopped us again. He

didn't like the clarionet. I pointed out that

it was a flute and that it happened to be

Beethoven's own scoring, and that I was not

prepared to alter it. It was all no good. He

said he didn't Irker.or approve of the scoring

and wanted it out. I kept to my g%ns antt

refused, beginning to feel that I simply

could not stand such ridiculous criticism.

And herein came his sensitiveness ! In two

minutes he had come round to me, laying

his hand kindly on my shoulder, saying,

" My dear Ronald, how thoughtless I am !

Here you've been rehearsing for four hours

and had nothing to eat or drink. I've sent

at once for some sandwiches and half a pint

of champagne for you. That'll put you

right." I thanked him cordially and was

really touched by his kindness, but whispered

to him, " It's just like youâ��but the flute

must remain in ! " And it did !

HE got the better of me, however, (he

following week. He asked me one night

to supper in the Dome, and we were

talking about the piece and the music, when he

suddenly said, " Ronald, as Beethoven dies

and the curtain falls, I want the orchestra

to play the Ninth Symphony ! " He gave

forth this dictum with a magnificent gesture,

worthy of Svengali. I am perfectly con-

vinced that he had not the remotest idea

what a Symphony was, and that he had

confused the term with the introductory

bars or " symphony " to a song. However,

I answered him perfectly seriously, but

perhaps with a glint in my eyes, " A capital

idea, my dear Tree, a great idea ! But I

am only wondering whether the audience

will remain seated for an hour after the end

of the piece, and also whether you will mind

paying a chorus of at least fifty or sixty

people to sing when the play is over."

He asked me what I meant by " an hour,"

and I explained to him that that was the

length of the work. He said he had for-

gotten that, but I knew that he had never

known it i A pause ensued, and after a

little deliberation he said, " Can you do an

excerpt from the choral part ?" I told him

it was possible, but 1 pointed out the expense.

This was the last thing he considered, and it

was there and then arranged that a chorus

should be engaged and trained, and that the

orchestra should play on the stage just for

five minutes. The effect was most dramatic,

and his suggestion proved to be right.

His sense of humour was a joy, and he

was extremely fond of bringing out aphorisms

of an amusing kind. There are so many

stories connected with his name, which have

been told over every dinner-table and printed

in every paper, that to attempt to tell a

new one would almost savour of imperti-

nence. But the following anecdote, if not

new, has, as far as I know, never appeared

in print, and with many apologies to those

to whom it may be a " chestnut," I venture

to tell it now. As far as I can remember, it

was just about this period that Signor

Grassi, the great Sicilian tragedian, visited

this country and gave a season at the Garrick

Theatre. Tree, as the acknowledged " head ' '

of the profession, thought it would be a nice

compliment to Grassi to give him a supper in

the Dome of His Majesty's Theatre. The

date was arranged, and about fifteen or

twenty of the best-known " lights " in the

fine arts and science were duly invited to

meet the great Sicilian. The party was in

every way a success, and in a happy and

graceful extempore speech Tree bid Signor

Grassi a hearty welcome. It was getting

very late, and about two o'clock or half-past

two Grassi (who had had considerably more

champagne than was good for him) made a
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move to go.

Everybody at

once rose to their

feet, and Grassi (in

true Sicilian fash-

ionl began making

his adieux by kiss-

ing everyone on

both cheeks with

great warmth. A

'ook of horror

came ovei Tree's

iace as he edged

away from his

guest, murmuring

to Cecil King, his

stage manager,

" Take him down

in the lift, and I'll

walk down. / will

not be kissed by

Grassi." After

some difficulty a

hansom cab was

obtained for the

purpose of taking

Grassi home, and

Tree was waiting

to help him in,

when, without the

slightest warning,

he flung both arms

round Tree and

kissed h i m fer-

vently on both

cheeks ! Tree's

expression was a

study ! He suc-

ceeded in control-

ling his feelings,

however, and

asked h i s guest

politely and frigidly where he lived, so that

he might direct the cabman. This seemed

to puzzle Grassi. As a matter of fact,

it leaked out afterwards that he was stay-

ing in some very shabby apartments in a

very shabby street in Soho with a Sicilian

ice-cream merchant, a friend of his youth.

After some hesitation, Grassi replied, " If

you pleece, ask him to take me Garrrrick

Teatro." Tree, addressing the cabman, said,

" Take this gentleman to the Garrick

Theatre." The cabman looked down scorn-

fully, and asked, " What the blankety blank

does 'e "want to go to the Garrick Feater for

at this time o' night ?" "I don't know,"

was Tree's quick rejoinder, " but I should

think he has forgotten to kiss the fireman ! "

My latest connection with the theatre has

been with my old friends Arthur Collins and

Alfred Butt, for their production of " The

Garden of Allah." When Arthur Collins

wrote to me and asked me to write the

Without the slightest warning he flung both arms round Tree and

kissed him fervently on both cheeks."

incidental music for this play it appealed to

me greatly and brought back many memories.

I have already shown how much Arthur

Collins was connected with my youthful

days. The same remark applies to Robert

Hichens, the author of the book, who, as I

have said elsewhere, was a fellow-student oÃ

mine at the Royal College of Music, and

used to bring me lyrics and ask me to sot

them to music, when we were both youngsters.

Sir Alfred Butt I used to know when he

occupied a very small position in the office ot

the Palace Theatre. He and the acting man-

ager at that period used to lunch every day

a'; the Trocadero, where I always joined them,

and it was a serious point when it came for

us to toss who should pay for coffee, because

neither Butt nor myself could really afford it.

It was therefore with no ordinary feelings

that I once again found myself associated

with Collins, Hichens, and Butt, all of whom

I have known for over twenty-five years.
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Needless to say the association proved of

the pleasantest, and my work for ' The

Garden of Allah "â��which, incidentally, I

consider is some of the best music I have

ever writtenâ��was nothing but a pleasure

from the moment I undertook it. I promised

Collins to conduct the first night. After-

wards I wished I hadn't ! It will be remem-

bered by many that the great scene of the

play is a sand-storm. I shall never forget

its effect on the first night ! When it was all

over and the lights went up, I found to my

horror that I was completely covered in

sand from head to foot. I looked round, to

find the dress-coats of the men in the

orchestra also covered with it. Some wag

(as a matter of fact. I believe it was that

wicked fellow Herman Finck) wrote to Sir

Alexander Mackenzie : ' Have you heard

about Sand-on Ronald the first night at

Drury Lane ? " Such outrageous jokes should

be punishable by law !

VARIATION VI.

Potpourri

I HAVE often been asked who I consider

was the greatest conductor. The ques-

tion always reminds me of tfa? story

of the lady who asked Liszt what he

thought of Thalberg. Liszt replied : " He

is the king of pianists." But, Master,"

rejoined the gushing damsel, " what of your-

self ? ' 'I am the only pianist in the

world," said Liszt. Without in any way

wishing to infer that I am emulating Liszt,

my reply to the question about conductors

is, and always has been, " Nikisch is the king

of conductors." As such he appeals to me.

In private life he is really charming. He

possesses the most delightful speaking voice,

perfect manners, great understanding, and

sympathy. He is a good raconteur, and told

me a story of an unrehearsed incident which

took place when he was conducting the Roston

Symphony Orchestra. Paderewski was to

make his first appearance on this particular,

occasion, and at rehearsal the orchestra gave

him an overpowering reception. One of the

'cellists became very excited, and stood up

and made a little speech. This was an un-

heard-of breach of etiquette. But no cries

of â�¢ Order "or ' Sit down " had any effect

upon him. It turned out that he was a Pole.

He ended his oration, glowing with patriotic

pride, thus : " You see there Paderewskiâ��

my countrymanâ��a Poleâ��(crescendo). He is

like Caesarâ��(fortissimo) ' He came, he saw,

he inquired ' " !

I have known John Drinkwater for close on

twenty years. I knew him when he lived

in a tiny little house just outside Birming-

ham, and when he used to pay his shilling to

come and listen to mv Promenade Concerts

there. He was a great enthusiast on music in

those days, and was a bit of a dreamer and

much of a poet. Not a great deal of his work

had been published then, but that which had

appeared made its impression in the right

quarter, though I remember it being criti-

cized as being rather involved. I felt and

knew that he would make a great name for

himself, and always told him so. In 1908 a

little book of poems by him was published

by the Samurai Press entitled " Lyrical and

Other Poems," and he sent me a copy, with a

charming dedication. Imagine my pleasure

when 1 found that one of them was written

about myself. I don't think the book ever

had much success, although there is some

splendid poetry in it. I am so very proud

of the one he wrote about me that, without

asking the permission of his publisher or

himself, I reproduce it here :â��

TO LANDOX RONALD.

Communion with the souls that vigil kept

Along the shores l hat girt the world's unrest.

And gathered mighty music in their quest,

Is thine . the undiscovered joy that leapt

To trysting hearts what time their kindred slept,

The yearning and the wonder manifest

To these that through uncharted regions pressed,

Are of thine high election to accept.

Among the little line of votarists

To beauty's holiness, thou stand'st elate.

Thy spirit stirred by ravellings of fate,

Love's patient lips and fear's antagonists ;

Thou too art one of God's evangelists,

Tu sweetest revelation dedicate.

Leoncavallo was a fat, good-natured

fellow, very fond of eating, and somewhat

ponderous for an Italian. I knew him in

the "nineties when he had made a Ã�irore with

his opera " Pagliacci." I met him once

many years after, and it was then that he

recounted to me an incident which occurred

in a little town in Italy called Forli, known

for its silk factories, but of course boasting

its own Opera Honse, notwithstanding its

population was not more than forty thousand.

He was there by chance, and saw that a per-

formance of " Pagliacci " was in the evening

bill.- Nobody -knew he was there, and he

decided to go and listen to it incognito. At

the opera he sat beside an enthusiastic young

lady, who noticed that he never applauded,

but on the contrary showed signs of boredom.

4 Why don't you applaud ? Don't you like

it ? " she asked. The composer, much

amused, answered disagreeably, " No ; on

the contrary, I find it great rubbish and un-

original. It is the work of a dilffante."

" Then you must be very ignorant of music,"

she replied, indignantly. " On the contrary."

said Leoncavallo, " it is because I know what

I am talking about that makes me so certain

my opinion is correct." He then tried to
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persuade her that this particular aria was

stolen from Bizet, that another motive was

from Wagner, and that such and-such a bit

was taken from Verdi, and so on, and so on.

She looked at him with pity in her eyes and

remained quiet till the end of the perform-

ance. " And all that you have told me is

your honest opinion of ' Pagliacci ' ? " she

asked, rising to leave. " Every word of it,"

said the composer. " All right," she said ;

" one day you'll be sorry for it." He bowed

low to her and they separated. Next morn-

ing, reading the chief local paper, his eye fell

upon an article headed in big letters,

" Leoncavallo on his own opera ' Pagliacci,' "

and, to his utter confusion, found his conver-

sation of the previous evening written out

word for word and accredited to the proper

source. The enthusiastic young lady turned

out to be a lady reporter who recognized him

at once, and who proved too smart for him.

He swore to me that he had never said an

unkind word about his own music since.

In 1894 Augustus Harris engaged an entire

Italian Opera Company to appear at Drury

Lane, and it was then that the first per-

formance of Puccini's " Manon Lescaut "

was given, and then that I first met the

composer. It is interesting to compare the

position he held in this country at that

time with that he occupies at the present

day. " Manon Lescaut " had been ac-

claimed a masterpiece in Italy, and it

remains undoubtedly one of the composer's

finest works. It was a failure here on its

production. We were simply soaked in

Mascagni and Leoncavallo, and even some

of the critics insisted that Puccini was nothing

but a copyist of those two great men.

" Manon " was never a subject that appealed

to the London public, but if they had it at

all, they liked it with Massenet's music, and

rather resented Puccini setting it. No opera

could have been presented with greater odds

against its success. The book, as I say,

was disliked ; the composer was practically

/

' Why don't you applaud ? Don't you like it ? ' she asked. ' No, 1 find it gieat

rubbish and unoriginal,' said the composer."
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unknown, and was at once condemned as a

plagiarist ; the production and performance

were third-rate. Notwithstanding all this,

an Italian claqueâ��which was the fashion in

those daysâ��made a tremendous noise, and

at the end of each aria or duct cheered and

applauded lustily. Puccini was standing

next to me at the back of the stage. He

was extremely nervous, but every round of

applause seemed to put fresh life into him.

The reason for my telling this story is simple :

It was on this occasion that Arthur Collins

and I took hold of Puccini by each arm and

by main force prevented him from going on

and bowing immediately there was any

applause. I have learnt since that it was

the customâ��the very reprehensible customâ��

in Italy for the composer to bow on a first

night whenever the audience applauded,

whether it stopped the action of the opera

or not. We have done many outrageously

inartistic things in this country, but, thank

Heaven, we have never descended to any-

thing quite so low as that !

ONE of the kindest and best of men it has

ever been my lot to knowâ��and to know

him is to love himâ��is Emile Enoch, the

head of the great firm of music publishers,

Messrs. Enoch and Sons. He has known me

since I was a little boy, and has been

my publisher for thirty-two years. I have

vet to meet the man who has an unkind

thing to say about him. I am quite sure

that he will be the last to take offence

at an old friend for telling one or two

little stories against him. Over twenty-

years ago I wrote a song-cycle called

" Summer-Time " (which contains that

well-known song, " Ð� Lovely Night "), and

I marched off with it to him in great

excitement, thinking I had written a master-

piece. He was very kind and gentle in his

criticism, but I left him with the manuscript

-.till in my possession, after having been told

that it was utterly useless writing music too

ilifficult for anyone to play or sing. Back

it went into my portfolio, which was already

very full of songs that had been refused by

every publisher, and there it remained for a

year. One evening I confided to Ben Davies

that I had got this work for tenor and

orchestra, and asked permission to play it to

him. He was delighted with it and showed

it to Cowen, who was then the conductor of

the Royal Philharmonic Society. He ap-

proved of it and promised its production at

a Philharmonic concert. Most excited at

my good fortune, I offered it again to Mr.

Enoch, who was not at all impressed by my

story, and still maintained that it could

never sell. I offered to give it him if he

would, publish it. He relented towards the

end of the interview and said : ' Simply as

a friend of you>"s I will publish it and give

you a1 sixpenny royalty, and if you get a?

much as a shilling postal-order from me at

the end of the year you'll be lucky ! " The

little work was duly produced, Ben Davies

singing it magnificently and Cowen prophesy-

.ing a big success for " Ð� Lovely Night."

The reception was all that could be desired

and the critics unanimousâ��excepting one,

the Times. The gentleman who represented

that paper on this particular occasion

thought fit to make the amazing statement

that " although it was very scholarly, it

entirely lacked melody." Eventually it was

published, and I heard nothing about it

until a letter arrived asking me to call and

see Mr. Enoch. I went, and we talked

about all sorts and manner of things, and I

was unable to fathom what he wished to see

me about. At last, in a most shamefaced

sort of way, he said : " Oh, by the way, my

boy, we are getting innumerable inquiries

for that Â£ong of yours in your ' Summer-

Time ' cycle called ' Ð� Lovely Night,' and

we think of publishing it separately. I

suppose you have no objection to us doing

it on a royalty ? " Of course I hadn't, and

of course he knew I shouldn't have any

objection, but that was his way of confessing

that he had been wrong and that I had

" struck ile." And that song, and indeed

the " cycle," sells better to-day than ever it

did in those days.

" Down in the Forest " is such a very well-

known song of mine that I need make no

apology for telling here how entirely de-

ceived both Mr. Enoch and myself were

about its worth. I had written a cycle of

four songs called " The Cycle of Life," and

felt somehow that the balance was wrong

and that another song was required in the

middle of the album. I wrote and told the

author, Harold Simpson, my feelings, and

he promptly agreed with me and sent me

" Down in the Forest." I wrote the music

in half an hour, took it to Enoch, and thought

so little of it that I didn't even wish to play

it to him. He insisted, however, and I did

so, making the remark : ''It will never sell

a copy, but it is just the bit of makeweight

I want for the cycle." After hearing it he

agreed with me and my sentiments ; the only

dissentient voice was that of his partner,

who happened to be present, and said :

" You never can tell ! It might be a big

seller." He was very right in his pre-

diction.

One more story, and I have done with my

songs. Twelve years ago I took a mad

liking for W. E. Henley's poems I set six

of his " Echoes " and showed them to Mr.

Enoch, who liked them immensely. I in-

sisted that they should lie called " Six

Henley Songs." He disapproved and argued.
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"But why Henlev

Songs ? " said he.

" Much better call

them Regatta

Songs " !

One of the

greatest friends

of my life was

Liza Lehmann,

and I still mourn

the loss of a very

noble woman. I

always enjoyed

the true story her

brother - in - law,

Barry Pain, used

to tell against

her and Maude

Valerie White.

It appears that

Liza was staying

with her sister

and her brother-

in - law in the

country, and was

compelled one

day to come to

London. She

complained to

Barry Pain that

she felt lifeless

and weak. He

recommended her

to go to a chemist

and get " Phos-

pherine," and she

promised to do so.

In the train she

met Maude Valerie

White. Liza in-

formed her that

she felt "run

down," and Maude White said she was feeling

exactly the samo. " Well," said Liza, very

confidently, " it's all right, because Barry

has given me the name of a medicine that

will cure me at once. You had better get

some. It is calledâ��erâ��erâ��oh, I knowâ��

Chlorodyne." Maude White declared she

would get some immediately they reached

London. At the station they parted, and

met again the following week. " Oh, Liza,"

said Maude White, " how clever your

brother-in-law is ! I took the Aspirin he

recommended you to take, and it cured me

at once." " But, my dear Maude," replied

Liza, concernedly, " it wasn't ' Aspirin ' I

told you ; it was ' Owbriilge's Lung Tonic.'

That is what I took, and it cured me " !

I received a letter one day from a stranger

asking me if I would tell her whether ' ' Down

in the Forest " was mv favourite sonÃ©, and if

H'm ! ' said Sir Edward

(or

Elgar, ' it's a good way of getting a library

nothing, isn't it ? ' '

not, would I mention the name of the one I

preferred and the reason why. This letter

gave me an idea. How interesting it would

be to know which novel was considered by

its author to be the best he had written and

to get him to state the reason. I carried out

the idea at once, and wrote to many of the

best-known living novelists. Almost without

exception they complied with my request,

and in one or two instances the correspond-

ence led to acquaintanceship being formed,

and later to friendship. The collection is a

valuable and an interesting one, and it is

among my most treasured possessions.* I

was showing it one day to Edward Elgar,

who carefully examined the books and read

the letters. With a twinkle in his eye, he

turned to me and said : "H'm ! It's a good

way of getting a library for nothing, isn't it ?

* By a curious coincidence, we are publishing in the present

number n symposium on very similar lines.
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Now you must write to a!l tl.c greatest living

painters and get them to send yen their

favourite picture ! It would be nice to have

a Sargent, a Lavery, an Orpen, and a few

others for nothing ! " My reply was for his

ears only, and would not pass the Censor !

I met Caruso a day or two after he had

made his debut at Covent Garden Theatre in

" Rigoletto," and we struck up a friendship

which lasted till the end. He had the spirits

of a boy ; he loved a joke, and was for ever

drawing caricatures, for which he had a great

talent. I have dozens of letters from him,

and almost every one contains a little

humorous drawing

of some kind.

Apart from his art,

I found it difficult

to get him to be

serious. It must be

remembered that I

am writing of him

as I knew him ten

years ago. Owing

to the war, I never

saw him after 1913.

There is no need "^iCa

for me to refer to

him as an operatic

singer, because all

the world knows

that he was the

greatest of his kind.

But as a concert

singer he was less

known, although

he sang more at

concerts than is

generally supposed.

He wras in enor-

mous request

during the season

for concerts given

at private houses,

and he would re-

ceive as much as

four or five hundred

guineas for singing

'at one of these

functions. And

how he hated doing

it! But I think

the thing he dreaded most were the many

" Commands " he received to sing at Court.

Although King Edward and Queen Alexandra

were the most gracious of Sovereigns, Caruso

suffered agonies of nerves when he had to

sing before them, and he once told me that

he would prefer to sing " Othello " twice

through in one evening than have to sing

two songs at Court. Tlic surroundings of

the concert hall were equally distasteful to

him. He came up to Blackpool to sing -for

me at one of the Sunday Concerts, and the

methods he employed were both original

and interesting. He would only allow him-

self to be announced for one solo in the first

part of the programme and one solo in the

second half. He arranged with his accom-

panist to have five encores ready after his

first appearance, and five more after his

second appearance. The result was that he

never came on and bowed. He simply sang

the item on the programme, walked off the

platform amidst a hurricane of applause,

promptly returned with an encore, and

repeated this performance until the five

numbers had been sung. After this not wild

horses would have dragged from him any-

thing more. He

had given rfis audi-

ence twelve songs,

and that sufficed.

I remember him

bowing, at Black-

pool, with a big

coat on, hat and

stick in hand, and

smoking a big cigar.

The audience took

the hint and even-

tually ceased ap-

plauding.

Innumerable are

the stories I could

tell and the im-

pressions I might

give of such dear

friends as Edward

E1g a r, He n r y

Wood, Edward

German, Thomas

Beecham, Kubelik,

Kreisler, M i s c h a

Elman,

Scharrer,

" 1 remember Caruso bowing, with a big coat on,

hat and stick in hand, and smoking a big cigar.

The audience took the hint and eventually ceased

applauding."

Irene

Benno

Moiseiwitsch.

Arthur de Greef,

Mark Hambourg,

and many others ;

but my experience

teaches me that it

is a fatal error to give the public too much of

anything. I heartily dislike either to conduct

or listen to long programmes. I have enough

stories left to make one or two more " Pot-

pourris " ; but in the meantime I feel I have

sufficiently imposed my memories on a kind

and forbearing audience. If an encore is

really demanded, it shail be forthcoming.

(Tk'se selections f>-om Sir Lanaon Ranald's Reminiscences are fwl<lis>:ei by arrangement with Mtstrt. Madder (r*

Stottgkton, wkp an shortly issuing " Variations ffn a I'c'sonal Theme " in rtotvmt form.)
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No. 4.â��The Honour of Monsieur Lutarde.

By MICHAEL.

IT was perhaps the greatest surprise â�¢

of my life when the trim, benevolent- .

looking gentleman with the red ribbon â�¢

in his buttonhole, who was sharing

my seat in the Jardins des Invalides," sud- .

denly addressed me by name. For over a

yearâ��ever since, in fact, my escape from the

English police in Scotlandâ��I had been

engaged in the strenuous task of founding

and cultivating a new identity. My name

was Mr. John D. Harmon. I was a retired

dry goods dealer from Providence, U.S.A.,

and I spent most of my time at the Grand

Hotel, talking with compatriots and playing

dominoes and billiards. A trip across the

ocean, a few days spent in Providence, and

a general knowledge of the structure of

American life had been all the actual training

necessary. I had a circle of friends willing

to vouch for me, whom I could have increased

almost ad lib.; a dossier accepted and pigeon-

holed by the police : a general appearance

which, thanks to my manner of dressing, my

horn-rimmed eyeglasses, my short beard and

moustache, would have left me unrecognized

even under the scrutiny of the great Sir

Norman Greyes himself. I had not even

heard the sound of one of those names under

which I had passed in England, for many

months. It came upon me therefore as a

thunderclap when my companion, to all

appearance a person of the upper and

official classes, whom I had noticed many

mornings when strolling in the gardens,

deliberately went behind the many aliases

of which I had made use at different times

arid addressed me by my baptismal name.

' " A'little chilly for April, is it not, Monsieur

Michael Savers ? Yet the spring marches

well. You perceive that the chestnut buds

are already waxy."

I turned a little towards him, my right

hand stealing towards my pocket. He bore

my scrutiny without flinching.

" By what name did you address me,

monsieur ? " 1 asked.

" By your own," was the courteous reply.

" You have borne many others, have you

not, monsieur ?â��yet between us the real

one is perhaps best."

He was of the Fronch police, I decided,

and my hand stole a little deeper into my

pocket. My mind began to contemplate the

chances of successful escape. There were

not many people about, and the nearest

Metropolitan station was close at hand.

" Permit me to offer you my card," my

companion proceeded, drawing an elegant

case from his pocket and handing me a thin

strip of ivory pasteboard. I read it care-

fully. My eyes, however, were watching for

any movement on his part :â��

MONSIEL-R GASTON LEFEVRE.

Agent de Compagnie d'Assurances.

13, Kite Scribe.

Vol. Ixiii.â��18.

" That, monsieur," my companion con-

fessed, " is not my name."

" Indeed ? " I muttered.

" It is an identity," he continued, "which I

have fixed upon the little world in which

Copyright, 1937, by E. Phillips Oppenheiin.
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I spend the greater part of my time, a name

under which I have earned a certain reputa-

tion, a certain social standing. But it is

not my own. I was christened Paul, and

my surname is Gont."

" Paul Gont ?" I repeated, incredulously.

" I am indeed he monsieur," was the

convincing reply.

My fingers once more gripped the butt of

the weapon from which they had been

momentarily withdrawn.

" It was reported," I said, watching him

steadily, " that Paul Gont had joined the

secret police of France."

A flicker of annoyance passed across my

companion's face. His expression was no

longer so beneficent.

" If that were true, monsieur," he rejoined,

" I should by now have become their chief.

I address you, believe me as one master

craftsman to another."

" Why do you imagine that my name is

Michael Sayers ? " I asked, cautiously.

He smiled.

" I take a keen interest," he confided,

"in the exploits of myâ��shall I say fellow-

adventurers ?â��in other countries.' I'read

with much amusementâ��not unmingled, be-

lieve me, sir, with admirationâ��of your escape

from the police in Scotland, and the arrival

here of Mr. John D. Harmon, from Provi-

dence, shortly afterwards, also interested me.

There is little that goes on in Paris of which

I do not hear."

" You have your own secre.t police ? "

" Certainjy, monsieur," he aasented : '' but

they work for me and not for the law."

He lit a cigarette from a handsome gold

case which he passed courteously on to me.

With his hands upon the carved top of his

Malacca cane, he gazed' benignly around.

" It is indeed 'a spring, mornine," he

declared. " There is a perfume of lilac in

the air. Even the hard faces, of the flower-

sellers are softened by the sunshine. And

you observe the little nurse-girl over-there,

my friend, how wistfully she looks around,

and how coquettish the little ribbon at -her

throat ? Even we eldersâ�� -'

" I should be glad to know,"'I interrupted,

" why you addressed me as Michael Sayers ? "

" It was a risk; I imagine," my companion

admitted. " You are reputed to .be.a map

who shoots from his'pocket with great skill.

However, remind yourself that I have

trusted you with a secret at least as amazing

as your own."

My hand came out from my pocket. The

man indeed spoke truthfully. The name of

Paul Gont was even better known in th>

history of crime than the name of Michael

Sayers.

" You had some reason for making yourself

known to me ?" I queried.

He bowed.

" Apart from the pleasure of meeting so

distinguished a confrere," he said, " there is

a scheme in which I am at present interested,

in which it might amuse you to take part.

You are probably a little wearied by the

idleness which must go with the building up

of a new identity."

" Let me hear about it," I begged.

My companion brushed the ash from his

trouser leg and rose to his feet.

" Let us walk to my office," he suggested.

" We will see whether any fresh business

has come in. Afterwards, we will, if you

choose, lunch together at some discreet place

How the police of the world would tremble

if they saw our heads together over a bottle

of wine ! "

ICOl'LD not altogether discard my sus-

picions, for it seemed incredible that

this man was really the daring criminal

whom the police ol three countries had sought

tor many years in vain. Nothing in the least

disturbing happened, however. We visited

a reputable and quietly handsome suite of

offices in the Rue Scribe, where my companion

conversed for several minutes on various

matters of business with his clerks, gave

some general instructions, and signed his

letters. Afterwards we walked across to the

Place Gaillon, where my host selected a

lunch with the skill of the born gourmet. He

refused to allow me an apÃ©ritif, but ordered

the choicest of wine. In the cdwrse of our

meal he asked me a most surprising question.

" Do you hear frequently from your friend,

Sir Norman Greyes ? "

"If I heard from him at all," I replied,

" 1 imagine that the situation would be, to

say the least of it, precarious. â�¢ What do you

know alx>ut him ? "

My companion.smiled.

" I had a little affair of the same nature,"

he confided, "with the sub-Chief :efr, the

â�¢ Police here. Francois Dumesnil, his. name

was."

" And where.is"he now ? "T asked. : r

"He disappeared," was- the considered'

â�¢-reply. "A great many people disappear in

Paris. It was .a battle of wits; bettveeri us,

and I was almost- sorry when the end' camÃ©.

! Self-preservation, however, makes strenuous

demands upon'one sometimes."

" Concerning! Norman Grcye? ?" I per-

sisted.

".Forgive me, I wandered a little from the

.-point-.â�� I mentioned Norman Greyes' name

(because he is in-Paris."

" In Paris ? " lexclaimed.

" He arrived by the Calais train last

evening. I fancy that later on in the day

he may probably stroll into the American

lÃ®ar at "the Grand Hotel."
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The news was in its way terrible, yet I

could think of no broken link in the chain of

incidents connecting my new life. If

Norman Greyes were indeed upon my track,

he was possessed of gifts for which I had

never given him credit. Either that, or

there had been.treachery in the one direction

where I knew no treachery was possible.

" I take it," I said, slowly, " your suggestion

is that Norman Greyes has discovered"Thy

whereabouts ? "

" I will \ic perfectly frank," was my com-

panion's prompt avowal. " I do not know

that. I arn as anxious to discover the truth

as you arc. There is a distinct possibility

that Norman Greyes has come over here in

connection with another affair in which I am

indirectly interested. If that should be so,

;iis coming may be, so far as you are con-

cerned, only a coincidence. I have a pro-

]X3sition to make to you. Take a taxi-cab

and drive out to Versailles for the afternoon.

On your way hack, stop at the Tavcrne

Bertain, near the Armenonville. 1 will meet

yon there at seven o'clock. By that time

I shall know. 1 propose a perfectly fair

bargain to you. If he is here on your

business, I will assist you to escape. If he is

interested in the other little matter I spoke

of, I shall claim your help.

" It is a bargain," I promised.

" So to our ciu'cken," my companion

murmured, eyeing with approval the dish

which had just been extended towards him.

' Let us lunch together at some discreet place. How the police of the world would

tiemble if they saw our heads together over a bottle of wine ! "
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IT was alxnit half-past live that afternoon

when I dismissed my taxi and seated myself

at one of the small tables under the trees

outside the Taverne Bertain. The chairs

were set far enough back to avoid the dust,

but commanded a pleasant view of the

constant stream of passing vehicles. I

ordered a glass of tea with a slice of lemon, a

packet of Caporal cigarettes, and settled

down to one of my favourite tasksâ��watching

my fellow-creatures. Every variety of the

human race was in evidence, riding in every

description of carriage : the sublimely in-

solent Parisian beauty with her cavalier of

the moment, she the last word in elegance

and perfumes, he almost apish in his sartorial

vanity ; the shopkeeper and his family ;

the prosperous merchant with his richly-

dressed wife ; the man of serious affairs,

generally with a comely companion. So

they passed on, their momentary quest of

fresh air an obvious hiatus in the greater and

more strenuous pursuit of what for them

meant life. A rabble, I told myself a little

contemptuously. Not one of them had

realized the supreme joy of existence.

It was as though Fate had suddenly

decided to deal my philosophy a mortal

blow. The thing which I should have

deemed impossible was there before me. In

a handsome limousine car. travelling slowly

in the trail of other vehicles, apjieared my

enemy, Norman Greyesâ��and by his side

Janet. He wore a light grey suit and a

Homburg hat : his long, lean face seemed as

sombre as ever. Janet was talking whilst

he listenedâ��talking of something, it seemed,

more important than the idle flotsam of the

moment. The car passed on. I remained

seated in my chair. I do not think that I

had turned a hair, yet an icy band seemed to

be gripping my heart. I had a moment's

wild and savage desire to throw my glass at

a thrush hopping contentedly around me.

A quietly-appointed electric brougham

turned in at the entrance to the rafe, and the

man who had introduced himself to me as

Gaston LefÃ¨vre descended. He was looking

very spick and span, dressed with the utmost

care, and apparently fresh from the barber's.

He approached and seated himself by my

side.

" You have self-control, my friend," he

observed ; " but perhaps you did not believe

your eyes."

" My eyes are the only things in this

world which I do absolutely trust," I

answered, coldly.

My corrtpanion stroked his grey imperial.

" I will drink absinthe to-day. FranÃ§ois,"

he told the bowing waiter. " See that it is

made as I like it. Come, my friend," he

added, 'â�¢' throw away your wishy-washy tea

and join me."

I shook my head.

" Alcohol is not one of the necessities of

life with mo," I said. " It stimulates some,

I suppose. It merely depresses me. Tell

mo what you know about the coming of this

man Greyes."

" In the first place, then," I.efevre an-

nounced, pleasantly, as he helped himself to

one of my Caporals and lit it, " let me

reassure you. Greyes is not in Paris on

your account."

" And his companion 1 "

' For the moment 1 am puzzled," was the

frank confession. " I can tell you this, how-

ever. Your wife was sent for according to

my instructions. I know very little alx>ui

her, it is true, but I have agents in London

who keep me well informed as to what goes

on on your side of the Channel, and, from

certain things I have heard, I came to the

conclusion that she was the one person who

could bring to a successful issue the little

affair which I shall presently propose to

you."

" You seem to lie taking things rather for

granted," I reminded him.

" Your co-operation is a certainty," he

replied, with a smile. " There will be half

a million francs for you, and you must be

getting short of money. Furthermore, by

a very pleasing coincidence, the brains of

the other side are controlled by your ancient

enemy."

" The scheme is already commended to

me," I admitted. Nevertheless, expound

it."

My companion glanced around, as though

to drink in the pleasant spring air and tb

bask in the warm sunshine. He drew a little

sigh of content. All tho tables around us

were empty.

:' I will tell you a curious story," he

proposed.

By SIR NORMAN GREYES

1 CELEBRATED my return to England

and civilization by a stroll down Bond

Street on the morning after my arrival. A

gusty wind was blowing, fleecy fragments

of white clouds were being driven across

the blue sky. The occasional sunshine was

deliciously warm, the air was full of perfunu-

from the florists' shopÂ« and from the flower-

sellers' baskets at the corners of the streets.

After two years' absence, it was like a new

city to me. I met a few acquaintances and

exchanged greetings with a couple of friends.

Then, at the corner of Conduit Street, I came

face to face with Janet Stanfield.

\Ye stopped as though by common con-

sent, and the civilization by which we were

surrounded seemed to fall away. The last

time I had thought of her was when I had
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lain on the edge of a windy precipice in

North-western India, fastened by my belt

to the roots of a stunted shrub for safety,

with a camp-fire throwing strange and lurid

lights into the black gulf below, and my little

corps of guides in their picturesque costume

murmuring low chants after their evening

meal. In that eternal silence, the woman's

inscrutable face, her cold yet seeking eyes,

the constant invitation of her reluctant lips,

had held and filled my thoughts. Sleep had

come only with the pink dawn, and a troubled

sleep at that. Now I was face to face with

her, unchanged, with the same riddle in her

eyes and smiling lips.

" Welcome home. Sir Norman Greyes ! "

she said.

" Thank you," I replied. " I only arrived

last night."

She looked at me critically.

" A most becoming shade of brown," she

commented. " And you arc thinner, too.

Have you lÂ«en going through hardships ? "

" None hut those I have sought," I

assured her. " I was in Mesopotamia for

eight months, and in India most of the rest

of the time."

" Big-game shooting, the papers said,"

she continued. " Tell me, my enemy, was

it as interesting as man-hunting ? "

" Each has its thrill," I replied, " but you

must remember that I long ago ceased to be

a professional hunter of men."

She smiled.

" So that is why you have let my husband

alone ? "

" It was not my affair to search for him.

That was a matter for the authorities. If

my help is sought in solving the mystery of a

crime, I am generally prepared to do my best.

Otherwise, Ã� do not interfere. You have

news of him ? "

She laughed bitterly.

" Since he left the Lodge that night," she

replied, " and you kicked your heels over at

the Dormy House because of your parole,

1 have neither seen nor heard of him."

" Do you mean that ? "

She nodded.

" Scotland Yard," she declared, " has not

imagination enough to juggle with facts, but

as regards detail its myrmidons are won-

derful. I think that I was watched every

day up to the end of at least the first year.

Wherever my husband may be, he will not

approach me until it is safe."

" And when it is safe ?" I ventured.

" I shall go to him, I suppose," she

answered.

I suddenly realized with a little shock

that she was plainly, almost shabbily dressed.

The undefinable elegance of her still remained,

she was still distinct from all other women,

but she owed nothing to her clothes.

She read my thoughts in most disturbing

fashion.

" A terrible neighbourhood, this, to fre-

quent in one's last year's garments," she

observed, smiling. " I was just thinking that

I should like a black-and-white check tailored

suit. Would you like to buy me one, Sir

Norman ? You really ought to, you know.

We-made terribly little out of that Menwood

Street Bank affair, owing to your flash of

inspiration." â�¢

" I admit the liability," I replied. " Which

establishment shall we patronize ? "

She shrugged her shoulders.

" At heart I believe that I am an honest

woman," she sighed. " I cannot bear the

thought of your paying out notes for the

adornment of my person. You shall give

me lunch instead. I7or all that you know, [

may 1Â« as short of food as I am of clothes.

I am certainly very hungry."

WE turned towards Regent Street and

lunched in a restaurantof bygone fame,

half Ixnirgeois, half Bohemian. She

would tell me nothing of her manner of life

or of her abode, yet somehow or other I

fancied, reading between the lines, that life had

lx?come something of a struggle for her. She

asked me deliberately for my address, but

refused me hers. She angled for another

invitation, but shook her head when I

proffered it. If ever she had been in earnest

in her life, she was in earnest when we said

good-bye.

" These meetings with you," she declared,

" stimulate me more than I can tell you,

but they leave something behind which I

cannot define. I do not think that I will

dine with you, Sir Normanâ��not just yet,

at any rate."

She glanced at her watch and hurried off.

I had an idea that she was returning to some

daily task. I called at my club, talked for

an hour or two witli some friends, and in due

course made my way back to my rooms.

I was restless and ridiculously disturbed.

It was the most accursed stroke of ill-luck

that I should have met. with this woman on

the very day after my return. Fortunately,

distraction awaited me.

" Mr. Rimmington has been waiting for

you for some time, sir," my servant an-

nounced. "He is in the sitting-room with

another gentleman."

My friend rose eagerly to welcome me as I

entered. I shook hands with his companion,

who was known to me slightly.

" The Chief asked me to bring Lord

Hampden to you," Rimmington explained.

" He came this morning to ask for our

help in an affair which is rather outside our

province. The Chief thought that you might

be of assistance."
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" Let me hear about it," I begged.'

My distinguished visitor plunged at once

into the matter.

" The story is simple enough, Sir Norman,"

he said, " but senous. You are in

touch with French politics ? "

" Scarcely," I answered. " I have

been in India for the last eighteen

months, and only arrived in London

last night."

'"French politics to-day," Lord

Hampden explained. " hinge chiefly

upon the question of France's atti-

tude towards Germany. There is a

partyâ��the patriotic and military

partyâ��fiercely determined to make

Germany pay to the uttermost

farthing, and to squeeze the last drop

of blood out of her by force of arms.

The opposing party is all for com-

promises, encouragement of German

trade, and even for a rapprochement

with Germany. You know, of course,

who is the leader of the patriotic

party ? "

" Lutarde, I should imagine."

"Philippe Liitarde," my visitor

assented. "He is hated by the pro-

German party, as I will call them,

first because of his bitter enmity

towards Germany, secondly because

of his devotion to England, and

thirdly because of his unfaltering rec-

titude. An attempt was made upon

his life not long ago, and the French

police have been instructed to watch

him night and day. Lately, how-

ever, there has been more uneasiness

than ever amongst the patriotic party.

It is, I fear, true that the Chief of

the Police is of the pro-German

party, and there is, without doubt, a

plot brewing at the present moment

against Lutarde. It has been sug-

gested to us that a thoroughly

capable Secret Service man from thi<-

side might be of assistance in un-

ravelling it. You follow me, I hope,

Sir Norman ? "

" I think so," I admitted ; " but

what is the nature of the plot ? "

" One can only surmise," Lord Hampden

replied. â�¢' We do not believe, however, that

it is assassination. That would only make

a martyr of Lutarde and sanctify his cause.

We want you to go over to Paris and consult

with a person whose name I will give you.

You will be backed in any steps you may

think well to take, by unquestionable

authority. It will be a difficult commission,

and, in a sense, a vague one, but I may say

that, in the event of your achieving any

success, the Government would consider itself

under the deepest debt of gratitude to you."

" I will do what I can, of course," I

promised. " When do I start ? "

" We should like you to catch the eleven

o'clock train to-morrow morning," the

" The thing which I should have deemed

Greyes- and

Cabinet Minister suggested, rising to his

feet. " If you will dine with me at eight

o'clock to-night in Carlton Terrace, I will

furnish you with every other detail."

So on the following morning, in less than

forty-eight hours after my return to England,

I found myself going through the ordinary

routine of the Continental traveller, register-

ing my luggage, arranging my smaller belong-

ings in the seat which had been reserved for

me, and strolling back to the bookstall for

a few final purchases. There I came face

to face with Janet Stanfield, engaged upon
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a similar task. She was studying a ladies'

journal, and looked up at the sound of my

voice. For the moment her indifference

deserted her. She was frankly amazed.

" I am a little tired," she admitted.

I performed several small offices for her

on the journey, for which I could see that

she was thankful. At Calais she had no

impossible was there before me.

by his side Janet."

In a handsome car appeared my enemy, Norman

" You ! " she exclaimed. " Where are

you going ? "

" To Paris," I answered. " And you ? "

"We are fellow-travellers," she said, slowly.

" Why did you not tell me yesterday ? "

" In an armed truce," I pointed out, " the

combatants do not usually disclose their

future plans."

She turned a little pale.

" So we are in the lists again," she

murmured.

" I thought you enjoyed the struggle," 1

reminded her.

reserved seat in the crowded train. I did

my best to procure one for her, but in vain.

I had no choice but to offer her a place in

my reserved compartment. She was looking

very fragile and tired as she accepted my

offer with a grateful smile and sank into a

vacant seat.

" You are a wonderful enemy," she con-

fessed. " I am losing all my hatred of you.

I will be franker with you than you have been

with me, and tell you that when we met

yesterday I had no idea of this journey. I am

not used to travelling and I hate the sea."
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She curled up as gracefully as a cat and

went fast asleep. When she opened her eyes

the people were streaming down the corridor

in answer to the call for the first dinnerÂ»

"Have you eaten anything to-day?" I

inquired.

" Nothing, and I am ravenous," she ad-

mitted, frankly.

I committed the atrocity of dining at half-

past five. Afterwards, she once more took

a corner seat in my compartment and lit a

rigarette. She was a good deal more like

her old self.

" Has your husband sent for you ?" I

asked, bluntly.

" The parole has expired," she reminded

me.

I nodded.

" Listen," I continued. " I am not out

to do the work of Scotland Yard. I do not

know where your husband may be hiding.

My journey to Paris has nothing to do with

him or his affairs. Yet you must understand

this. If chance at any time should put me

upon his track, I should follow it up and hand

him over to justice. Nothing." I added,

looking her steadily in the eyes, " could alter

my determination so far as that is con-

cerned."

This time she did not take up the challenge.

She only sighed and looked out of the window.

" You are very hard,1' she murmured.

" I have been a servant of the law," I

reminded her, " and I belong to those who

choose to abide by the law."

" Why," she asked, " have you never

denounced me as the murderess of that man

at Woking ? "

" Because there has never been a tittle ot

evidence against you," I replied. " There

are any quantity of known criminals walking

about to-day, in the same position."

" Supposing there were evidence and it

came into your hands ? " she persisted.

I hesitated, and my hesitation seemed to

count to her as a triumph.

" I cannot assume a situation that has

not arisen," I told her, stiffly.

I saw her luggage through the Customs,

for which, as she knew no French, she was

grateful. I offered her a seat in the car

which had been sent for me, but she shook

her head.

" I am going to the Gare de l'Est," she

said.

" Where you will take a fresh cab and

drive to the address which you do not intend

me to hear," I remarked. " You need not

go out of your way. I will give you another

parole. I will make no effort to discover

your address, so you can take your taxi and

drive straight there. I shall be at the Hotel

Meurice. If you have an hour to spare, we

\\Â¡!I drive in the Bois to-morrow."

Ð�~Ð§Ð� the next few days I was fully im-

l* mersed in the complications of the busi-

ness which had brought me to Paris.

Rather to my surprise, Janet called to sec me

at the hotel, and we took our drive in the

Bois. It was easy to realize that, whatever

the business which had brought her to Paris

may have been, it was of a disturbing nature.

She was nervous and ill at ease, looking

around all the time as though she were afraid

of being observed. There was a certain hard-

ness, too, which seemed to have returned to

her. Somehow I gathered when we parted

that she was obsessed by some new fear, some

underlying dread of circumstances of which,

however, she gave me no inkling. It was

only after she had gone, and I found myself

thinking over our rather disjointed conversa-

tion, that I came to a certain conclusion.

I decided that she had received definite and

disquieting news of her husband. I could

scarcely believe that he was in Paris.

Rimmington had assured me that he had

licen located in Central America, and after

all, I decided, the affair was no concern of

mine. Some day or other would come the

reckoning between this man and myself.

I frankly confess that I had not the ghost

of an idea that such a day might dawn

within the next few hours.

At the end of the third day of my stay

a little conference was held in my salon

between Guy Ennison, who had worked in

the English Secret Service during the war,

and whose headquarters had been in Paris,

myself, and M. Destin, an ex-Chief of the

Police, now a member of Lutarde's Govern-

ment. The latter was a short and corpulent

little Frenchman, with black moustache and

imperial, -vivid black eyes, and a most

vivacious manner. He spoke English with

a marked accent, but with great fluency. He

opened our conference with a few words of

plain-speaking.

" Sir Norman Greyes," he said, grasping

my hand, " you are welcome. If you can

help us to save our Chief, you are more than

welcome. He is in dangerâ�� of that I am

assured."

Much of the rest of lus speech was irrele-

vant. The gist of the matter, however, was

contained in his concluding sentences.

" They will seek to strike through his one

weaknessâ��his sentimentality, his over good-

nature. Philippe Lutarde has always been

a lover of women, a kindly and a generous

lover. He can resist no appeal to his sym-

pathies, and our French publicâ��you know,

perhaps, how strange they are. Whatever

our own private lives may be, we tolerate

not even indiscretions from our great men.

We glorify and sanctify them, we place them

on a pedestal, and if they fall we depose

them from our hearts. All nations have
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their peculiar form of hypocrisy. That is

ours. Lutarde's daily life is being examined

at the present moment, hour by hour."

" By the police ?" I asked.

" No ! By the agents of a very dangerous

gang of criminals, whose Chief we believe to

be in league with the other side."

" Why not give warning to Monsieur

Lutarde ? "

" That has been done. He is haughty and

impetuous. He will brook no interference

with his actions."

" Is his life above reproach ?" I asked,

bluntly.

' Absolutely," was the confident reply.

He is seventy years of age and a philosopher.

He has too much natural dignity to attempt

that side of life for which his age renders

him unsuitable. At the same time, he is full

of sentiment. He likes to dally with the

finer emotions. He would inhale the per-

fume of the roses from his neighbour'?

garden, but he would never seek to pluck

the blossoms."

" Can I meet him ? " I suggested.

" To-day at the British Embassy," Guy

Ennison replied. " We have arranged a

little luncheon. He does not know your

errand, and he scarcely even realizes our

anxiety."

Our conference broke up soon afterwards.

At luncheon I found Philippe Lutarde

gracious, charming, and brilliant. He had

the clear skin and bright eyes of a younger

man, his snow-white hair was a veritable

adornment. His sense of humour was

abundant and his laughter infectious. He

was a delightful companion, and I easily

understood the enthusiastic adherence of his

friends. Towards the close of luncheon,

Ennison spoke to him quite seriously of

the existence of some conspiracy against

cither his life or his honour. Lutarde only

smiled.

' My friend," he said, " I much appreciate

all your efforts on my behalf, but. behold, I

am seventy years old ! A few years more or

less of life now are little. As to my honour,

that no enemy can besmirch. If I were to

surround myself by guards, as you suggest,

place myself in a glass house, I should live an

artificial life. I know that without me

things might for a time be difficult, and

relations between our two countries might

suffer. In a month or two, however, all that

will be changedâ��we shall have entered upon

a new eraâ��and for these few months I choose

to take my risk. I will not submit to

espionage."

" You are subject to it at present from

the other side," Ennison reminded him

gently.

" If I find a man attempting it," was the

fierce replv, " I will shoot him."

NEVERTHELESS, for the next three

days I cast away my name and I

resorted to the meaner walks of my

profession. I shadowed the great French

statesman from the moment when he rose,

until nightfall. I accompanied him, unseen,

on those midnight walks against which

his friends had protested so forcibly. I

watched him give alms freely, speak kindly

words to the distressed, and I watched other

things a little more tensely, understanding

what lay behind them. There was a young

girl, very beautiful, with great dark eyes and

an appealing face, who stopped him one

night with some pitiful story. She was

limping, and she pointed continually to her

foot. Lutarde called the nacre which she

indicated. She leaned her fingers upon his

arm. I was close enough to see the pressure

of them, to note the subtlety of her upward

glances. He handed her to the cab. I heard

her pleading words. She was so lonely.

If monsieur would drive with her a little way !

But Lutarde shook his head gravely. He

paid the taxi-cab man a fare which surprised

him, lifted his hat courteously, and walked

away. I saw the change in the girl's face as

he disappeared. That was just one of his

escapes. We had a more exciting few

minutes one night when he insisted upon

walking home from the Quai d'Orsay. I

saw the four dark, silent figures gliding

together, two of them in front of him and

two behind, and I saw the waiting motor-car

at the corner of the street. Prudence led me

to anticipate their action, whatever it might

be. When they heard the spit of bullets

against the wall, they took to their heels

and ran. To the gendarme who came hurry-

ing up, I had only to .show my little badge of

authority and he procured for us at once a

taxi-cab. Lutarde, convinced now that his

enemies were in earnest, yielded to my first

proposition. I was installed in his house as

major-domo.

We had three or four days of absolute

quietude. Then the moment which we had

been expecting arrived. It was about six

o'clock in the evening, and I was seated

in M. Lutarde's study, copying some letters

at a desk and posing as his secretary.

A servant brought in a note, which the

Minister read hastily and passed to me. It

was written on British Foreign Office note-

paper and signed by a very im]x>rtant

personage. The gist of it was contained in

these lines :â��

The bearer can be altogether trusted.

He brings you a verbal message of great

importance. You will further our mutual

interests if you give it vottr most serious

consideration.

" This, at any rate, is genuine," M. Lutarde

observed.
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" It >voukl appear so," I admitted.

" You can show the bearer in," the Minister

ordered, addressing his servant.

It was a mere chance which led me to

retire to what M. Lutarde was pleased to call

my spy-hole. Notwithstanding my disguise,

it was perhaps as well that I did so, for,

to my amazement, it was Janet who was

presently ushered in. M. Lutarde rose to

his feet in some surprise.

" You are the bearer of this letter,

madame ? " he queried, touching it with his

forefinger.

" In a sense I am not," she replied, taking

the chair to which he pointed and leaning

a little over his desk. " It is my husband

who should have come. He would have

waited upon you and brought the letter and

message to which this note refers, but he

was attacked last night by an old complaint

of hisâ��sciaticaâ��and he is absolutely unabli-

to move. He asked me to hasten to you,

and to beg that under the circumstances

you would do him the honour to come to

the hotel. He is ashamed to have to ask

you, but the doctor who is with him now

absolutely forbids him to stand up. I have

here his certificate."

" I will come without delay, madame,"

Lutarde promised, waving away the half-

sheet of notepaper which she had tendered.

" I came in a taxi-cabâ��it is waiting,"she

continued. " You doubtless would prefer

your own car ? "

" It is no matter," he answered. " At

which hotel do you stay ? "

" The Hotel Napoleon in the Rue Tran-

chard," she replied.

The Minister started. I, too, received a

shock, for the district was the most notorious

in Paris.

" My dear madame," he protested, " the

neighbourhood of the Rue Tranchard is

certainly not a fit place for you and "

" That is what distressed my husband so

much in having to ask you to go to him,"

she interrupted. " It was the particular

desire of the person on whose behalf he has

come that his presence in Paris should not

Ix; known, and my husband deliberately

chose this hotel, where he sometimes stayed

when engaged on Secret Service work during

the war. He desired me to say that, if

you preferred not to risk being seen in such

Ð» locality, he would endeavour to procure

an ambulance-car from the hospital and come

here."

" Such a thing would be unheard of,"

Lutarde protested. " I will come with you,

of course."

He touched the bell.

" Show this lady back into the taxi-cab

which is waiting," he instructed the servant.

" Afterwards, fetch my coat and hat at once."

Janet passed quite close to me on her way

to the door. She was her old selfâ��quiet,

impassive, deliberate. There was not the

slightest sign of satisfaction in her face that

she had so far succeeded in her mission.

She was just the anxious wife performing a

necessary duty for her husband. I emerged

from my hiding-place as soon as she was

safely out of the way.

" Well ? " my temporary Chief asked,

looking across at me.

" The moment has arrived," I answered.

M. Lutarde, who by nature was one of the

most unsuspicious men that ever breathed,

looked positively aghast.

" You suggest that the woman is an

impostor ?" he exclaimed.

" She is the wife of a well-known English

criminal," I declared. " Her story was

plausible, but very improbable What about

the letter that she brought ? "

M. Lutarde searched his table. I watched

him grimly.

" You will not find it," I told him. ' I

saw her pick it up as she passed."

" What shall we do ?" he asked.

" Keep her waiting for a few minutes,

and then go to the address she gave you,

but nowhere else," I decided. " I am going

to telephone to Ennison, and I shall be there

before you. If we see this thing through,

we may find out who is at the bottom of it.

I will see that you run no risk."

" I have no fear," M. Lutarde asserted,

frowning.

" I referred only to your reputation," I

assured him.

THE two drove off together after a brief

delay. Ennison, to whom I had tele-

phoned, picked me up almost immedi-

ately in his car. We made one more

brief call, and reached the hotel as the

taxi-cab containing M Lutarde and his

companion was turning into the other end

of the long street. The proprietress, from

behind the glass windows of her bureau,

eyed us a little suspiciously as we entered.

I engaged her in confidential conversation,

however, respecting a suite, and she did not

even notice the three or four men who had

followed us at intervals into the hotel and

who disappeared in various directions.

Presently 1 heard the taxi-cab stop. I made

an excuse and we hurried into the salle Ã 

manner. Janet, followed by M. Lutarde, who,

although he had taken off his hat, held it in

front of his face, crossed the floor swiftly

towards the lift. Madame held out her key,

which Janet accepted with a little nod.

They passed into the lift and we heard it

ascend. I returned to the bureau. I allowed

myself to show much interest.

" But surely, madame," I whispered, " that



E. Phillips Oppenheim

* 75

was Monsieur Lutarde, the great statesman,

who entered with the lady ? "

Madame smiled at us knowingly.

" In effect it is he," she admitted.

" Madame is the wife of an old client, an

American gentleman who left this evening

for London."

" A love affair ?" I queried, under my

breath.

Madame shrugged her shoulders. Her

glance was eloquent.

" What can one do ? " she murmured.

" Only I hope that monsieur will never dis-

cover. He has a violent temper Ah !

The merciful heavens ! It is monsieur him-

self who returns ! Now there has tragedy

arrived indeed ! "

Into the hotel, with his coat-tails - flying

behind him, came a man who for long I did

not recogni/e. I myself had stepped back

out of sight, and I watched the scene. The

new-comer acted his part well.

" My key, madame ! " he shouted, banging

his fist against the counter.

Madame pretended to search for it. She,

too, had been schooled in her part. So had

the guests who, with a little crowd of

journalists, came closing around.

" But I have it not, monsieur," the woman

faltered. " Madame herself "

The new-comer strode towards the lift,

which I imagine was wilfully delayed. He

shook the gates and pressed the lx>ll

furiously. Madame leaned over the counter.

" But what ails monsieur ? " she demanded.

" What ails me ? " he replied at the top

of his voice, speaking now in broken French,

now in English with an American accent.

" I tell you that not three minutes ago I

saw my wife enter this hotel with a manâ��

she who saw me off, as she thought, at the

Gare du Nord not an hour ago ! A curse

upon your lift, madame ! This is a plot ! "

" But, monsieur " Madame faltered.

" Hell ! " the outraged husband inter-

runted angrily.

HE turned and ran for the stairs, followed

by a little crowd amongst whom I easily

escaped detection. We reached the

second floor. The man who now. to my

amazement, I realized must be Stanfield,

was banging at the panels of a closed door,

and shouting.

" It is locked ! " he cried. " I knew it !

Locked ! Open, Suzanne ! You gain nothing

by this. I come if I blow the hotel about

your ears ! "

The door opened. A few of us were

almost pushed in. Janet, with her face

buried in her hands, turned away. M.

Lutarde, not wholly at his ease, stood there

with folded arms.

" Who are you, sir, and what are you

doing in my salon?" Stanfield demanded,

fiercely.

" I am here at your wife's bidding to

receive a message which she assures me that

her husband has brought from London,"

Lutarde replied.

" It is a lie ! " Stanfield shouted. " I am

her husband and I know nothing of you. It

is years since my wife was in London.

These are subterfuges. Tel) the truth,

woman ? "

Janet threw herself upon the couch and hid

her face.

" He is your lover ? " Stanfield insisted.

" I could not help it," Janet sobbed.

" You have been so cruel lately. Why did

you come back ? "

There was a little murmur amongst the

curious crowd in the background. A thin,

dark man with pince-nez, obviously a

journalist, was on the point of stealing away.

The time had come for action. I disen-

tangled myself from the group. Stanfield

looked into the muz/le of my automatic.

" Hands up, Stanfield ! " I ordered. " Close

in behind, Ennison. Pass the word down

to bolt the doors of the hotel."

I had once come to the conclusion that, no

matter how long our duel might continue, I

should never see a sign of feeling in my

enemy's face. Through his wonderful dis-

guise, however, the real man at this moment

leaped out. He stood staring at me, viciously,

yet with the half-fascinated amaxement of

one who looks upon a new thing in life.

Janet was crouching back upon the couch,

shrinking away from me as far as possible,

her fingers tearing to pieces some shred of

antimacassar. Suddenly she sprang like a

cat between her husband and me. He saw

his chance and leaped for the door. The

crowd of stupefied people opened as though

by magic to let him pass. I lowered my

pistol and shouted a warning at the top of

my voice. There was the sound of a shot

below and the trampling of many feet. A

grey-haired, well-dressed man with a red

ribbon in his buttonhole, whom I afterwards

discovered to be the editor of a leading

journal, pushed his way through.

" Monsieur," he said to me, " is there any

answer to this riddle ? "

" You will find it below," I answered

shortly. " There has been a plot to com-

promise the personal honour of Monsieur

Lutarde here, which you have seen frustrated.

The injured husband is an English criminal.

His wife "â��I hesitatedâ��" his accom-

plice. Monsieur Lutarde has never seen

either of them before in his life. You

journalists were invited here to witness

something different. If I may be allowed to

say so, you will do well to give what pledges

may be required of you. The hotel at the
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Hands up, Stanfield ! ' 1 ordered. ' Close in behind,

present moment is in the hands of agents of

ihe French Government."

There was a little murmur.

" Might one inquire your name, sir ? " my

ijuestioner demanded.

"My name is Norman Greyes," I an-

swered. " I was once an English detective.

I am now in the employ of the English

Government."

The man bowed low.

" The affair is explained, sir," he said.

The curious crowd of onlookers melted

away. Downstairs, behind the locked doors,

an inquisition was being held. M. Lutarde

came over and shook me by the hand.

" My thanks later, Sir Norman," he

began. " Meanwhile "

Ennison entered, accompanied by M.

l.utarde's private secretary and a jiersonage

v horn I recognized as a high official of the

French Court. There was a great deal of

rapid conversation between the four, a

mingled outpouring of congratulations and

wonder. Then we all moved towards the

door. 1 touched Ennison on the arm.

" What about Stanfield ?" I inquired,

eagerly.

" Escaped for the moment." was the

reluctant admission. " He got through the

back premises of the hotel, somehow."

" Escaped ! " Janet murmured, in enig-

matic accents.

They were filing out of the room. I was

the last. Janet rose to her feet. She stood

there looking at me.

" What happens to me ? " she asked.

" There is no charge against you that I am

aware of," I replied.

She came a step nearer.

" I am afraid," she muttered. " They

will say that it was my fault."

Ennison was already out of the room,

leaving the door, however, wide open. The

woman and I were alone.

" I am afraid," she repeated, and she came

still a step nearer.

Below, the hotel was in a turmoil. I was

suddenly sick of the whole business, a sordid

piece of chicanery.

" You descend the ladder," I said. " I

scarcely believed that yon would stoop to

an intrigue of this sort."

" We needed the money, " she declared

hardly. " He had spent everything, and I

had only what I earned as a dressmaker.

The people who stood behind this affair were

generous. It would all have been so easy

and so safe if you had not interfered. I

begin to think that you are my evil genius.

Norman Greyes."

I heard myself called from below. I took

a last glance at her. Her beautiful body

was drawn to its utmost height. She was

breathing quickly, as though with some sup-

pressed emotion. The danger-lights were

gleaming in her strange-coloured eyes. For

a single moment temptation raged within me.

Then I remembered.

" If you need money to get you back

to England," I said, " you can apply to
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Ennison. Pass the word down to bolt the doors of the hotel.' "

the British Consul. I will arrange it for

you."

" I may not come to youâ��for it ? "

" No! '"

I heard Ennison's returning footsteps upon

the stairs. I turned away and closed the

door behind me.

" Everything O.K.," Ennison declared,

triumphantly. " Our friends have made

quite a coup."

" Any further news of the ovitraged hus-

band ? " I asked.

" I'm afraid he's got clean away," Ennison

confessed. " Our people declare that he was

helped by the police. Come on, old fellow,

my car's waiting, and we're going to have

an absinthe at the Cafe de la Paix."

A QUARTER of an hour later we sat

amongst the most cosmopolitan crowd

in the world, outside the Cafe de la

Paix, sipping our absinthe and watching the

passers-by.

" A very successful evening's work,"

Ennison declared, thoughtfully.

" So far as it goes," I acquiesced. " After

all, though, a man with so many enemies

can never be held altogether free from

danger."

" We have gone to-night farther than you

think," rnv companion assured me. ' The

agents of the French Government who were

with us extracted confessions from the hotel

proprietor and his wife, amongst others,

which implicate some very well-known people.

I need not explain further to you, I am sure.

You can rely upon one thing for certain,

however. From this evening Monsieur

I.utarde is free from the danger of any

attempt upon either his life or his honour."

" In that case," I agreed, ' our work has

indeed been well done."

We drank our absinthe in great content.

Many months afterwards, a curiously in-

significant episode of those next few minutes

was brought forcibly to my mind. Near us,

a very precise and elderly man; carefully

dressed, with'a red ribbon in his buttonhole

and a stiff, official bearing, raised his hat

to Ennison as he passed us. My companion

returned his salute, and I watched his

dignified wandering amongst the chairs until

he found one to his liking. The waiter,

seeing him approach, bowed low, and hurried

away without waiting for his spoken order.

" Who was that ? " I inquired, curiously.

" An insurance agent in the Rue Scribe,"

Ennison replied. " His name, I think, is

Gaston Lefevre."

" A type," I observed.

' There are many here," my companion

assented.

(Another thrilling story in this series will appear next month.)
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PERPLEXITIES. By Henry E. Dudeney.

591.â��AN OLD ENIGMA.

MY name declares my date to be

The morning of a Christian year.

I'm motherless, as all agree,

And yet a mother am, 'tis clear ;

A father, too. which none dispute.

And, vhen my son comes, I'm a fruit.

And, not to puzzle you too much.

Twas I took Holland for the Dutch.

592.â��AN EXCEPTIONAL NUMBER.

A NUMBER is formed of five successive digits (not

necessarily in regular order) so that the number

formed by the first two multiplied by the central

digit will produce the number expressed by the last

two. Thus, if it were I 2896. then 12 multiplied by

8 produces 96. But unfortunately i. 2. 6. 8, 9 are not

successive numbers, so it will not do.

Solutions to Last Month s Puzzles.

584.â��THREE DOMINO FRAMES.

* *

â�¢ *

BACH

turn the cross

round, you get suc-

cessively Ð� flat

(treble def), A

(tenor clef), Ð¡ (alto

clef), and Ð� natural

(treble clef). InGer-

man Ð� flat is called

b- - i^h- â�¢*-

f1

| | v L

^^V. 1

j^

588.â��CUTTING THE CHEESE.

HERE is a simple question that

will require just a few moments'

thought to get an exact answer.

___- I have a piece of cheese in the

~jf- shape of a cube. How am I to

F- cut it in two pieces with one

straight cut of the knife so that

the two new surfaces produced

by the cul shall earh be a per-

fect hexagon ? Of course, if cut in the direction of

the dotted line the surfaces would be squares. Now

produce hexagons.

589.â��A CRITICAL VOTE.

Ð� MEETING of the Amalgamated Society of Itinerant

Askers (better known as the " Tramps' Union ") was

held to deride whether the members should strike for

reduced hours and larger donations. It was arranged

that during the count those in favour of the motion

should remain standing, and those who voted against

â�¢Jiould sit down.

" Gentlemen," said the chairman in due course, " I

have the pleasure to announce that the motion is

carriol by a majority equal to exactly a quarter of the

opposition." (Loud cheerb.)

" Excuse me. guv'nor," shouted a man at the back,

" but some of us over here couldn't sit down."

" Why not ? "

" 'Cause there ain't enough chairs."

"Then perhaps those who wanted to sit down but

couldn't will hold up their hands. ... I find there are

a dozen of you, so the motion is lost by a majority of

one." (Hisses and disorder.)

Now, how many members voted at that meeting ?

590.â��ANCIENT "FOX AND GEESE."

THE puzzle-game (No. 575) that I gave in our issue

for November last seems to have interested a great

many readers. A

number of corres-

pond e n t s ha d

played it in their

youth, and it

appears to be also

known in various

parts of Euro|>e

by the n a in e s

" Wolf and Sheep "

and " Hare and

Hounds." Curi-

osity U expressed

as to the more

ancient form of the

game to which I

referred, so I redeem my promise to give it. The

illustration shows the form in which the board is

set out in Strutt's " Sports and Pastimes." and it

reminds one of Solitaire. The seventeen while

counters are Geese and the black one is the Fox. The

two players play alternately, one counter Â¡it a time,

and the Geese move first. The Fox cannot be taken,

but he may take a Goose if he can jump over it to a

vacant square next beyond, as in draughts. The

object of the Geese is to shut up the Fox so that he

cannot move, when they win. If the Geese are all

taken, or their number so reduced that they cannot

enclose the Fox, then the Fox wins. Of course, the

pieces move only along the lines from one point to an

adjacent one. Now, can a wily Fox defeat the Geese ?

THE illustration shows how the two additional square

frames may be constructed, the pips in one adding up

12 on every side, and in the other 18.

585.â��A CLOCK 1TZ7.LE.

THE time is 6J minutes past 9, when the hour hand

is 45 9-16 minutes past XII. Then 45 9-16 is. the

square of 6J.

586.â��AN AMUSING DEFINITION.

THE answer is a lady on horsebackâ��side-saddle, of

course.

587.â��MONKEY AND PULLEY.

WE find the age of the monkey works out at ij years,

and the age of the mother 2} years, the monkey theie-

fore weighing 2jlb., and the weight the same. Then

we soon discover that the rope weighed ijlb., or

20 oz. ; and. Ð»Ñ� a foot weighed ^oz., the length of the

rope was 5 feet.

582.â��A MUSICAL ENIGMA.

A LARGE number of correspondents have sent me

the undoubtedly correct solution to this enigmaâ��

BACH. If you

" Ð� " and Ð� natural " II," making it read BACH.

As I have been familiar all my life with an organ fugue

by C. P. Emmanuel Bach, based on the family name

and beginning as in the illustration, it is curious that I

could have overlooked the solution.
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Toffeeâ��the most delicious sweet ever
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these Kiddies. Its fascinating flavour wins
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"I WANT MY LETTERS," THE GIRL PANTED.

"THEN YOU DON'T TRUST ME?"

"WHY SHOULD I, WHEN YOU'VE DECEIVED ME WORSE THAN BEFORE?

(SEE PACE 284.)



28l

â�¢A.M.WILLIAMSON

IT seemed to

Cecil West

that every

human

being she knew

at Lilac Valley

had chosen her

train to go to

New York !

On most morn-

ings this wouldn't

have mattered.

Cecil would have

enjoyed the nods

and friendly

looks. But to-

day it was dif-

ferent. She had

thought, by

starting late and

taking a slow train which changed at

Jamaica, to miss the ' crowd." All these

pleasant people, however, had good reasons

for avoiding, or failing to catch, the favourite

morning train. Very innocent, frank reasons

they were ! Cecil felt guilty and sick as she

agreed with Mrs. Ashe, who squeezed cosily

into the seat at her side, sure of a welcome.

Yes, it was a bore having so little time to

shop, but some mornings there was a lot

to do at home. You just couldn't tear

yourself away !

" Where are you going first ? " asked

Molly Ashe.

Cecil had expected this question, if not

from Molly, then from some other woman,

and she knew exactly to what point it was

meant to lead.

" Oh, I haven't quite made up my mind,"

she fibbed.

" I was only thinking, if it was Wana-

maker's, we might lunch together. It would

be so nice," explained Mrs. Ashe.

" I'm dreadfully sorry, butâ��I'm lunching

at a friend's house," Cecil excused herself.

" Sad for me, not for you I " laughed

Molly. ''Anyone 4 know ? "

" I don't think so," Cecil answered, almost

praying not to blush or stammer. Molly

was the kindest creature on earth, but she

vÂ«i aware that Laurance West was away

for Â»-he week-end ; also that Cecil had been

invited to go, and refused. Larry was

Vol. KÃ¼L-Ð®.

BY
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adorable, but he

was twelve years

older than Cecil,

who had come to

Long Island as a

bride six months

ago, with the re-

putation of being

a flirt. If Molly

had looked mis-

chievous, it might

have meant more

fibs for Cecil ;

but apparently

Mrs. Ashe had

no naughty

thoughts. Cecil

inquired about

the baby ; Molly

caught up the

subject as a soldier catches a shot flag; and

the rest of the journey passed in peace.

At the New York end, by adroitness Cecil

contrived (or hoped she'd contrived) to lose

all her friends in the crush. She sprinted

for the line of taxis outside the station, and

almost whispered " Grand Central," lest

Molly or someone might be at her back.

" That would have been the limit ! " she

sighed. If Molly Ashe or Ivy InnÃ©s had

chirped " Can't we share a taxi ? " Cecil

would not have known what to say.

But luck was with herâ��undeserved hack.

She was off, and a backward flash of the eye

found no familiar face.

-At the station there was time to buy a

book, but Cecil knew that not the most

thrilling fiction ever printed could beguile

her from realities. Her hot brain smouldered

like the sealed pit of a mine on fire.

She found a seat in the train, and glanced

round anxiously. Thank Heaven, not a soul

she had ever seen before !

There was no time for luncheon on board,

but if there had been Cecil could not have

touched food. She had taken no breakfast,

except a cup of black coffee choked down to

steady her nerves, and it would be after two

o'clock before she reached Rivergrove Manor.

But he would be waiting luncheon, and

she must eat, or let him see how he had

frightened her. That would please him too

much !
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At the small country station his motor

was waiting, as he had stated that it

would be.

The car bowled smoothly along the winding

road, then wheeled through an open gateway.

The place deserved its name of " River-

grove." The avenue was lined with shrubs

in scented bloom. How the fragrance

struck at Cecil's heart ! It was so sweetâ��

sweet as sad music. It sent a tingle of love

for far-off Larry through her veins. She

longed to be with him, to lie in his arms,

sobbing " I want you to comfort me ! " and

to hear Larry say (as he did say when she

was in some small trouble), " Little girl, tell

me all about it. There, it's going to be all

right."

But she could not tell him of this trouble,

and if he found out, things between them

would never again be " all right." Cecil

was sure of that, because Larry detested

Kingsley Blake. He had obviously hated

her acquaintance with Blake when she was

Cecil Stainforth ; and it had irked him

beyond endurance to know that he had no

right to object. She had believedâ��and

believed to this dayâ��that Larry- would

never have torn himself out of bachelorhood

if he hadn't been impelled to snatch her

from " the Strong Man," as Kingsley Blake

was called by his friends. One night at a

ball, when Blake had seemed to delight in

making Miss Stainforth conspicuous, Larry

had lost his head in a thrilling way, begged

her to cut Blake, and on top of that had

proposed. Cecil had never dared hope that

he would do that ! She had been in love

with Larry for months, and her fear that he

didn't careâ��or didn't care enoughâ��added

to money-troubles, and girl-worries of all

sorts, had been wearing her nerves to rags,

till that wonderful night.

SHE slipped nervously into the dusk of

the great hall as a Japanese butler

opened the door.

" Mrs. West ? Mr. Blake is in the library,

madam, waiting for you," the little dark

man announced, in correct, metallic English ;

and threw open another door opposite the

entrance.

Cecil hesitated. She vaguely dreaded

some trick. She loathed the idea of being

shut up with Blake in his own special

sanctum. But she had come to his house.

It would be foolish and futile to make a fuss

now that she was here. With a lift of her

chin, and an effort at dignity, the girlâ��

childishly slim in meek blue sergeâ��stepped

across the threshold. Instantly, softly, the

door closed, and Cecil stopped dead. Kingsley

Blake sat smiling at her, in a wheeled

invalid-chair.

" Forgive my not getting up to welcome

you," spoke the remembered voice which

Cecil heard often in troubled dreams. " My

misfortune, not my fault ! Now you see

why I had to bring you so far."

Words would not come. Cecil was com-

pletely taken aback. Perhaps this was part

of the trick her instinct awaited !

It was grotesque to see that gladiator-

form in' smart modern dress prone in a

chair made to support weakness ; yet Blake

was formidable as he sat, quite motionless,

his big hands pallid on the arms of the

wheeled chair.

Somebody had described him once :

" Head of a statesman, eyes of a cynic, nose

of a financier, mouth of a voluptuary, chin

of a prize-fighter." Cecil remembered thai

saying, as she stared down at Kingsle)

Blake, and he stared up at her.

"Is it a joke, orâ��have you had an

accident ? " she stammered, when her voice

came back.

" Both," he answered, with a wry smile.

" An accident of Fate : a joke the jade has

played on me. I thought I was Samson.

My doctor warned me last year that I wasn't

â��that I'd passed the age ior stunts. But

showing on my strength has been the last

of the vanities for me. I strained my heart

a month agoâ��a bad strain. Are you glad

the old lion's claws are cutâ��or does the sight

of me like this wake some human sympathy

in your hard little heart ? If it does, toddle

across that half mile of rug and shake hands."

Warily, Cecil obeyed, and gave him a small

brown glove. He pressed it painfully, but

when she tried to pull the hand away he

surprised her by letting it go.

" Are you afraid of the wounded lion ? "

he jeered. " Don't be. He didn't summon

you to his den to tear you to pieces."

" I'm not afraid ! " the girl protested.

'' Iâ��needn't have come if I had been

afraid "

" Or, you needn't have come if you hadn't

been. Isn't that the frank way to put it ? "

To escape his eyes, Cecil looked down at

the glove which she had begun to pull on,

hoping to hide the trembling of her hands.

" I came," she explained, " because your

letter said that, if I did what you asked, you

would do ' something to make me glad.'

There's only one thing you can do to make

me glad. And so "

â�¢' So here you areâ��to get it ! Good.

Now we've reached an understanding on that

point ! But we'd better put off our dis-

cussion of the thing itself till after food,

don't you think so ?"

Blake touched an electric bell close to his

hand on a desk. Almost instantly the

Japanese butler opened the door.

* Luncheon is served, sir," he announced ;

and motioning Cecil to precede him, Blake
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began to wheel his arm-chair out of the vast

room.

Even now Cecil could hardly believe that

the man wasn't acting a part. She would

not have believed, if his faceâ��once ruddy-

brown from forehead to chinâ��had not faded

to a dull yellow. It dazed her to see the

giant breaking himself to invalid habits.

But she could not pity him, because she

and year I made you drink that evening

when I'd persuaded you to dine at my flat

and tell me all about your money troubles,"

he recalled. " The wine did you *a lot of

good then, though you thought it wouldn't,

and I'm sure it would now if you'd try.

That was the night before you wrote me the

first of those six sweet, grateful little letters

I've treasured so, ever since "

She found a seat and glanced round anxiously. Thank Heaven, not a soul she had

ever seen before !

feared this new Kingsley Blake even more

than she had feared the old one. She felt as

if an implacable enemy had dodged behind

a hospital screen.

He insisted that she must eat something

of every course, assuring the girl each time

that he had chosen the thing especially for

her, knowing how she liked it.

With these friendly allusions he mingled

anecdotes of past days, when little Cecil

Stainforth had been trapped into all sorts of

foolishness by the admiration of a set richer

and more sophisticated than her own. ' Do

you remember this ? " " Have you for-

gotten that ? " he persisted, sharply prodding

her reluctance with hints calculated to excite

even Japanese interest.

â�¢' This champagne's of the same brand

It was all that Cecil could do to sit still,

instead of springing up and rushing out of

the room. But she controlled herself as a

woman, half fainting, clings to consciousness.

' You said before lunch that it would be

better to speak of these things later," she

desperately reminded Blake. " Iâ��I think

you were right. It would be much better."

" Oh, then you've changed your mind ? "

he asked, innocently. " I understood that

you wanted to save time. Well, let's dig

up another subject ! What are you most

interested in these days ? Home and hus-

band ? By the by, I've often wondered just

when you did get engaged."

"It was at Susan Heming's ball," Cecil

girded herself to answer.

" Oh, so that was it ! I remember the
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night well. You wereâ��rather displeased

with me."

" That's one way of expressing it."

" H'm ! Yes. I had a certain difficulty

in getting you to cut a dance you promised

West. But you did cut it. I took you into

Susan's Marie Antoinette Fan Room, to sit

out and discuss things. West came nosing

roundâ��though really he was no more of a

dancing man than I wasâ��and found us

together."

" Yes."

" He whisked you away like a flash, and

left explanations for later ? "

" He didn't ask me to explain, and I

didn't try to explain. It's not worth while

to talk of it now ! "

" It interests me, especially as you confess

you were engaged to Larry that night. But

never mind, if the confidences are too

sacred ! Well, you ought to thank me, my

child, for bringing your romance about.

Larry wasn't what's called a marrying man.

And, I suppose, when the little princess had

been soothed and caressed, she promised

never to put herself within long-distance

call of the poor old dragon again ? "

" I promised never toâ��speak to you

again if I could help itâ��without making

myself conspicuous," Cecil admitted.

Blake laughed aloud. " By Jingo, that

hits my sense of humour ! " he roared.

1 And if the dear Larry hears aboutâ��to-day,

I suppose it'll be the occasion when you

couldn't help speakingâ��' without being con-

spicuous.' "

'' He won't hear about it," the girl gasped,

' unless he hears through you. And even

you wouldn't be wicked enoughâ��cruel

enoughâ��to tell, afterâ��almost forcing me

to come here ! "

THE blood stung her cheeks. She had

forgotten the two Japanese servants

whose shadowy presence had shamed

her at first. As she sprang to her feet, one

of the men caught her chair before it fell,

but Blake, smiling, covered the incident.

" Yes, we'll have our coffee nowâ��in the

library," he said. " Larry hasn't trained

you to stand teasing any better than you

used to, I'm afraid. But don't worry, my

dear child. I vow I won't tell your husband

that you kindly accepted an invitation to

visit an invalid friend. I invariably keep

my vowsâ��in one way, if I can't in another.

Now, come along ! We must have our

quiet chat, if you're really bound to catch

that four o'clock train."

" Now," Blake said, when the door had

shut them in, " you can tell me what bribe

you thought I meant to offer for this after

noon call."

" There's only one thing you can have

meant," the girl flung back. " One thing,

unless you brought me here on false pre-

tences. I thought you would make me

glad ' by giving meâ��at last !â��those wretched

letters. Please, don't torment me any more.

Give me the lettersâ��or let me read each one

to make sure all six are there, and burn

them "

Blake shook his head slowly as he set

down his coffee-cup. " I didn't bring you

to Rivergrove, my dear, with the intention

of giving you the letters."

Cecil jumped up with a strangled cry.

Oh ! " she choked, and could find no word

for the fury in her heart.

" Don't turn me to stone," Blake laughed.

You'd never get your letters if you did.

If you don't, you may ; who knows ? "

;' I want my letters," the girl panted.

" Then you don't trust me ? "

' Why should I, when you've deceived me

worse than before ? You know I wouldn't

have come except for the letters. Nothing

else on earth would have tempted me.

" Don't be too sure. Andâ��Cecilâ��don't

condemn me unheard." The man's voice

altered. ' Yes, I let you think you would

get the letters : I wanted to see youâ��for

the last time. That was the only way,

unless I whined and told you I was doomed.

And if I had. perhaps you wouldn't have

come ! I loved you Cecil, in those clays

when you accused me of playing with you

as a cat plays with a mouse. God ! 'Twas

worse for the cat than for the mouse ! I

wanted you soâ��I'd have married you, if

my wife would have come from Europe and

divorced meâ��or if she'd given me half a

chance at divorcing her. The reward I

really meant for you to-day is this : to tell

you that now I'm under sentence of death

I intend to make a new will and leave you a

legacy."

Cecil burst into tears.

" I don't want a legacy ! " she cried.

'' And I don't want you to die. I'm notâ��â�¢

not so hard as that. But I'd hate to have

you leave me anything. Even the letters,

if they came after youâ��if they came in that

way, might do harm, not good. Peopleâ��

Larryâ��would know, andâ��andâ��oh, it was

you who told me how those letters could be

misunderstood ! You told me that night

at Susan Homing's, before Larry took me

away. You said that no one who read

them would believe me just the silly, inno-

cent, ignorant girl I truly was. Larry loves

me, butâ��if he read the letters he'd mis-

understand. I know he would I Though I

told him the truth and heâ��thought he

believed, he'd never be quite sure. You

see, he couldn't bearâ��he didn't like you.

He used to know Mrs. Blake, and I promised.
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I've broken- my promise now. He would

not trust me again. Oh, I couldn't live ! "

She buried her face in her hands and sobbed.

Blake stared broodingly at the smart

little hat on the bowed head. " You love

West so much ?" he asked.

" Yes, I do !" the girl wept. " I adored

the ground he walked on, even when I

thought he didn't care. It'sâ��not very

clever of me to tell you that, but "

' Don't worry. What you've told me

will make no difference in the legacy. More

than ever "â��he spoke slowlyâ��" my mind

is fixed on that. Ifâ��among other thingsâ��

I leave you those six letters in their one

envelope (that's how I keep them, and take

them out to read now and then), I'll manage

the gift in such a way that West won't get

hold of the dangerous documents. At

least, he won't if he's the honourable man

you think' he is. I'd like to leave you

money, Cecil, to remember me by ; but, for

yonr own sake, I daren't do that. Also, I

hope you don't need money as you once did.

West's not a rich man, but I don't doubt he

can give you bread and cheeseâ��with his

kisses. No. What suggested itself to me

was someâ��valuable antique. Something

which would last for ever ; a piece of furni-

ture ; for instanceâ��look over there. You

see that green lacquer Chinese cabinet ? "

" Yes," Cecil replied.

" It's one of the best bits I own," Blake

went on, faintly smiling. " Do you like

Chinese lacquer ? Would you appreciate

that cabinet if Iâ��left it to you ? "

" Iâ��I don't know what you mean by

' appreciate ' ! " the girl stammered. " I

know you mean somethingâ��more than you

say. Are the letters "

Blake laughed again. " Don't look a gift

horse in the mouth, my child ! There are

people who would give many dollars to get

that Chinese cabinet. They wouldn't haggle

before offering a price, and inquireâ��for in-

stance, whether there was a secret drawer, and

what was in it. The thing's unique ! What

I ask is : Do you want it as it standsâ��or shall

it fall into the hands ofâ��strangers ? "

Cecil guessed what Blake's words con-

cealed, orâ��what he meant her to think they

concealed. If she could only be sure which !

" Make up your mind, my dear," he

benevolently advised, " becauseâ��you know

the adage, ' Welcome the coming, speed the

parting guest.' I'd like nothing so well as

to have you spend the afternoon, or even

dineâ��and why shouldn't you, if the papers

don't lie in saying that West's gone to Maine

for the week-end ? But, if you're determined

to catch the four o'clock train "

Cecil jumped up with a cry of fear fulfilled.

" Oh, you haven't let me miss it ! " she

gasped. " I feltâ��I knew you'd "

" You felt and knew wrong. I haven't let

you miss the train. Au contraire. I ordered

the car to be ready in case you insisted, and

it'll be waiting for you now. But you ought

to be off in two minutes if you don't want to

cut things too fine."

" Oh ! " exclaimed Cecil. " You waited

till the last minute before you'd talk of the

letters. I came for themâ��and I've got to

go without "

" One minute wasted," announced Blake,

eyes upon the clock on his desk. " You

must trust me in the matter of those letters.

There's just time to decide about the Chinese

cabinet. Do you want it ? Have you a

den or a boudoir of your own where you can

keep itâ��to remember me ? "

Cecil was at the door, and had grasped the

knob. It turned under her hand. Involun-

tarily she stepped back. The butler

decorously appeared. Excuse me, sir,"

he began, " the chauffeur says if the lady

wishes to catch the train "

1 Yesâ��yes ! I will have the cabinet,"

Cecil cried, and without a look or a word of

good-bye she was gone.

The girl almost tumbled into the grey

limousine, which leapt away as the Japanese

shut her in. There was no room in her

beating brain for rage about the trick played

on herâ��the letters dangled before her eyes,

then snatched out of reach : no room for

thankfulness that she had escaped : heart

and mind were too full of throbbing fears

that she might lose the train.

" You'll just do it, madam," said the

chauffeur, as she hurled herself out of the

car at the station while the train was

thundering in.

DAYS passed, softly and sweetly, at

Lilac Valley.

Larry came joyously back from

the first visit he had made without her. He

was dearer and more adorable than he had

ever been. Cecil tried to believe that she

was in no danger. Her secret visit to

Rivergrove Manor hadn't been quite in vain.

Surely she might trust Blake, now that he

was a doomed man, trust him not actually

to betray ! And without doubt the letters

were in a secret drawer of that Chinese

cabinet. It would come to her in the end.

She would find the drawer. At last she

would have the letters. Meanwhile, she

must keep her nerve and be like herself, or

Larry would begin to wonder.

By and by it became not so hard a struggle

to have patience. A crust of calmness cooled

about the hot lava of fear. Cecil slept

better ; and one morning, three weeks after

the dreadful day, Larry complimented her at

breakfast on her colour.

" You look like one of those roses in the
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garden, whatever you call 'em, that have

pink tips to their white petÃ¡is," he said, as

she handed him his creamed coffee. Then,

after one long look, as if to photograph a

vision for all day upon his retina, Larry

applied himself to his correspondence.

The pile by his plate consisted entirely of

business letters. Cecil knew this, because

she had placed them there herself. Larry

concentrated upon them now, and opened

one after another with the swift precision

characteristic of him.

Suddenly he glanced up from a letter he

had flicked out of its envelope, and handed

it across the table to her.

"Sorry, darling!" he apologized. "I

opened this by mistake. Thought it was

addressed ' Mr.' And it is like ' Mr.' on the

envelope. But it seems to be ' Mrs.' inside."

Cecil took the long white envelope indiffer-

ently. It looked dull, exceptfor the neatly-cut

end, showing Larry's precision. The address

was typed, and the " s " in " Mrs." was all but

obliterated. No wonder Larry had thought

that the thing was for him !

" Some bill, I suppose," said the girl.

" But I'm not worrying. 1 don't owe one

hundred dollars in the world." She laughed,

because she felt young and almost gay again.

Yet Larry did not answer. And he did not

laugh. He had picked up another letter,

and absorbed himself in it. A vein was

beating in his forehead, which meant with

him, Cecil had learned, intense concentration

or exertion of will-power.

She dropped her gaze from Larry's face

to the typewritten letter, which had no

address at the top, and read the first line

without understanding its drift. At the end

of the second, however, her heart leaped,

then seemed to drop out of her body.

DEAR MRS. WEST,â��

I have now reason to believe that the

specialist I spoke of when you came to

lunch with me at Rivergrove, three weeks

ago, didn't alarm me unnecessarily about

my health. I want you to know that I

expect to make my will to-day or to morrow,

and that as soon as possible it will be drawn

up in legal form. The green lacquer

Chinese cabinet I pointed out to you in

my library will, as I promised, be yours,

with all its contenta, including certain docu-

ments which may be of special interest to

you. I trust it will be a relief to your

mind to be assured of this once again,

liefere I " go hence and am no more seen."

Your old and ever faithful friend,

KINGSLEY BLAKE.

It was all the girl could do not to yield

herself to physical weakness and faint. But

she clutched consciousness and power to

think.

Blake's name was scrawled, in his own

handwriting, at the foot of the page. Ten

to one Larry had involuntarily glanced

down at it as he unfolded the paper ! People

almost always did this. And there was the

word " Rivergrove " half-way through the

letter. Larry could scarcely have missed

that. Would he be human if he hadn't

read the whole thing through ? In his place

she didn't believe that she could have

resisted. And all he hadn't seen in black

and white he would guess.

This was what Kingsley had planned to

do when he said that, if Larry were the

"honourable man she thought him," he

would never find out. Blake had even then

meant to send the letter with the obliterated

â�¢'s" on the envelope that turned "Mrs."

into " Mr." Her fate was to depend upon

the scruples of her husbandâ��Larry, the man

who had rescued her from him. How like

Kingsley Blake !

The girl felt deathly sick. Life seemed

ended, a bright thread snapped. She wished

that she might die at this moment, because

even if she burst out with the whole story,

Larry wouldn't believe it. No man would.

No man would forgive.

Larry's voice made her start, almost made

her drop the letter.

" Well, baby-girl, I must be off !" he said.

' â�¢ Give me a kiss and a blessing."

Cecil was astounded. Trembling, she got

to her feet and forced herself to face him.

There was no terrible light in Larry's eyes.

They held the smile she adored, and never

understood. It was not more baffling to-day

than it had been yesterday, or the day before.

Oh, God, could it be that he'd read only

" Dear Mrs. West " at the top of that letter,

and had not let his eyes stray farther down ?

She sank feebly into her husband's arms,

and rested there as he kissed her good-bye.

Then, as if galvanized to energy, she was

able to walk with him to the front door, to

watch him down the garden path, and at

last to wave her hand as he turned at the

gate to take off his hat. Could he go through

this dear, familiar programme if he were

despising her in his heart, and thinking out

some terrible punishment ? Orâ��could he

be doing just that ? What was the mystery

behind his eyes and smile ?

Cecil shivered as if a wind had blown over

her soul. It was hideous to hate a dying

man as she couldn't help hating Kingsley

Blake.

NEVER had there been such a day as

that, which dragged on towards

dreaded night. The girl longed for

Larry to come back, yet felt it would be

better to run away than wait to see him.

But she did not run away. She went about
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Cecil was astounded. Trembling, she got to her (eet and forced herself to face him.

as usual. She ordered Larry's favourite

dishes for dinner; and she was in the act

of putting on a white frock which he admired

when a voice seemed to speak in her ear :

" Won't you wear black to-night ? "

It was " just nerves," of course ! She
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fastened the white dress, but her fingers were

cold as if she had touched the face of a corpse.

It was a relief to run downstairs and pick up

the evening paper, which she would have

time to glance over before Larry was due.

" Sudden Death of New York Millionaire "

was the first headline that caught her eyes.

Kingsley Blake, the Strong Man of Wall

Street, Dies of Heart Failure at his Country

Place on the Hudson."

Whence had come the voice that whispered.

" Won't you wear black ? "

The paper was still in her hand, though

she had read no farther, when Larry came.

Not once since the night they were engaged,

at Susan Heming's ball, had Larry ever men-

tioned the name of Kingsley Blake to Cecil.

And he did not mention it now, though he

must have read the news ; he must have

guessed that she had read it.

Cecil lay awake that night, her head on

Larry's warm, strong-muscled arm. She

would have given years of her future to

know if his quiet breathing meant sleep or

secret watchfulness. Sometimes she thanked

God that he had not read, could not have

read, the letter. And the next moment she

would be sure that he had read it. It

seemed that she could not go on bearing such

suspense for another hour. Yet she did bear

it, not only through the night, but through

other nights and days that followed in bleak

procession.

Each morning she asked herself, How soon

would she know ? In what way would the

blow fall ? Would the Chinese cabinet be

sent to the house ? Would she be alone

when it arrived, or would Larry be with

her?

IT was not until the end of a week that a

shock came which made past suspense

seem happiness. The morning paper

which (as usual now) she eagerly seized when

Larry had gone, announced that Kingsley

Blake had not signed a will which he had died

in the act of making. The document was

ready for signature, therefore the dead man's

wishes concerning his property were known.

His wife, however (who had been separated

from him and living abroad), had heard of

his illness, and returned from Paris to New

York only a few days before what the news-

paper called the " Tragedy." In conse-

quence, she had been able to arrive promptly

at Rivergrove and superintend arrangements

for the funeral. The lady had informed an

interviewer that she would dispose of the

place with all its contents and let the town

flat furnished ; whereupon she would go

back to France. Her intention was to have

a sale by auction, on the spot, of all the

treasures collected by her husband at River-

grove.

There are some things which appear " too

bad to be true." This was such a thing fur

Cecil.

The green lacquer Chinese cabinet was

" one of the best bits " Blake had owned.

It would be bought by a collector, and the

secret drawer which she felt sure guarded her

letters would be found.

Even if Blake hadn't labelled the envelope

the signature " Cecil " would identify her

to anyone who recalled the millionaire's

pursuit of a young girl named Cecil Stain-

forth. That girl, only six months older,

shivered and sickened as she remembered

the phrasing in some of those letters. They

had been written in gratitude for Blake's

' kindness," which had tided her over a

difficult pass ; and, like an innocent idiot,

she had at first believed him chivalrous and

disinterestedâ��an elderly knight glad to help

an extravagant child out of a " scrape."

But in the letters she had made appoint-

ments to meet the man, by his request ; she

had spoken of going to his flat. Afterwards,

when he had " given himself away," the *

once chivalrous friend pointed out just how

the letters would be misconstrued. He

offered to hand them backâ��for a price ;

and perhaps Larry West had saved Cecil

from paying that price. Now, it seemed that

she would have to pay in another way. at

last.

The thought brought the girl to her feet

like a puppet on wires. The horror mustn't

happen. She must prevent it. She would

go to the sale and buy the Chinese cabinet

herself !

It was later that the question of money

came to her mind. She had no notion what

the cabinet was worth. More than a thou-

sand dollars, perhaps, and she had only

about five hundred of her own which she

could touch without appealing to Larry.

He gave her two hundred a month for

pocket-money, to spend (or save) as she

chose. And the five hundred dollars had

been saved. But they wouldn't go far

towards buying the cabinet. The one hope

of securing it would beâ��to pawn her jewels.

How to raise money on the pearls (which

could not, of course, be sold) was a difficulty,

since she dared ask advice of no one. But

she searched newspapers, and found the

address of a sort of super-pawnbroker. With

this and the jewels in her handbag, Cecil

took the first train to New York.

The advertiser had a shop, where jewels

were sold as well as bought or taken in

pledge. There was no humiliation in

entering the place ; still, Cecil was glad to

be the only client of the moment. When

she had stammered the purpose of her errand,

she was taken to an inner room, and on a

table spread with a velvet cloth she
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displayed her wares. Lumping the pearls

and all the lesser things together, they were

worth, Mr. Schermerhorn said, six thousand

eight hundred dollars ; but he would lend

on them only a third of that amount. If

she didn't care to accept his offer she could

try elsewhere, but she would not get more.

The man seemed honest, though hard, and

she decided to deal with him. With the five

hundred dollars she had saved she would

have almost two thousand eight hundred.

She might do worse. And there was so

little time ! As for redeeming her property,

she wrould sell the Chinese cabinet after she

had secured itâ��and emptied the secret

drawer.

How to attend the sale at Kingsley Blake's

house without being recognized and talked

about was the next problem. But it had

to be solved, and the girl did solve it in her

mind before the money for the pawned

jewels was in her purse. She went straight

from Schermerhorn to Casenove, a theatrical

costumier who had made her up for amateur

plays before her marriage.

Cecil explained that it was a question of a

comedy-drama in one act, for which a street

costume was needed. She was not to be the

young heroine, but a middle-aged woman,

she added. " I want to be dark, and forty-

five, and prim, andâ��and just tin-noticeable.

I'd love to surprise everyone by being so

different from myself that no one would

know meâ��except for my name on the

programme. Can you make me like that ? "

Willy Casenove ruffled his hair and

screwed up his eyes, as he always did when

straining after an inspiration. Suddenly it

came.

Cecil desired Mr. Casenove to make her

up, and then let her repeat the process

herself under his direction. It was aston-

ishing to see how easily youth and

beauty were blotted out ! When she had

practised with the disguise to her own

satisfaction and Casenove's, she bought all

the necessary materials. Later, at a cheap

store, she purchased such a costume, spec-

tacles, hat, and veil as Casenove had

recommended.

She would not risk having these things

sent home, but directed that they should

be kept till called for.

Her aunt, with whom she had lived as

a girl, was still in New York, but Cecil

could not make use of her house in the

emergency she foresaw. There was another

plan in her head, however, and she has-

tened to execute it.

A friend of old days, a young war widow,

liacl gone to Philadelphia on a visit, and left

her small flat shut up. Cecil got Kitty Ireland

on the long-distance 'phone, and asked if she

might use the flat now and then to rest

in. The answer was " Yes," and Mrs. Ireland

promised to post the key in a registered

envelope that night.

Next day, when the letter came, Cecil was

ready for the thing she had to do.

THE date of the sale was fixed for a

certain Wednesday morning at eleven

o'clock.

This would mean starting so early that

her husband's curiosity would be aroused,

for she must call at the store where her

parcel waited, take it to Kitty Ireland's flat,

and then transform herself from a beautiful,

smart young woman into a middle-aged

nonentity. But there was a way out of this

trouble. Cecil 'phoned her aunt, asking for

an invitation to spend Tuesday night.

Having got it, she told Larry that Aunt Jane

wanted her, and Larry made no objection

to the visit. " I shall miss you, darling,"

he said, but that was all. Cecil was almost

sure now, after this lapse of time, that he

could not have read Blake's letter. She felt

hatefully guilty in deceiving him, even in

so small a thing as the motive for going to

her aunt, but she no longer feared that he

hid suspicion in his heart. If she could

secure the Chinese cabinet the danger would

be at an end.

She took Aunt Jane to a play, in order to

have something to tell Larry about ; but on

Wednesday morning she was up before seven.

She had a " lot of things to do," she truth-

fully told Miss Jane Stainforth when, at

eight o'clock, she kissed that lady good-bye

in bed.

Cecil realized during the train journey to

Rivergrove that her disguise was a success.

No one paid the slightest attention to the

dowdy person in purple ; no one cast sharp

glances at the thick, patterned veil which

shrouded that dowdy person's features.

She had never before attended an auction

sale. She did not know what to do, nor

whom to ask, but seeing a pile of catalogues,

she took one and began to look through it.

She tried to find the green lacquer Chinese

cabinet, but in the crowd she was too con-

fused to concentrate.

Cecil edged her way through the groups

of queer or smart people, now and then

recognizing an old acquaintance, and flushing

under her veil, spectacles, and paint. At

first she could not find the cabinet, and had

a stab of fear lest Mrs. Blake had ' reserved "

it for herself. But, no ; there it was, promi-

nently placed ! She had missed seeing it

because the gorgeous thing was ringed

about with admirers, and suddenly she lost

hope. " I shall never get it ! " she thought,

and let herself be elbowed away. She

drifted blindly, wishing she might sit downâ��

just for a moment !â��and rest. Perhaps she
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The Chinese Cabinet

Five thousand dollars ! ' It was her husband's stick which had raised

stumbled ; precisely what happened she did

not know, but avoiding a fat woman she

staggered against a tall man's shoulder.

' So sorry ! " said a voice.

It was Larry's voice. A wild stare through

veil and spectacles showed her Larry's face.

Cecil caught back a cry. Larry there !

He must have guessed that she would come.

He was watching for her. He would expect

her to walk in, undisguised. Thank God he

hadn't glanced twice at the woman in

purple I

The girl had little fear of being recognized.

Butâ��her voice ! When, by and by, she had

to bid, even with those absurd " plumpers "

to disguise her voice, could she be sureâ��

could she dare ?

' If I could get to the auctioneer," Cecil

thought, " I might give him the name of

Jones, say I want the Chinese cabinet, and

tell him how high I can go, then I wouldn't

have to speak out aloud."

But she could not get to the auctioneer, a

powerful, alarming personality. He was

abo'bed in business. Larry had pressed to

the front rank. She must stay where she

was, and trust to luck !

The auctioneer rapped on a table with a

hammer. The sale began. The first " lot "

consisted of a large Chinese rug. Cecil was

surprised to find that people didn't shout

out their bids. Almost everything seemed

to be done by signal. The auctioneer would

call out a price which he had been offered.

Then people would catch his eye and nod,

or raise their hands.

The rug was ' knocked down " for a large

sum to the fat woman against whom Cecil



Ð¡. N. and A. M. Williamson

291

the bid. The other hands were still. The Chinese cabinet was Larry's.

had stumbled. Another lot was offered,

and so it went on.

At last ! " Lot one hundred and one,

unique green lacquer Chinese cabinet, period

early-eighteenth century, most magnificent

piece on display in this sale-room," bawled

the raucous voice. " I am offered the

ridiculously small sum of two thousand

dollars."

Before Cecil could collect her wits after

the shock, a big-nosed, dark man signalled.

" Two thousand two hundred ! " announced

the auctioneer.

She tried to catch his eye, as other people

did, but someone else had caught it. " Two

thousand four hundred ! "

She must speak now, or never. She

opened dry lips, but no sound came. She

tried to push forward, but instead fell back

a step. Larry had grown alert. He lifted

his stick. He was bidding for the Chinese

cabinetâ��and that meantâ��it meant that he

had known all along. He had read Kingsley

Blake's letter !

Two thousand six hundred.

Each time the bids seemed to go up

mechanically by two hundred dollars. But

why shouldn't she bid more-â��all she had to

bid ? When Larry saw an inoffensive,

elderly woman trying to buy the cabinet for

such a high price perhaps he would let it go.

" I bid two thousand eight hundred

dollars ! " she heard a voice that was hers,

yet not hers, rasp out.

Nearly everyone stared, except Larry. He

did not appear to care.

" Two thousand eight hundred is the

offer ! " yelled the auctioneer.
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The Chinese Cabinet

It seemed to Cecil that there was a

pause. She had done the right thing by

risking all she had at a bound. The

Chinese cabinet would be knocked down

to Mrs. Jones !

But. no. The sum which looked immense

to her was not prohibitive for others. Hands

went up, hands that had not gone up before.

Larry's stick was still ; the offer was three

thousandâ��three thousand three hundredâ��

it was three thousand six hundred, and then

â��Larry made a sign.

Frozen, Cecil stood still and listened to the

fight. Her sole hope now was one which

would have seemed monstrous yesterdayâ��

that a stranger might secure the cabinet.

She would find his name and address. She

would go to him. She would invent some

story. Or, she would tell the truth and

implore secrecyâ��anything, to have in her

hands the contents of the hidden drawer.

Four thousand dollars the bidding had

reached nowâ��four thousand five hundred.

Oh, surely Larry would stop ! He wasn't

rich. Even if he were mad with jealousy

he could not afford

-1 Five thousand dollars ! "

It was her husband's stick which had

raised the bid. The other hands were still.

The Chinese cabinet was Larry's.

THERE was just enough conscious life

left in Cecil West to make her realize

the need of reaching home quickly.

She slipped out of the sale-room and rushed

to the station. Five minutes later a train

steamed in. Cecil glanced about. She did

not see Larry on the platform. At least, she

had a start !

But, in the train, she wondered. Why

was she in such haste to go home and face

Larry there ? Why should she erer go

home ? Why face him at all ? Why be

tortured by reproaches, why suffer the shame

of defending herseif in vain ?

Instead, she mightâ��when she had got rid

of her disguiseâ��lake refuge with her aunt

and write to Larry. She actually decided

to do this, but when, at Kitty Ireland's flat,

the purple woman had become Cecil West

again, a flame of desperate courage fired her

veins. She must see Larry.

Hesitating no longer, she took the first

available train for home.

On the hall table lay a telegram. Cecil

opened it mechanically. It was from Larry !

Have bought you a present hope you

will like. Making special job get it

delivered to-day, almost sure succeed.

Expect large piece furniture. Green

Chinese lacquer. Arrange place wherever

you choose, b'ear I may be detained in

town later than usual, but will arrive

seven-thirty. Glad if you can delay

dinner till eight. Love.â��LARRY.

This from the man whom she had expected

to burst in upon her with the discovered

letters to Kingsley Blake in his hand !

Late in the afternoon two men in a motor

brought the Chinese cabinet to the house,

and carried the heavy thing upstairs to her

little sitting-room. Kingsley Blake had

asked if she had a " den " of her own

which the green lacquer cabinet would suit.

Now, here it stood in that " den " ; but

she hated the thing, and hated to have it

there. Had there not been need to lock a

door upon herself and it, she would have

had the Chinese cabinet left in the hall !

There was this need. Yet she did not

now expect to find the packet of letters.

She thought that Larry must have taken

them, and sent the cabinet home while she

was alone to let her look for the drawer and

discover itâ��empty. Still, she searched.

Hope never quite dies.

One of the men in the motor had handed

her a sealed envelope which contained a

queer, foreign-looking key. With this she

opened the cabinet, and saw many drawers

of different sizes, some above, some below,

some at the sides of a delicately-pillared

miniature archway, which gave the interior

the effect of a desk.

It was only half-past six o'clock when

Cecil began her quest, and Larry was not due,

according to his telegram, till seven-thirty.

Butâ��could she trust that telegram ? What

if, in spite of it, Larry meant to surprise her

with the door lockedâ��the door which was

never locked !â��and catch her witli all the

drawers of the cabinet scattered about ?

It didn't seem like Larry to play so cruel a

trick. Butâ��after all these days, when he had

/mown and kept silent, what was like Larry?

She worked with frantic haste, tearing

out the numerous drawers and groping

behind them. Nothing ! No concealed

spring under the arched space. The letters

must have been kept in a drawer that was

not secret ! They might have been read and

annexed by anyone !

A wave of anger against the dead man

swept over the girl, and it was just then that

something seemed to say " Pull the left-

hand pillar ! " She obeyed. It moved for-

ward, bringing into view a narrow receptacle

of which it was the front. Within lay a large

envelope, so closely fitted into its hiding-place

that it was with difficulty she drew it out.

" Six letters from C. S.," she read, written

large in Blake's scrawling hand. The enve-

lope was fastened with his seal. Cecil broke

it, and drew out a packet of lettersâ��six

letters on monogramed. pale blue paperâ��her

own monogram, her own paper. She read
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them through with repugnance, with self-pity,

then threw them in the grate, set a match to

one, and watched the whole six burn.

As the last edge of blue turned brown, the

hall clock downstairs struck the quarter

past seven. Her search for the secret

drawer, her discovery, her reading and

destruction of the letters, had taken just

three-quarters of an hour !

There was no time to dress. Larry would

come in a few minutes now. But she did

not wish to dress. It would be like a

criminal putting on evening clothes to

receive sentence !

Swiftly Cecil slipped the pillar into place.

She had nearly forgotten ! She stared into

the mirror over the mantelpiece. How-

white she was ! But what did it matter ?

The front door slammed. Larry's voice

called : " Hallo, where are you, sweetheart ? "

" Sweetheart I '

It wras the first time that Cecil had not

been waiting to rush out as his key grated in

the lock.

Now she grasped the banister-rail to

steady herself as she crept downstairs.

" Well, my kid ! " he hailed her, cheerily,

and caught her in his arms before she had

reached the last step. " Did you get my

present all right ? "

" Yesâ��I got it," she faltered. Then tears

stung her eyes. Words spoke themselves.

' Oh, Larryâ��believe that I love you I I've

always been true. I "

" Of course, baby ! " he laughed. ' Come

into the study, and we'll talk about thatâ��

and about how much I lovejj/Ð¾Ð¼."

Ann round her waist, he led his wife into

his special " den." He bent as if for a kiss,

then paused, her face between his hands, his

own face close.

' Noâ��mustn't kiss you till I've confessed

and been forgiven !" he stopped himself.

Cecil was dumb with surprise.

" But I bet I shall be forgiven 1 " Larry

went on. " Because I didn't mean to do the

tiling. It did itselfâ��and there it was !

Don't know what you thought of meâ��but

I kept mum till I could atone. To-day's the

day. I have atonedâ��best way I could ! I

got you that Chinese cabinet at the sale of

Kingsley Blake's things. You see, before I

knew, I'd read that letter of hisâ��thought it

was for me at first, you remember ! Then

there came the news about his will not being

signedâ��and the sale. So I made up my

mind you should have the legacy, that's all.

Now, do I get that kiss ? "

Her arms wrapped his neck. She held

him as if she would never let him go. Some

day he should hear the true story. But she

would not spoil this glorious moment, for,

at last, she knew the mystery of Larry.

Where he loved he trusted.

ACROSTICS.

Ol'R twentieth series of acrostics begins with No. l(Ji>.

printed below, and will run for four months. Prizes to the.

value of twelve guineas are offered.

DOUBLK ACROSTIC No. 105.

THE flowers of spring that now appear

Tell ua that summer, too. is near.

1. The opposite of shallow take.

2. Good at addition is the snake.

3. Fragile and weak. One letter goes.

4. Six feet, Ð°Ñ� every schoolboy knows.

i>. Protector he. in bygone day.

6. Act twice. Tho bird has passed away.

7. Uoddese. of sunshine 1Ñ�Ð³Ð¿ and rain.

5. Length without breadth. There goes the train,

il. The doilies wherein wo are arrayed

Are fourâ��club, diamond, heart, and spade

PAX.

Ð�Ð¸Ð²Ð¸Ñ�Ð³Ð² lo .Ð£Ð». 10Ð�> muet reach Ihr. Acrostic Editor, THE

Â¿TRASH MAGAZINE, Southampton .Si/vti, Strand. London,

W.I .'2, not latrr than l,ii the first poxt on April 10/A.

One alternatif anairrr may be sfnl to each light. At th*

foot every eolvcr should write hie paeudonym, confuting of

one word.

ANSWER TO DOCBLE ACROSTIC Xo. 1(14.

SCHOOL, stage, ami life in town its (Â»ages show :

The tale a|)|Hiared sume eighty years ago.

1. Your name, here writ, and shortened, now we meet ;

Victor and then three innre the line complete.

2. Stranger and exile, yet a faithful friend

\Vhen monarch h.wl with treason to contend

3. Archbishop, canon, curate, vicar, dean.

Ho comes with step sedate and reverend mien.

4. Caroline, surely, and it seems we may

Feel certain that the lady had some hay.

5. A Scottish tree (if ono may use such phrase)

Recalls a scholar versed in ancient ways.

6. Food rearrangeâ��a story known to fame :

This by itself reveals the second name.

7. Four little words ; less than one word ; to read

The place's name, two letters more we need.

8. Tie often yours, and yet not owned by you.

Since anagram of instrument will do.

I'AX.

1. N o r ma N

2. I U a I

3. Ð¡ 1er i Ð¡!

4. H err i Ñ� Ð�

5. Ð� ohi L

t>. L ittl E

7. A ramari Ð�

8. S i n Ñ� e r e 1 Y

NOTES.â��Light 1. What is your name ? X. or M. Ã¯

" and " shortened. Vector, William the Conqueror-

2. Friend of David, Absalom's rebellion. 4. Caroline,

belonging to the time of King (ÐªÐ°Ð³1ÐµÐ². Her rick.

5. Ochiltree. Scott, The Antiquary. 6. Bice; Eric,

or, Little by Little. 7. Paramante. 8. Yours sincerely ;

since lyre,

" Yodelling " is accepted for the first light, of No. 102.

Solvers are requested to send, with their answers to

No, 105, their real names and addresses also. These

should be written at the back of their solutions, except

in the case of postcards.
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VISUAL HUMOUR

SIGHTS^THÃ� CHILDREN

^ LAUGH AT Â£

Dr.C.W.IklMMINS

For many years Chief Education Inspector of the L.C.C.

IN THE STRAND MAGAZINE

for January of this year

an article appeared by the

author on " The Sense of

Humour in Children," in which

he dealt with the result of an

investigation of the appreciation

of funny stories and jokes by

children of different ages. The

present article deals with their

appreciation of humorous elements

in the sights of everyday life. For the pur-

pose of this further investigation, children

were asked late in the Michaelmas term of

1921 to give an account of the funniest sight

they had seen since the summer holidays.

Some thousands of records were received

and analysed. As in each case the age and

name were given, it was possible to discover

what type of humorous situation caused

most amusement to children of different

ages, and how the appeal varied with sex;

e.g., in a sight involving the misfortunes of

others and also the quaint, funny costumes

of the actors, the former element would

generally appeal more to the boys and the

latter to the girls.

GROUPS AND DIFFERENCES IN THE

SELECTION OF FUNNY SIGHTS.

The records of the funny sights fall

naturally into such groups as :â��

1. Matters associated with performances

in cinemas, theatres, concerts, boys' and

girls' clubs, music-halls, circuses, etc.

2. Punch and Judy shows.

3. The behaviour of do-

mesticated animals.

4. The behaviour of ani-

mals in the Zoo.

5. A great variety of

street scenes with humor-

ous elements, including in-

cidents in shops, trams, and

buses.

6. Scenes in which

" dressing-up " plays an

important part, such as

with girls.

carnivals, Guy Fawkes, celebra-

tions, and jazz bands.

Among the differences observed

are: (i) That at all ages boys

select more funny sights seen in

cinemas and other places of enter-

tainment than the girls. At eleven

years of age the hold of the cinema

is greatest with boys and girls.

(2) Punch and Judy shows are

far more popular with boys than

At seven years of age this is very

striking. (3) The doings of domesticated

animals vary in popularity from age to age.

(4) Girls of seven and eight select more

funny scenes from the behaviour of animals

in the Zoo than the boys, whereas at nine,

ten, and eleven years of age the appeal to

the boys is greater in this respect. (5)

Funny scenes concerned with " dressing-up "

are far more popular with girls than with

boys at all ages. (6) From eleven to four-

teen years of age Guy Fawkes' celebrations

make a greater appeal to the boys and girls

than at any other period.

THE LAUGHTER OF VERY YOUNG

CHILDREN.

Laughter generally accompanies surprise

followed by relief from restraint. This is

well shown by the great popularity with

infants of the various forms of Peep-bo, and

such toys as Jack-in-the-box. At a very

early stage the misfortunes of others is a

powerful element in provoking laughter, as

will be seen by the following records of the

funniest sights selected: â��

1. A child of four : " I

saw a man in a motor-

car run over a duck, and

the duck said ' Quack,

quack.' '

2. Children of five

years of age :â��

(a) â�¢' At the pictures

Charlie Chaplin was

riding in a motor, then he

*Â«â�¢>
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ran into another motor, and both cars ran

into the water. Charlie Chaplin was

drowned."

(Â¿>) "I saw a fat man running for a bus.

He jumped on but he couldn't hold on,

and he fell on into the mud. Oh ! I did

laugh."

3. A girl of six : "I saw a duck who

got his head stuck in a jam-pot, and he

walked about with the jam-pot on his

head."

4. .A boy of seven : " The funniest sight

I have seen is when my mother fell out of

the hammock, but she didn't hurt herself

much." . ;

Of a class of thirty-five children from six

to six and a half years of age, the selection of

funniest .'ights was as follows :â��

Punch and Judy shows . . . . 12

Jazz bands in streets .. .. 8

Dancing dolls in streets .. â�¢ â�¢ 7

Decorated cars in carnivals . . â�¢ â�¢ 5

Sheep driven through streets .. 3

Up to the age of seven humorous situations

Popular cinema films have their street exponents

and secure great favour among the children.

Vol. Ð«Ð�.-2Ð�.

which cause laughter are almost entirely

visual.

THE CALL OF THE STREET.

The street at the present time makes a

more powerful call to the child than at any

previous period of his life. The drab, dull,

monotonous outlook has been changed to

an extraordinary degree as a result of the

war. Carnivals, some of a very elaborate

and, to the child, attractive nature, are

frequently to be seen having as their objec-

tive the raising of funds for local hospitals

or other charitable purposes. Performances

of strolling players organized by sections of

the unemployed, jazz bands, and every con-

ceivable form of street entertainment for the

purpose of raising money enliven the streets

to an extent unknown in pre-war times.

Popular cinema films, especially Charlie

Chaplin and the Kid, have their street ex-

ponents, and, judging from the records of

funniest sights seen, secure great favour

among the children. The keenness of the
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London child, by nature an inveterate

pleasure-seeker, may be illustrated by the

experience ot a boy who, at an early stage

of a performance, said : " I laughed so much

that 1 burst my trousers, and had to run

home to get them mended, but I ran all the

way, and got back before the end of the

show." The Guy Fawkes' celebrations were

lar Ñ�Ð¾Ð³Ð· numerous and elaborate than in

former years.

All these street activities form a )oyous

continuation of that fairyland of childhood

m which the child lives iar longer than is

generally appreciated. Apart from the mis-

fortunes of others which bulk so largely lu

the comic experiences of early life, the child's

unconscious protest against convention finds

expression. The grotesque appearance of

the clown, the quaint costumes of boys

dressed as girls, men dressed as women,

painted laces, and the human representations

of all types of animals link on quite naturally

to the delightful fairy stones of earlier days.

Moreover, many of the actions performed by

the comic man in the street run counter to

all the rules and tegulations of the home

and the schoolroom, and this gives an added

joy to the entertainment.

In giving illustrations ot the tunny sights,

the language of the children is retained but,

lot obvious leasons, the spelling of certain

words is modilied. Here are descriptions of

some of the street incidents : â��

(Ñ�) " The funniest thing I saw was a

carnival There was a cart with a bear

standing at the back ot it When the cart

went along the bear went up and down

There were all sorts of chains of flowers

made round the cart and inside there were

beds and in these beds there were babies

playing with toys, and there were three

bears and the bears were sleeping together

m one big bed. In the cart there wer.Â«

nurses looking after the babies and there

were two nurses minding the three bears.

When it was gone there were lots ot funny

things I noticed, and it was very grand

indeed."

(Â¿>) " An old man was dressed as a rather

peculiar-looking Scotchman wearing a Scotch

tarn ' several sizes too small, an extremelv

^hort kilt and both socks hanging down.

He was followed by two people dressed as

ghosts swathed in white sheets. In their,

hands they carried empty whisky bottles

and they each wore a large card with the

words ' departed spirits ' printed on them.

In the profession there was a great tall man

dressed up as a baby in arms. He had a

baby's hat perched on the side of his head

tied under his chin by an enormous white

bow. He had on what looked like a lady's

nightdress, and he was sucking at a large

baby's feeder.1

(c) " The funniest thing I have seen was a

party of carol-singers standing singing when

a strange dog came along and tried to sing

with them. It did not bark but made a

strange noise in its throat as if singing. But

it was funnier still when a cat came along

and sat on a wall near by and started

meowing This was too much for the poor

carol-singers."

DOMESTIC SCENES.

The affairs of the home cannot compete

with the call of the street in affording mirth-

producing material The normal attitude

of parents to young children is well illustrated

by an extract from one of the records :â��

" Elsie and Jeanie, my two little sisters,

were playing in the garden ; they were so

quiet that mother told me to go and see

what they were doing, for she was sure they

were doing something naughty."

The comic incidents are largely concerned

with the doings of very young children and

the animals in the home. The following

extracts from records are typical :â��

(Ð°) " A few days ago when my mother had

a new born baby her other baby started

crying, and that made me laugh because he

thought my mother was not going to love

him any more but love the other baby. He

went in the kitchen and got the cane to hit

it, but the nurse took the cane away from

him."

(Ð±) " I saw a boy chasmg a poor cat. As

he was running he tell and burst the seat of

his trousers, and so instead of hurting the

cat he'll get hurt himself when he sees his

mother."

(0 " I saw a spider's web m our kitchen.

1 did put upon it a fly and the spicier came

running out and wrapped him up and ate

him tor his tea. It made me laugh."

(</) " The crabs were put on the floor and

my cat came in. She sprang on them and

the crabs bit the cat's nose, and one of the

crabs clung on to her nose until my grandad

came to the rescue We shrieked with

laughter."

(e) " At home we have a puppy and a

kitten ; they are both very friendly with one

another, especially the kitten. One day

when the fire was very bright Molly, the dog.

was lying down in front of the fire asleep

when the kitten came in. He was not so

sleepy, and after cleaning himself he began

washing the dog."

Four of the above records were written by

children of eight years of age.

Very few references are made to the fa1 her

in the home, and these generally refer to

misfortunes which occur to him, as e.g. : A

father promised to go and see his son swim

at the swimming bath. He went there and

inquired for his son. The boy was swimming.
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and on climbing out of the

bath to greet his father

he slipped, and clutching

one of his father's legs

both fell into the water.

The record concludes.

" Everybody laughed ex-

cept my father."

We shrieked with laughter as

NATURAL HISTORY.

Nothing can exceed

the delight ot the poor London child who

goes into the country for the first time.

Every sight is a new experience, and in

the description of the incidents of coun-

try life the imagination of the child has

lull play, and supplies material of which

the ordinary naturalist is ignorant. A young

child who saw for the first time a man

milking a cow was so overjoyed that she

asked him to " pour the milk back and

do it again." In the records two children

gave the hedgehog and the squirrel as

the funniest sights they had seen. Here

are their quaint accounts of these ani-

mals :â��

(a) " The hedgehog lives in the country.

It is a clever little thing. Whenever a cow

lies down to have a sleep the little hedgehog

crawls up beside him. The cow is very

heavy, and he presses the ground down.

When the little worms feel the cow on top

of them they come out of their holes to see

what it is. The hedgehog knows what is

going to happen, so he looks out for all the

worms that he can possibly find. When he

has had enough to eat he crawls away.

Foxes are very fond of hedgehogs, and they

would eat them if they could, but they

cannot reach them."

(b) " The funniest sight I have ever seen

is the squirrel which hops from tree to tree

and eats acorns. They are tiny little things

and they have bushy tails. In the night

they hide in a hollow tree and go fast asleep.

In the morning they fly about the street and

the mother squirrel

makes the breakfast

and the father goes to

work. In the night he

comes home for supper

and then goes to bed "

THE CHILD AT THE

ZOO.

London children revel

in the Zoo, but their

special interests are limited. They concen-

trate almost entirely ' n the monkey-house

and the elephants, with occasional refer

enees to the parrot-house. The lions,

tigers, buffaloes, giraffes, bears, snakes, birds,

and other groups of animals are hardly men-

tioned in the essays the children write on the

Zoo.

A personal experience in one of the records

is of an interesting nature. An elephant on

which the child was riding investigated an

unoccupied perambulator from which the

smell of biscuits emanated. Unable to reach

them, he turned over the perambulator,

raised it by his trunk, and shook it.

thus releasing a bag ot biscuits which

he consumed amid the laughter ol the

children.

Of the many records of the doings in the

monkey-house, the following example may-

be taken as typical :â��

1 There were in a cage of the monkey-

house about six monkeys ; there was the

mother monkey and five baby monkeys

They had just been given fresh greenstuff

and a bowl of water had been left in the

cage. The mother monkey went and looked

in the water, then taking her babies each in

turn, she dipped them into the water. She

then took a cabbage leaf and dried the babies

with it. With her fingers she combed the

hair of the little ones, and then she made

them stand in a row so that all lookers-on

could admire her good work and also her

little babies."

one of the crabs clung on to the cat's nose.



Visual Humour

HUMOURS OF THE TRAM AND THE BUS.

Many children mention as the funniest

sight they have seen incidents of the tram

and bus, of which the following are in-

stances :

(a) " I saw a man preparing to leap off a

bus which was going at a pretty good speed.

He jumped and, as luck would have it,

alighted on a banana-skin. Needless to say,

lie turned a complete somersault and fell

on his back in the muddy croad. His hat

went bowling down the road until another

bus ran over it, and when the owner managed

to get it it was a hopeless wreck."

(b) " The funniest thing I have seen was

a lady hanging on to a bus. She dropped

her sugar, cheese, butter, milk, eggs, jam,

and other things. She also bruised her

leg."

(c) "I was sitting next to a little boy in a

tram who would keep on sniffing. A rather

old gentleman who was sitting on the other

side of him said : ' Haven't you a handker-

chief ? ' ' Yes,' answered the little boy,

' but mother told me not to lend it to any-

one.' Everybody in the tram burst out in

laughter, because the little boy thought that

the gentleman wanted it to blow his own

nose on it."

ABSENT-MINDEDNESS.

Bergson refers to absent-mindedness as

one of the great watersheds of laughter.

This is especially true of humorous incidents

in adult life. In the children's records,

however, there are also good examples ;

e.g. :â��

(a) " The funniest thing I have ever seen

happened one night at home. While we

were sitting round the fire we suddenly

heard a knock on the door, so I went up and

opened it. It was a little girl who wanted

my sister. Now my sister did not want to

go out, so my mother told me to go up and

say that she was out. As I was just going

The mother monkey made the little ones

stand in a row so that all lookers-on

could admire her good work.

upstairs to tell her my sister said, ' I'll go.'

So she went up and told her herself and came

downstairs without knowing what she had

done."

(b) "I saw a gentleman who was walking

along the pavement. It was very foggy and

dark, and he ran straight into a pillar-box

and he apologized. People who were there

simply roared with laughter at him."

(c) "A lady went into church and went

right up to her pew with her umbrella up."

(d) "A careless man was walking under a

crane and the hook of the crane caught hold

of the man's jacket and pulled him up. I

laughed very much because he was going

higher and higher."

A girl with her coat on her arm was

hunting everywhere for it when her six-
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year-old sister called her attention to it with

the quaint remark, " Your brains must have

gone to sleep."

DISTORTING MIRRORS.

A continual .source of merriment to young

children is the distorting mirror (convex and

concave) so often to be found in places of

amusement. On one occasion the merriment

the art of reading, and the genuine witticism

does not appear until a much later stage.

To the student of child-psychology the in-

vestigation of visual humour is the Open

Sesame to much valuable evidence of the

mental make-up of the developing boy or

girl. Anything in the nature of the suppres-

sion of the child's appreciation of humour

may have disastrous results.

was much increased by the sight of a small

boy feeling his body to see whether he was

really as fat as lie appeared in the mirror.

THE VALUE OF A STUDY OF LAUGHTER.

There is a great literature on the subject of

laughter. All experts are agreed as to its

physiological value, but there are well-

marked differences of opinion as to the exact

nature of its psychology. The views of

Freud, Bergson, Boris Sidis, and Sully, who

have written fully on the subject, are well

known and have been the basis of discussions

of the greatest interest.

The study of visual humour is of the highest

importance from a scientific point of view,

because there is, in this connection, an

unbroken chain from the baby's first laugh

to the last laugh of old age. The humorous

appreciation of written material naturally

cannot start before the child has acquired

" The funniest thing I have seen."
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By JANET.

IT was about four months after I had

been in the serviceâ��how I hate

the phrase !â��of Mrs. Trumperton-

Smith, that I decided to rob her.

I first went to her because, day by

day, I felt the need of money for those

luxuries to which I had become accustomed.

After my disastrous visit to Paris, no news

whatever had come to me from my husband.

A slack period had set in at the dressmaking

establishment where I had been employed,

and I was informed that my services were

no longer necessary. I spent a month at a

manicurist's and a few weeks at a photo-

graphic studio. I left them for the same

reason. I have killed a man with my own

hand and been a partner in more than one

robbery, but the one virtue of my plebeian

ancestors has remainedâ��an uncomfortable,

sometimes an almost accursed gift. I have

never lost my self-respect. The touch of an

unloved hand upon my fingers awakens in

me at once a passionate repugnance. It was

that, feeling which was responsible for my

one great crime.

Mrs. Trumperron-Smith advertised in the

Monting Post for a companion-lady's-maid.

I secured the post on account of my manners

and appearance, but I soon found that the

Â«duties which I was expected to fill pertained

far more to the latter position than the

former. My mistress was a lady of ample

person and ample means She lived in

excellent style and apparently had plenty of

money. She was a widow about forty-five

years old, still good looking in a florid sort

of way, and weil enough educated from the

middle-class point of view. She wasted no

time upon pets. Men were her one and
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everlasting hobby. She was not difficult to

please, but in a general way she preferred

them young and silly. I do not think that

matrimony ever entered into her designs. I

gathered later on that she had been ill-treated

by two husbands, each of whom, however,

had left her a substantial fortune.

We were staying at the Magnificent Hotel

at Brighton when the idea which I have

mentioned, of robbing my mistress, first

took definite shape in my mind. I should

have bided my time, I think, but for two

reasons. One was that the salary which

she paid me was absurdly small and I saw

no chance of saving anything, and the other

was the very imminent fear of being antici-

pated. Mrs. Trumperton-Smith was not

always so discreet as she should have been

in her acquaintances. At the present time

she was on exceedingly friendly terms with a

Mr. Sidney Bloor, whom I put down, from

the moment I first saw him, as an undoubted

adventurer. He was young and rather

pimply-faced, with weak eyebrows and eye-

lashes, small, cunning eyes, a vapid expression

but an acquisitive mouth. He was always

dressed in the height of fashion, and he had

acquired the shibboleth of the up-to-date

young man of the moment. Mrs. Trumper-

ton-Smith admired and believed in him. I

mistrusted and despised him. He made

'languid attempts to kiss me whenever he

found me alone in the sitting-room, attempts

â�¢which I always managed to evade without

exaggerated prudery, and without thinking

it necessary to refuse the frequent tips which

his position as my mistress's declared

admirer seemed to render my due. I knew

exactly what he was after, though. I had

seen his covetous eyes light up when my

mistress had more than usually overladen

Phillips Oppenheim.
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her portly person with some of the mag-

nificent jewels in which a portion of her large

means was invested. I had seen him make

mental calculations as to their value with

a greedy, almost ferocious light in his

unpleasant eyes. There was a particular

diamond necklace which seemed to move

him more than any other of her possessions.

I felt sure that, when he made his attempt,

it would be this necklace which he would

endeavour to secure.

He found me one evening, some four

months after our arrival in Brighton, alone

in the sitting-room at about the hour when

madam was sometimes pleased to dispense

cocktails. A spasmodic attempt at gallantry

having been met and repulsed, he lingered to

watch me busily repairing a hair ornament

which my mistress desired to wear that

evening.

" Where is the old bird ? " he asked,

confidentially.

I did not discourage this familiarity as I

should have done, because I was renlly

anxious to make a guess at his plans.

" Madam is out playing bridge with some

friends." I told him.

" What little gew-gaws are you sending

her down in to-night ?" he inquired, with

affected carelessness.

" Whatever she chooses to wear." I replied.

" Only last night," he remarked, " she

told me that it was generally you who made

the selection."

" She usually does wear what I put out,"

I assented " Which do you admire her in

most, Mr. Bloor ? "

The young man scratched his chin thought-

fully All the amorousness of the bar-room

lounger was in his tone and expression as he

glanced down at me.

" It doesn't matter to me what she wears,"

he sighed. " I know a little girl, though,

who would look the real thing decked out in

those diamonds, eh ? "

" I expect you have a large acquaintance

amongst my sex," I replied, demurely.

" Wasn't thinking of anyone farther away

than this room," he assured me. ' You're

a dam' good-looking girl, you know,

Janet."

' Do you think so, Mr. Bloor ?" I ventured,

without looking up.

I do, indeed," he insisted, edging a. little

nearer towards me. ' I say, go and fetch

them just for a joke, and try them on. I'd

like to see how they look on that white

throat of yours."

" And have madam come in and send me

away without notice ! No, thank you,

Mr. Bloor ! "

" If you lost your job through me," he

declared, magniloquently, " I should take

good care to make it up to you."

" Your way of making it up might not

appeal to me," I answered.

" You're a cold young woman, Janet," he

complained. " My last evening, too."

" Are you going away ? "

' Back to the City to-morrow. I'm my

own master and all that, of courseâ��take a

week or two just when I want itâ��but one

has to pick up a bit of the rhino now and

then. We haven't all got Mrs. Trumperton-

Smith's money."

" If it is really your last night," I said,

" tell me what jewellery you would like

the mistress to wear this evening, and I will

put it out for her."

He affected to treat the matter with in-

difference, but it was obviously what he had

been leading up to.

What about the diamond necklace,

then ? " he suggested. â�¢ She's coming to

dine at my table so I ought to have a say.

The diamond necklace, ear-rings, and

bracelet ! What-ho ! We sha'n't need any

other illumination ! "

" I will do my best," I promised him.

My mistress came bustling in, a moment

or two later, and busied herself making the

cocktails. 1 went through into her bedroom

to lay out her gown. It was perfectly clear

to me now that if I were going to rob

Mrs. Trumperton-Smith at all, it had better

be done quickly. Mr. Sidney Bloor's choice

showed that he had a very fair idea of the

value of jewels.

THE drinking of cocktails was concluded a

little more quickly than usual, and Mrs.

Trumperton-Smith joined me in the bed-

room, full ot what passed with her as geniality.

She was always agreeable when things had

been going her way, and she had a certain

florid good-nature which made her popular

in the hotel and amongst her casual acquaint-

ances. It was a quality, however, which

was entirely superficial, and in a general

way I found her disagreeable, selfish, and

jealous to a degree. Her whole expression

altered as she submitted herself to my

ministrations.

" How long had Mr. Bloor been here ? " she

asked.

" About five minutes, madam."

" Another time," she said, stiffly, ' it

would be more seemly if you brought any-

work you had to do, in here, whilst he was

waiting for me."

" Very good, madam."

" And what a mess you've made of this

aigrette ! " she went on. ' I don't think I

shall ever wear it again."

" I have arranged it exactly according to

your instructions, madam," I told her.

" Don't answer me, woman," she snapped.

" And be careful with my hair on the left
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side. You're making me look a perfect

fright. . . . H.ere ! "

She withdrew the key of her jewel-case

from a bracelet, and passed it to me.

" As madam is wearing black," I said,

' I thought she would prefer the diamonds."

" Bring them along and don't talk so

much," was the curt reply.

I selected the diamond necklace, ear-rings,

and bracelet, locked up the case, and returned

the key. My mistress's expression softened

as she looked at herself in the glass.

" I really think," she reflected,

with a little sigh, " that black does

become me."

' I have heard a great many people

say so, madam," I assured her.

She picked up her gold bag, looked

inside to see that I had placed her

handkerchief there, and turned away.

' See that the fire is kept up in the

sitting-room, Janet," she ordered.

' Mr. Bloor and I will take our

coffee there."

" Very good, madam," I replied.

I went into the steward's room and

had my supper as usual, and I also

paid a visit to Mr. Bloor's bedroom

and borrowed certain trifles which

I proposed to use later on. It was

not yet clear to me by what means

the young man was scheming to

possess himself of the jewels, but I

was quite convinced that the at-

tempt itself would be made that

night. I happened to know that

both he and Mrs. Trumperton-Smith

were engaged to play bridge after

dinner at a neighbouring hotel, and

I was quite sure that it was the

jewels she was wearing, rather than

those left in her case, upon which

he had designs. I contrived to leave

open the connecting door between

the bedroom and sitting-room, and

to be in the former when they re-

turned for their coffee. Madam had

come in for her cloak and they were

on the point of starting out again,

when her escort at last gave me the

cue for which I had been waiting.

" I say, Mimi," he drawledâ��he called her

" Mimi," although she weighed fourteen

stoneâ��" I don't feel comfortable walking

along the front with you in those diamonds.

Leave them behind, there's a dear. All

those women at the Royal wear flashy

jewellery. You'll look much more the real

thing with none on at all."

" Just as you like, dear," she assented,

meekly. " Perhaps you're right, especially

il we go on to supper afterwards. Here,

Janet 1 "

I hurried out.

" Yes, madam ? "

'' Take these offâ��all of them," she directed,

extending her arms and poising her neck.

" I am going out and may be late."

I relieved her of the jewels. All the time

Mr. Bloor was watching with a gleam in his

eyes.

" If you will give me your key, madam,

I will lock them up," I suggested.

I could judge that this was the critical

moment for Mr. Bloor. He had gambled

"Here, Janet!

Take these diamonds off â��

Mr. Bloor was

correctly, however, upon Mrs. Trumperton-

Smith's general indolence.

" Oh, that will do when I get back," she

said. " Put them in one of the drawers,

Janet."

They went off together. I did exactly as

I had been bidden, and afterwards lingered

in the sitting-room whilst I completed my

plans. I had just come to a decision when

there was a sharp knock at the door. The

manager of the hotelâ��a Mr. LÃ©on Grantâ��

made his appearance. He looked around the

empty sitting-room.
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" I understood that Mrs. Triimperton-

Sniith was up here," he said, courteously.

" Mrs. Trumperton-Smith went out some

little time ago," I told him. " I think she

has gone into the Royal Hotel to play

bridge. "

He seemed disappointed. He was a thin,

rather nervous-looking person, with a very

agreeable face and manner, but with lines

about his eyes and a general air of over^

anxiety. It was rumoured that the hotel

" I should imagine," he said, looking at

me attentively, " that you are a trusted

servant."

" I was engaged as companion-lady's-

maid, sir," I told him. " I believe that my

mistress has every confidence in me."

He nodded.

" To tell you the truth," he explained,

" I am a little worried about your mistress's

jewels. There was a small robbery last

night at an hotel in the neighbourhood, and

all of them," she directed, extending her arms and poising her neck. All the time

watching with a gleam in his eyes.

was not doing quite so well as some of its

rivals, a state of affairs which he felt keenly.

" What time do you expect your mistress

back ? " he inquired.

" She did not say, sir," I replied. " The

last time she went out to play bridge, it was

about one o'clock when she returned.

Mr. Bloor is with her."

The manager nodded and turned away.

" Can I give her any message, sir ?" 1

added.

He hesitated, closed the door, and came

back again.

I have had an indirect sort of warning from

the police that there are thieves about.

Mrs. Trumperton-Smith has the reputation

of being very careless. I came to ask her if

she would allow me to keep her jewels in the

hotel safe."

" I should be very glad if you could

persuade her to do so, sir," I assured him.

" I suggested it when we arrived, but

madam likes to take them out and look at

them when she is alone."

"It is scarcely fair upon any hotel," the

manager pointed out, a little querulously.
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" Will you be so kind as to tell me where she

keeps them ? "

I showed him the case, although I said

nothing of the diamonds in the drawer.

He frowned severely.

" It is placing temptation in people's

way," he declared.

" The door of the bedroom is always

locked," I reminded him, " and you have a

night-watchman. Then, too, we are on the

fourth storey "

" My dear young woman," he interrupted,

irritably, "those things are nothing to an

experienced thief. The hotel safe is the

only place for such jewellery as Mrs. Trum-

perton-Smith possesses. I shall wait upon

her to-morrow morning and tell her so."

He said good night pleasantly and left me.

I went back to my room, undressed, and

donned a complete suit of Mr. Bloor's

evening clothes, and theatre hat, which I

had taken the liberty of borrowing from his

room. At the time when I knew that the

night-watchman's back was turned, I slipped

out, descended a few of the stairs which were

exactly opposite my door, ascended them

again noisily, walked along the corridor,

entered Mr. Bloor's room, waited there a

moment or two, came out again, and entered

the sitting-room of our suite. In ten minutes

I was back in my bedroom with the diamonds.

In an hour's time, Mr. Bloor's clothes were

back in his room and the diamonds safely

disposed of.

By NORMAN GREYES.

IT was really, in the first place, not owing

to any request from my friend Kimmington

that I became interested in the Brighton

robbery and murder case. Philip Harris,

who was a director of the hotel company,

wrote me a personal letter, asking me to

represent the interests of the hotel in any

way I thought fit, and it' was on the strength

of this appeal that I travelled down to

Brighton and took up my temporary resi-

dence at the Magnificent Hotel. Within a

tew minutes of my arrival, the manager

himself waited upon me. As was only

natural, he was in a state of great distress.

Almost before we had shaken hands, he

had commenced to unburden himself.

" Forty different people," he told me,

distractedly, " have given notice to leave

the hotel within the next few days. Several

have gone already, right in the middle of the

season."

1 probably seemed a little unsympathetic.

" It was another tragedy I came down to

investigate, Mr. Grant," I reminded him.

I think that he perceived the justice of my

rebuke, for he apologized at once.

" I am sorry. Sir Norman," he said, " but

there are times when one can't help being

selfish. Mr. Johnson, the chief of the local

police, is here waiting to see you. Is there

anything I can tell you first ? You will

visit the suite in which the affair happened,

of course ? "

" Presently," I answered. " Apart from

the obvious evidence, have you any personal

impressions you would like to confide ? "

Mr. LÃ©on Grant hesitated.

" There is just one small matter. Sir

Norman," he said, which worries me a

little. Mr. Sidney Bloor is all the time

practically under arrest. He has left the

hotel and is staying in lodgings on the

front, but he is watched night and day."

" There seems to be a moderately clear

case against him," I remarked.

" In many respects it would appear

convincing," the manager assented. " His

antecedents are bad, and his attentions to a

woman nearly twenty years his senior are

difficult to explain on any other basis except

that of self-advantage. He escorted her

round to the Royal Hotel to play bridge,

cut out during the evening, came back to

this hotel, and was seen by the fireman.

who acts as night - watchman, to enter

Mrs. Trumperton-Smith's suite. The pre-

sumption is, of course, that he stole the

jewels then, left the hotel with them in his

pocket, and passed them on to a confederate.

Mrs. Trumperton-Smith and he returned

together early in the morning, between one

and two, and he escorted her to her suite.

His story is that he stayed there for about

five minutes and had a whisky-and-soda in

the sitting-room, parted with her on friendly

terms, and subsequently went to his room, to

be awakened at nine o'clock and told by the

floor valet that Mrs. Trumperton-Smith had

been murdered in the night and her jewellery

stolen."

" And what is your comment upon his

story ?" I inquired.

" Just this," was the earnest reply.

" There is no doubt whatever that the young

man did return to the hotel alone, but

whereas the night-watchman swears that he

saw him enter Mrs. Trumperton-Smith's

suite at half-past ten, the hall-porter down-

stairs, two of the pages, and a reception clerk

are equally positive that it was exactly

midnight when he came in and went upstairs. ' '

" Could he have paid two visits ?" I

suggested.

" It is exceedingly unlikely, Sir Norman.

If he had come in at the time that the night-

watchman swore that he saw him go into

Mrs. Trumperton-Smith's suite, he must have

been noticed downstairs."

" This divergence of evidence," I observed,

" is interesting, but I scarcely see what it

leads to. Perhaps I had better talk to

Mr. Johnson for a little time."
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The Chief Constable himself paid me the

honour of a visit, accompanied by Johnson,

who was an exceedingly painstaking and

capable officer. They had very little fresh

information to give me, excepting certain

technical details

which certainly

told against

the young man

Bloor.

"You say

that none of

the jewellery

has been re-

covered ?" I

inquired.

" None of the

jewellery in

question, I

fear," Johnson

admitted. "Mr.

Bloor has two

very handsome

pins in his pos-

session, but he

was clever

enough to ad-

mit at once

that these were

given him by

the deceased."

"Is he short

of money ? "

" A p p a r -

cntly," was the

somewhat dry

reply.

"You haven't

been able to

collect any evi-

dence as to his

having spoken

to anyone out-

side, on his way

back to the

Royal ? "

' Not at pre-

sent, I am sorry

to say, sir. We

are working on

that now."

" What about

this discrepancy

in the alleged

time of his

visit ? "

"That is

another of the

things we are trying to straighten out. Any-

way, the night-watchman, who is a very

respectable fellow, is prepared to swear that

he saw Sidney Bloor re-enter the suite, even

though his idea of the time seems to be

out. Assuming that the theft took place

motive for the murder

I went back to my room and donned a complete suit

of Mr. Bloor's evening clothes.

then, though, the

becomes obscure."

" And Mr. Bloor's own story ? "

" He came a terrible cropper, sir," Johnson

declared, a little triumphantly. " He at

first stated that

he only left the

bridge table,

when he cut

out, to get some

fresh airâ��that

lie leaned over

the wall of the

promenade,

looking at the

sea, the whole

of the time.

Afterwards ho

admitted that

he had visited

the hotel and

gone up for a

moment to Mrs.

Trum perton-

Smith's suite,

where he

thought he had

dropped his

cigar-case."

"Did he men-

tion an Ñ� time?"

I asked.

" He thought

it was about

midnight."

"The i n -

quest," I re-

marked, ' has

been a d -

journed."

" Till Thurs-

day week. Sir

Norman," the

Chief Constable

told me. " The

evidence given

at the inquest

is at your dis-

posal at any

time."

" I have al-

ready studied it,

thanks," I said.

" I should like,

if possible, to

have a few

words with

the night-porter

and with the deceased's maid."

The former, whose name was John O'Hara,

proved to be a very respectable, stolid, and

obstinate man. Nothing could shake his

conviction that he had seen Sidney Bloor

enter Mrs. Trumperton-Smith's suite at
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about half-past ten and emerge from it five

minutes later. He admitted that the

corridor was badly lit, but he would not hear

a word against his watch. I dismissed him

with the conviction that, so far as he knew

it, he was speaking the truth. Then I sent

for the maid. There was a brief delay,

followed by the sound of soft footsteps

outside and the opening and shutting of a

door. I glanced up from the copy of

O'Hara's evidence which I had been studying,

and I received, I think, the greatest shock

of my life. With her back pressed to the

closed door, her fingers clinging to the

handle, stood the woman whom I had

known as Janet Stan field !

V T EITHER of us spoke for several moments.

1^ Her lips were parted, but if she gave

vent to any exclamation it wa.s inaudible.

Her eyes were fixed upon my face in a stare

of amazement. 1 could see the rapid rise and

fall of her bosom. It was obvious that no

one had mentioned my nameâ��that she

had come to me as a strangerâ��that her

surprise at this meeting was as great as

mine. I rose to my feet, and then, at the

moment of attempted speech, a new horror

seemed to flow in upon my senses. She

had been the maid of the murdered woman !

It was, in any case, an ominous coincidence !

Janet came slowly over towards me.

" I did not know that you were here,"

she said.

' Nor I that you had re-entered domestic

service," I replied.

She flinched a little, but she answered me

quite quietly.

" Poverty is a hard mistress. When you

met me in Bond Street some months ago,

and I lunched with you, I was engaged at

a dressmaker's establishment. Then my

husband sent for me to go to Paris. You

know very well what happened to us there.

I returned to London worse off than when

I had left it. I lost my situation. Then I

became a manicurist. I stood that for about

three weeks. I had nine shillings in my

purse when I saw Mrs. Trumperton-Smith's

advertisement. I answered it and came

here."

" You are better off now ?" I ventured.

She was beginning to recover her self-

possession.

" Hadn't you better warn me that any-

'thing I say may be used as evidence against

me ? " she asked, mockingly.

" I agree. Yet I shall ask you one

question, and one only."

" I do not promise to answer it."

" But you will answer it," I insisted,

watching her steadily, " and you will tell

me the truth. Had you anything to do

with Mrs. Trumperton-Smith's death ? "

" I had not," she replied, unfalteringly.

I sat down with some abruptness. Psycho-

logically it was impossible for me to explain

the feeling of relief which seemed to be

lightening my whole being.

'' You were not even an accomplice ? "

" One question you promised to ask, and

one I have answered," she said. " I have

finished."

I was thoughtful for a moment. I was

thinking of the doctor's evidence at the

inquest. The coroner had asked him

whether the injuries on the throat of the

deceased could have been inflicted by a

woman. The reply was there on the

depositions before meâ��" I should think it

very unlikely."

" Very well," I said, " I will waive my

second question. Instead I will make an

appeal to you. I am here to try and discover

the person who robbed and murdered your

late mistress. Can you help me ? "

" If 1 could, why should I ?" she de-

manded. " We are in opposite camps."

"There will certainly be a reward for the

recovery of the jewels."

" I should very much like to earn it," she

admitted. " I do not know who stole

them."

" Have you any idea," I asked her, '' win-

Mrs. Trumperton-Smith left the hotel for

her bridge-party that night without any

jewellery at all ?"

She considered for a moment.

" Mr. Bloor suggested that she should take

off her diamonds and leave them at home,"

she answered.

" And did she ? "

" Yes ! "

" You know that Mr. Bloor came back to

the suite ? "

" I have been told so."

" And you know that the evidence is very

conflicting as to what time he paid his visit ? "

" Yes, I know that. Why shouldn't he

have paid two ? "

" It is an- idea," I admitted. " Do you

think that Sidney Bloor is the man we

want ? "

" Why should you imagine that I would

help you if I could ? " she asked, coldly.

" From the little I have heard of Mr.

Sidney Bloor, I should have looked upon

him as a nincompoop," I continued.

" I should not have thought," she agreed.

" that he would have had courage enough to

wring the neck of a chicken."

I regarded her fixedly.

â�¢ " Why don't you try to earn the reward ? "

I asked.

" I am thinking about it," she replied.

"HI have any luck, I'll come to you."

She left me then and I went for a stroll

along the front. Seated in one of the
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shelters, a little way towards Hove, saw

a young man whom I felt sure, from his

he began.

description, was Sidney Bloor. I looked

around and found that one of Rimmington's

men was seated on the other side of the

shelter. I touched the young man on the

arm, and his violent start assured me that

I had not made a mistake.

" I believe that you are Mr. Sidney Bloor,"

I said. " Can I have a few words with

you ? "

" If you're a journalist

surlily.

" I can assure you that I am not," I

replied. " My name is Norman Greyes. I

was once a detective, but at present 1 do

not hold any official position. It is more

likely to be to your advantage, than not, to

spare me a few minutes."

He rose doubtfully to his feet.

" We can't talk here," he objected.

" Let us take a stroll along the beach,"

I suggested. " We shall be sufficiently alone

there."

We walked side by side over the pebbles

to the edge of the sea, and turned towards

Hove. My companion was obviously in a

state of nerves. He walked unsteadily.

He was out of breath before we had gone

fifty yards.

Neither of us spoke (ot several moments. Her eyes were fixed upon my face in a Â»tare

of amazement.
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" I have no official connection with this

case, Mr. Bloor," I began, " but the hotel

company have asked me to make .a few

inquiries. If you are guilty, the police will

probably bring the crime home to you. If

you are not "

" I am not ! " he interrupted, passionately.

' If you are not," I repeated, " I am here

for your assistance. Remember I am here

to discover the truth, not to try and fix the

guilt on any particular person. Why don't

you tell me the truth ? "

He was silent for several momentsâ��

probably, I decided, piecing together the

story he had made up his mind to tell.

He went farther, however, than I had

expected.

" I have never laid violent hands upon a

woman in my life," he declared. " I never

would. All the same, I did mean to rob her.

I meant to steal her diamonds."

" Why didn't you ? "

" They were stolen before I could get at

them. I made her take them off before we

went out to bridge. They were left in a

drawer, not even locked up. The first time

I cut out of the rubber, I came back to the

hotel. I went up to her room and searched

the drawer where the jewels had been put.

They had gone. I concluded that someone

had either been before me, or that Mrs.

Trumperton-Smith's maid had put them in a

safer place. I went back to the bridge-party,

came home with Mrs. Trumperton-Smith

about two o'clock, said good-night to her in

her sitting-room, had a whisky -and -soda,

and went to bed. That's all I know about

it, so help me God ! "

We turned round and retraced our steps.

" When you couldn't find the diamonds,

why didn't you take the jewel-case ?" I

asked.

" I should have been seen carrying it,"

he replied, " and I had no tools with which

to open it. I am not a professional thief.

That night I almost wished I had been."

" You are aware that the evidence looks

rather black against you ?" I pointed out.

" I can't help it," he answered, sullenly.

" I didn't do it."

" Have you any theory as to who did ? "

" The maid, I should think," he replied.

" She was much too superior for her jobâ��a

secretive, unsociable sort of person. She

wasn't there for nothing."

We reached the steps leading to the

promenade.

I am sorry that you made that last

suggestion," I said. " Otherwise, you have

done yourself no harm by your frankness.

Your story may possibly be true. If it is,

you have nothing to worry about."

I left him on the promenade, and saw him

stroll across the road to a chemist's shop for

a pick-me-up. I went back to the hotel,

and discovered that my friend Inspector

Rimmington from Scotland Yard had

already arrived and had taken over formal

conduct of the case. He had already had

some conversation with the manager, and

had interviewed Janet and the night-

watchman. He was now waiting for Sidney

Bloor, whose very unenviable dossier he had

brought down with him. I glanced it

through without any particular interest.

Rimmington watched me curiously.

' The young man is a thoroughly bad lot,"

he observed.

I nodded.

" There's only one thing in his favour.

When you talk to him you will realize that

he is absolutely a decadent, a young man

without nerve or any manlike quality. Now

I don't know whether it has ever occurred

to you, Rimmington, but I should imagine

that it would take a person with great

strength of nerve to hold a woman by the

throat and watch her die. Somehow, I

don't believe Bloor could have done that."

Rimmington was singularly unconvinced.

I shall know better when I have talked

to him, perhaps," he remarked.

" Don't encourage these local fellows to

make an arrest until to-morrow," I advised.

I TOOK the midday train to town, and

travelled in the Pullman with Mr. LÃ©on

Grant, the manager of the hotel, who was

on his way up to confer once more with

the directors. It was obvious that he had

taken the tragedy very much to heart. He

showed me a cable from Mrs. Trumperton-

Smith's son, who was on his way back from

Egypt. It ran as follows :â��

Greatly shocked. Arrive ijth.

Hope police will discover criminal.

Believe jewels principal part

mother's estate. Offer reward

immediately for return anyone

not connected crime.

" I am suggesting a tenth part of the

insured value," he announced. " I shall

see the solicitors before I return."

As we drew into Victoria I offered my

companion a lift. He refused, however, on

the ground that he had a case of wine in the

van, which he was taking back to a wine

merchant. I made a few calls, dined at my

club, and travelled back again to Brighton

by the late train. I met Rimmington in the

hall of the hotel and we strolled into the

manager's office. Mr. LÃ©on Grant, looking

more tired than ever after his long day in

town, was speaking passionately down the

telephone.

" It is absurd," he declared, as we came in.

" I spoke from the number I am asking for
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several times this afternoon. The telephone

is in perfect order."

" If you are speaking of Mayfair 1532,

Mr. Grant," I intervened, " I am afraid

the supervisor is correct. The number is

disconnected."

His face, as he looked at us, grew horrible.

The receiver slipped from his fingers and fell

to the ground, dragging the instrument

after it.

" What do you mean ?" he gasped.

" Simply that Scotland Yard disconnected

your flat in town, for fear you should ring

up and find out that the case of wine you

brought up to London has been opened," I

explained. " Rimmington, this is your job."

Rimmington was quick, but not quick

enough. Grant's right hand was in the

drawer by his side in a moment, and the

silver-plated little revolver at his temple.

I believe that he was a dead man before the

Inspector laid hands on him. I held the

door whilst Rimmington telephoned for a

doctor. He arrived almost at once, and his

examination lasted barely a few seconds.

A clean iob," he pronounced. The

man must have died immediately."

RIMMINGTON came to my sitting-room,

later on, and helped himself to a whisky-

and-soda.

" A little secretive this morning, weren't

you, Sir Norman ? " he observed.

" We wanted the jewels," I pointed out.

" Directly the man told me he had a case oÃ

wine in the van, I knew that everything was

all right."

" When did you get his dosÂ¿>er > "

" By the second post this morning," I

replied, "and a pretty bad one it was He

has a flat in town under another name, he

owes one bookie alone over two thousand

pounds, and his domestic arrangements were,

to say the least of it, irregular. He was

desperately in need of money."

" Even now the reconstruction isn't

absolutely simple," my companion mused.

" LÃ©on Grant evidently made his way to

Mrs. Trumperton-Smith's rooms after her

return, she woke up whilst he was making

off with the jewel-box, and he strangled her.

But what about the two visits from Bloor,

earlier in the evening, and the missing

diamonds ? I think you said that they were

not in the jewel-case which you have

recovered ? "

" I imagine that the night-watchman must

have made a mistake," I told him. "On

the other hand, Bloor may have already-

disposed of the diamonds. Again, they may

have been mislaid am' will be brought in for

the reward."

" What first of all made you think of

Grant ? " Rimmington asked, a little later,

as he was preparing to take his leave.

A very slight thing," I answered. " The

woman was strangled, aÂ« you know, although

the finger-marks were indistinguishable.

There was a scratch upon her throat, and a

few drops of blood, evidently caused by the

finger-nail of the murderer. Now Sidney

Bloor's finger-nails are bitten almost to the

quick. The manager's, on the other hand,

were really noticeable. They were long and

brought to a point. The nail on his right

forefinger, however, was broken off short."

" I see," Rimmington replied. Good

night ! "

I sat up for some little time, waiting for

what I felt sure was inevitable. It was

nearly one o'clock when there was a soft

knock at the door and, m reply to my

invitation, Janet entered. She was still fully

dressed, her manner was as composed as

ever. She closed the door behind her and

came over towards me.

" 1 have found the diamonds," she

announced.

" I congratulate you," 1 replied.

" I have heard all that has happened," she

continued. " There will be no trouble about

the reward ? "

' None whatever," I assured her.

She laid them upon the tableâ��the neck-

lace, the bracelet, and the ear-rings.

" Where did you find them ?" I asked.

" In the small silk bag which Mrs.

Trumperton-Smith took with her to the

bridge-party," she replied. " She came back

to her room for a moment just before starting,

and must have taken them without saying

anything to anybody."

" A most ingenious supposition," I

murmured.

She looked at me for a moment with the

strangest light in her eyes. She had no

need of speech. I knew perfectly well of

what she was reminding me. I opened the

door for her.

" Good night, Janet," I said. " I have

stood in the way of your fortunes more than

once. This time I am able to remind myself

that Mrs. Trumperton-Smith is not my

client. The reward will certainly be paid."

Next month : " The Winds of Death."



TREASURE FROM

THE EAST

L-J'BEESTON

WHEN the writer of the

strange communica-

tion had addressed it

to "The Chief of the Police.

London, England," he lighted a porcelain

pipe of Latakia, and stretching out his

limbs in the burning sunshine he commenced

to read what he had put down, and which

ran as follows :â��

The blue Bosphorus seems on fire, and the

heavy scent from the terebinth trees drugs

my brain like wanton kisses. In this hot

noon, reclining on the slopes of Therapia,

with the doves cooing in the walled garden

behind me, I put down the story of what

happened at the house of the English Colonel

Anselming, in Oxfordshire, on the night of

the 22nd of September, in the year which

was before this year.

In one of the great convict prisons of

England there is a man of the name of

Wilton Fairly, and he has been sent there

until his life shall end. This was because,

on the night I have mentioned, he killed his

enemy, whose name was Richard Meads, by

the thrust of a long knife on the heart side

of the breast-bone.

Well, Iâ��Canaris Tricoupiâ��am going to

give my tale of what occurred. It will be

found not to be without strangeness.

It is about a score moons ago when Colonel

Anselming came to ancient Stamboul and

stayed, for a while, at the palace of his old

friend Medjid Pasha, on the banks of the

Golden Horn. That great Illustrious, that

three-tailed Pasha, who rode with a train of

twelve agas, was then my master. He had

been educated in England at the big school

there which is called, I think, Eton Board

Schoolâ��though I am not sure of the name.

He was there with Colonel Anselming.

While he was staying at the palace the
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colonel took a fancy to me, and

my princely master, who was the

soul of generosity, gave me to his

friend. That was how I came to go to

England, to Colonel. Anselming's house in

Oxfordshire, as one of his servants.

He was a kind masterâ��yes. He did not

use a rhinoceros whip when I chanced to

displease him. But all the time my soul

was with the narrow streets of old Stamboul,

and the yellow dogs that lie in heaps in the

sun, and the bazaars, and those dens by the

Solyman mosque where the over-tired can find

opium and lie in a stupor that is both terrible

and divine.

On the night of the date I have spoken of

Colonel Anselming had a small house-party.

Amongst his guests were Wilton Fairly and

Richard Meads. The last-named had his

wife with him. She was as beautiful as the

Marmora Sea, as the sweet waters of Asia.

But it was easy to see that her lord had no

great love for his beautiful caged bird ; also

that she drooped under his treatment. By

the holy beard, if such a jewel had been given

to my keeping, I should have known how to

wear it !

At about two hours before midnight I took

coffee into the library. The colonel was

showing to his company treasures which he

had brought home with him from the bazaars

of Constantinople. There were pieces of

carpet on the walls which were almost as old

as the Koran, and which will endure yet for

the same span of time ; he had shawls from

Bokhara, Macedonian turquoises on a silver

string, a genuine chibouk seven feet long, its

mouthpiece of amber like the gold of the sun.

And when I entered the room, bearing the

coffee which I alone in all the house knew

how to make, he showed me to his guests as

one of his possessions garnered in the East.

" This is Mr. Canaris Tricoupi," said he
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one; but there is death in its fragrance; and suie and easy transition from Here to There."
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with a smile. " Once a real Bashi-Bazouk

of Albania, whose yataghan, I warrant, has

whistled the head off more than one of his

enemies. See, now, how he rolls his black

eyes ! Since then in the service of his

Highness Medjid Pasha, and now my property.

Ah," continued my master with a sudden

start, " that reminds me that I have here

another very curious gift from the Pasha ;

something a little sinister, a trifle bizarre,

which I have not exhibited to you."

As I was interested as much as the others

I did not choose to leave the room, and no

one paid any attention to me. The colonel

took from a cabinet a little vase of cloisonnÃ©

enamel, and from this he shook out something

which fell into the palm of his left hand.

" There it is," he laughed.

For a moment there was silence ; then

Fairly answered him, surprised : " Why, it

is just a cigar ! "

" No more than thatâ��and yet so much

more," replied Colonel Ansclming.

Those strange words drew everyone's eyes

to his face.

â�¢' A cigarâ��yes," went on the colonel,

" and to be lighted and smoked like any

ordinary one ; but there is death in its

fragrance ; a sure and easy transition from

Here to There. This cigar was bestcwed

upon me by my friend Medjid Pasha by way

of a farewell gilt ! That sounds odd to your

ears, but the Pasha seerm d to regard it as

natural enough. His words stick in my

memory. ' My dear friend,' said he, with

a slow, grave smile, ' we are to-day in the

sunshine ; to-morrow we may be in the

shadow. You leave me in prosperity and

health, but the time may comeâ��Allali knows!

â�¢â��when the wine of life will taste bitter to

you, and despair rise with you in the morning,

and sorrow sit by your pillow at night. If

such an hour should ever strike for you,

remember this gift from me. It is the final

solace for all miseries, the lasting cure for the

keenest pain. You will have but to inhale

a few times the scented perfume, and you

will know the true meaning of the word Rest.'

So spoke the Pasha, with deep solemnity,

and I could not decline his gift without

giving offence."

" And you have kept it ever since ? " said

Richard Meads's wife, her cheeks pale.

" As you see," smiled the colonel.

Meads himself growled : " It is a dangerous

thing to have about the place. Suppose

someone finds it and smokes it ? "

" Oh, I take care of it," answered the

colonel. " I am rather interested in these

mystic drugs, and one day I will have it put

through a chemical analysis. It is saturated

with some essence that must be terribly

potent' to~ destroy life by a simple inhala-

tion. I have no doubt that my friend the

Pasha knew what he was talking about,

however."

He then put the cigar in the vase and

placed both back in the cabinet.

I REMEMBER that that night sleep would

not visit me. It was one of those

intolerable nights in that island when

the heat sucks the strange fogs out of the

ground so that one almost strangles for

breath. It was my pleasure to seek the

terrace which runs along one side of the

house, and there to hold conversation with

my soul. I was not at my ease. I admitâ��

Allah forgive me !â��that the beauty of the

woman I have mentioned, and the deep

melancholy in her eyes, disturbed my

peace ; then my heart's thoughts were with

my old master, the royal Medjid, despite

that rhinoceros whip, and with the green

roofs of the kiosks in the gardens of cherry

trees, and the pomegranates. Also 1 thirsted

bitterly for a throat-full of raki. which one

buys from the venders in the market-place

â�¢in Stamboul and which goes to the brain

like fire.

As I walked along the terrace considering

these blessings which I had lost, I saw a light

that streamed from the windows of the

library, and heard voices coming from that

room. This was surprising, for the hour was

late. I approached with caution, and when

I looked in I saw the two men Richard Meads

and Wilton Fairly. The first sat on a table,

swinging his legs, his face white as the dead,

his eyes filled with hate, and a sneer twisting

his lips. He was saying to the other, who

stood by the fireplace :â��

' If Ansclming were not as blind as a bat

he would never ask both of us, my dear

cousin, to be his guests at the same time.

This house, or any house, isn't big enough

to hold you and me."

â�¢ For that matter the world is too small a

place," answered the other man, very quietly.

' Oh, I don't know," said Meads, looking

very evil. I find it very comfortable,

Wilton. True, I haven't the money you

have got, but then I have a wife who is more

than devoted to me."

When he heard that, and the mocking tone

of the speaker. Fairly spun round and stared

into the embers of the fire. He had been

shot with a poisoned dart, and another

followed quickly.

" Surely you do not envy me my g<xxl

fortune ? " went on Meads, laughing lightly.

" But perhaps you do. Perhaps you desire,

more than all things, to find a woman to love

you as Marjorie adores me. Orâ��is it

possible ? "

The other wheeled round again, and I saw

sparks come from his eyes. " Billah ! " he

snarledâ��no, it was the English equivalent.
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" Damnation ! " said he, quivering from head

to foot.

. " That found you ? " continued Meads,

and his voice had^ suddenly become savage,

threatening. " So much the better. I tell

you that I have eyes, and good ones, too ! I

have seen, and I have heard "

Fairly burst in like a storm. " Spoken

like a scoundrelâ��the scoundrel that you

are ! " he shouted. " Oh, you three times

fool to breathe, to dream the faintest black

thought against that divine creature. Look

here, you devil, you, I swear that although

I do not own her and you do, yet if you let

fall the merest whisper against her " He

stopped, suffocating with wrath.

" Go on ; I would like to hear the finish,"

said Meads, deadly calm.

" I will put an end to your wastrel's life ! "

concluded the other.

A that most interesting moment I heard

a yoice say : " I beg your pardon,

gentlemen. I thought you had re-

tired. I saw a light in the room and came

to seeâ��;â��"

â�¢ " All right, Forbes," interrupted Fairly,

hastily.

I knew then that the butler of the house

had disturbed them.

There was a silence of a few moments, and

then Meads said : "If Forbes heard your

pleasant words, my dear cousin, he will

wonder, and he may talk."

There was no reply, only another and

longer silence. 1 ventured closer and peered

through the glass. I saw Meads in the act

of lighting a cigar ; but he paused, holding

the match, and called out mockingly :â��

" Here is a pretty idea that occurs to me :

suppose I yield a little credit to that story

of Anselming's about the drugged weed in

that cabinet yonder. Suppose I smoke it

and test its ability to put one to sleep. If I

do not wake upâ��so much the better for you ;

but if I doâ��then you pay all my debts,

which are neither small nor few, and sign a

nice cheque into the bargain ? "

" I would agree to that, with all my

heart, if I did not know you to be too

great a poltroon," was the immediate

response.

" You are ready with your compliments,"

replied Meads in the voice of one who hates

and remembers. " But I have a mind to

take you at your word. Now, what might

the cheque to me beâ��after the debts had been

wiped off ?"

." Name your own figure," scoffed the other,

in the tone of a sceptic.

" It would run into thousands, my dear

cousin."

" How many ? "

"'Five ! "

" Agreed," said Fairly, instantly, in the

same tone of disbelief.

Meads jumped off the table and went to

the cabinet. I was thrilled to the tips of my

fingers. He came back with the cigar in

the palm of his left hand. He said : " I am

not entirely a fool. If I thought a few puffs

at this thing meant death I should not

oblige you by enjoying them. But I have

never heard of anyone being poisoned in

such a way. On the other hand, you would

not expect me to consume this thing to the

very end ? "

" Five minutes will do," replied Fairly.

The mocking had died from his voice ; he

began to think that the other meant what

he said.

" You will time me by your watch ? "

questioned Meads.

" For five minutesâ��yes."

Meads turned the cigar over and over.

His face had reddened a little, and I could

see that he was getting excited. He said :

" Do you know how much money I owe ? "

" No ; nor do I care. That will be my

affair."

" Then I have only your word for the five

thousand ? "

" You have my word."

" I will do you the justice to admit that I

never questioned it," said Meads. He stood

for a time looking at the cigar in his palm.

" Just five minutes, mind," said he, the

red in his cheeks deepening.

" Not a second longer."

" If Ansclming was right, if it sends me

to sleep for good, it will be thought I came

down here and deliberately removed myself

from this happy world ; is it not so ? "

" That will be the inevitable conclusion."

" You are a cold-blooded swine," snarled

the other, uncertain.

" The idea is your own. Back out if you

wish."

" No, I will not. I don't care a curse,"

said Meads. " Here goes ! "

I pressed my face against the glass to see

what was happening. The man Meads

dropped into a chair, put both his feet up on

the edge of a table, and applied a light to the

cigar. I saw the smoke ascend, I saw tin-

coiled tobacco leaf glow. He tossed aside

the light, sank back in the chair, and drew

steadily on the cigar between his teeth.

His back was towards Fairly, who had not

moved from the fireplace, and did not move.

He stood there, with a gold watch in the palm

of his hand. He was terribly cool. His eyes

kept travelling from the dial to the man in

the chair, to the little cloud of smoke which

hung over the man's head. Neither of them

spoke Ã  single word.

Yes, to the very ends of my fingers was I

thrilled. I was amazed that the cold blood
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of these pale Englishmen could ever boil

with a passion like that. The tip of my nose

ached as it pressed upon the cold pane. I

missed not a moment of the scene nor of

what followed. ' .

For suddenly I saw the smoker's righ(

hand fall limply over the side of his chair,

and from the relaxed fingers dropped the

glowing cigar. His head sank back upon

the cushion behind it, and

the quietude and stillness of

death wrapped him round.

When he saw that some-

thing had happened, the

man Fairly stepped for-

ward. He was cool as ice,

for his first act was to pick up the cigar,

which was burning the carpet, and to place

it on a metal tray on the table. Then he

leaned over the still form in the chair.

He look up a Â»mall electric lamp and held the white light to the face of his enemy.

" My God, he is gone 1 " 1 heard him say.
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He rapped out sharply : " Meads ! "

He was not aibwerccl. He took up a small

electric lamp and lieltl the white light to the

face of his enemy. His own grew pale and

haggard as he looked, although it lost nothing

of its sternness. He put the lamp down,

pressed a hand to the other's forehead, felt

his wrist.

" My God, he is gone, sure enough !" I

heard him say, huskily.

He stood for a while as if dazed. He had

triumphed over his foe. but I.must say that

he showed little joy

of it. At first 1 did

him the injustice to

believe that he

would weaken and act like a

fool acts ; but he was stronger

than I thought. He switched

ofl the light from the room

and went out, closing the door

softly.

I waited for some minutes,

straining my hearing for any

sound of disturbance, and

then 1 opened the window and entered the

room. No sooner had I trod the carpet

than I thought I heard a deep sigh.

I did not hesitate. To my left,

between two pictures on the wall, were two

yataghans, the steel blades inlaid with gold

â��those curved knives that have a genuine

edge and point. I took down one, for

precaution's sake, and approached the chair

where the man was sitting in his stillness. I

did not make the least noise in the dark, and

when the man awokeâ��for it pleased Allah

to wake him^â��instinct must have told him

of my near presence, for he uttered a slight

cry and caught hold of my arm.

" Hush," I whispered, soothingly. " Oh,

hush ! It is better to die than to sleep."

And I slid the knife where it was found,

in the heart side of the breast-tone.
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1HAVE nodded in the fierce heat, and

left my story unfinished. The cooing of

the turtle-doves and the hum of the

half-stupefied bees lulled my senses. How

beautiful it is here, with the scent from

the orange groves mingling with the per-

fume from the terebinth trees and the

Bosphorus, as 1 said, like a sheet of fare.

Behind the wall of the garden at my

back a girl is singing to the music of a

three-stringed guitar. I wonder what she

is like. With such a voice she must be lovely.

When I have made an end of this story I will

venture to peep. Wallah ! Canaris Tricoupi

is not yet old, nor is he ugly ! There are lips

that open for him like lotus flowers in the

sun, and white breasts that are softer than

cushions.

Why did I kill Richard Meads ? It was

not because he was a scoundrel. Ah, who

is otherwise ? I killed him because he chose

to awake at the wrong moment But if he

awoke, then he was not dead ? That is

clear truth. He had only swooned. The

excitement of the moment, and the dread

thought that he was breathing fatal fumes,

had touched him with faintness, had sunk

him in a momentary unconsciousness. As

for the cigarâ��it was harmless.

Unluckily for him, he chose to awake at

the instant when my hand was stretched out

to take the cigar from the tray beside him.

I did not want to be interrupted at such a

moment, which was to me supreme.

For I had heard of those cigars which my

late master, Medjid Pasha, was used to give

to his particular friends. He was wont to

laugh behind his beard at the construction

which those friends put upon his words.

What was it he said ? " When the wine oÃ

life shall taste bitter ; when despair shall rise

with you in the morning, and sorrow sit by

your pillow at night." But that noble

illustrious Medjid Pasha had his own ideas

for such cases. He did not believe that

death was the cure for such ills. Ah, no ; he

believed that Money relieved them all. There-

fore he played his ruse ; therefore in each

cigar he had placed a jewel of exceeding price !

That was his " final solace for all miseries,

the lasting cure for the keenest pain."

Riches ! And I believe him. What is there

better than gold on the face of the earth ?

For see ! The sufferer from human ill

would light the cigar, and presently there

would drop from it a lustrous jewel worth a

fortune. Was not that the true meaning of

the promised word Rest ? By my father's

beard, I know of no sweeter jest to play upon

a friend.

Yes, I, Canaris Tricoupi, helped myself to

the jewel which I found in the cigar. Luckily

for me, I discovered it in the end which had

not been lighted, for it may well be true that

the action of fire upon the gem might have

cracked its beauty and marred its value ;

which goes to show that even a royal

Pasha like my late master may overlook

an important detail in his desire to be

original.

It was some time after I left the service of

the English colonel, and returned to my own

country, that I heard that Wilton Fairly

had been sentenced to a lifelong imprison-

ment for the killing of his enemy. They had

found much evidence against him, with

which I have nothing to do. He could not

have pleaded the story of the cigar, for it was

certain that Meads had not died that way.

Then the sworn word of the butler, who told

what he had heard that night, turned the

scale of his destiny.

I am now rich. The jewel was of rare

quality, and I sold it to Hafiz the Bald, who

openly sells Kurdish fowls in the market-

place, but in secret makes much money by

ways black as night ; for which Allah deal

with him. Besides, he beat me down many

sequins.

I have written the true story of what

happened, but I am not sure that I shall

send it. The man Fairly was kind to me.

and the woman he loved may give herself to

me in Paradise if I make her happy now.

That is very possible. I am not without a

soft spot in my heart, and if a word from

me ; but I am not certain that I shall

speak it, and 1 may tear this paper into a thou-

sand fragments. Yet being rich as I amâ��

wealthy as the (log of a Teriaki in his opium

dreamsâ��why should I fear any police ? I

am now able to take good care of mysell,

and so I think I will send this letterâ��

perhaps.

HOW blissful is this spot ! The caress

of the fierce sun is the desire of my

soul fulfilled. A boat is floating by

with its fruit for the market, and the

Armenian swine its master is cursing the

rowers. Poor devils, they toil like slaves.

If I was there I would slit his windpipe.

In the distance I see the Sultan's barge,

with its twenty-six oars flashing. And

still the doves coo like a maiden in her

lover's arms, as she swoons tinder his

ravishing kisses. And a fountain splashes,

and that girl in the garden behind me sings

to her three-stringed guitar. Allah be

thanked, this is happiness !



317

LADY

LAVERYS

VIEWS Â«i A

-and Other

rhote. HoptKÃ�.

IN spite of all the talk about sex equality,

I do not believe that woman can ever

be man's equal in creative art. She

lacks the ability to be entirely

original, while possessing an imitative skill

that may actually be greater than that of

man.

Notwithstanding the protests of feminists,

man must take- first place in Nature. Woman

conies second ; she is the weaker vessel.

This was what the Creator intended, and

those who try to fly in the face of Nature

must not complain if they have a bad fall.

Man has petted and spoiled woman through

the ages, treated her like a plaything. When

woman wanted .anything, she has had to

cajole man into giving it to her. Not being

strong enough to take what she wanted, she

has Iwd to gain her end by indirect means.

Countless centuries of this domestic

diplomacy have endowed woman with a

strange intuition, have bred in her a subtlety

which can generally overcome the sheer

strength of the male.

There have been brilliant women painters

whom many admire. Rosa Bonheur, for

instance, whose " Horse Fair " in the National

Gallery exhibits such strength, was admit-

tedly an exceptional woman, but the picture

is not of high artistic merit. She dressed

in male garments, bobbed her hair long before

IN AN INTERVIEW.

the present fashion was thought of, and

generally behaved as though she were a man.

She tried, as far as Nature would allow, to cast

aside the weaknesses of her sex. Yet when

we compare her pictures with those of

the great Masters such as Michel Angelo,

Rembrandt, or Turner, we realize that in

great art woman has up to the present taken

second place.

Christina Rossetti wrote some beautiful

sonnets, Mrs. Browning penned wonderful

poems, but if we turn from their work to

that of Shakespeare or Dante, we realize that

the greatest of women poets are not com-

parable with the men.

When my husband suggested that I should

exhibit some of my pictures with his, it

was a long time before I considered I was

sufficiently accomplished to do so. It is a

genuine ordeal for an amateur to face the

critics for the first time. I must confess

the idea disturbed me, but after all is 'said

and done, when a woman enters the public

arena she must expect to be treated ac-

cordingly. This is one of the disadvantages

of competing with man.

Criticism is a healthy and essential spur to

the artist, but, unfortunately, criticism in

the best sense is rare indeed in England

to-day. The fine literary style of the eight-

eenth and nineteenth centuries has vanished,



Lady Lavery's Views on Art

and all too often an artist suffers at the

hands of inexperienced journalists who seek

only something sensational.

There are, however, a few critics who under-

stand that true criticism involves a certain

measure of appreciation and understanding.

My greatest pride and happiness was when

that most distinguished critic. Sir Claude

Phillips, wrote with respect to my work :â��

The paintings and drawings of Lady Lavery are

very lar Irom being commonplace. Her technical

accomplishment is limited, there is something tentative

about her work altogether ; and yet she has in some

mysterious way made herself a mistress of subtle

characterization. We note in some of her portraits a

concentrated expression of personality, a laying bare

of intimate idiosyncrasies such as is generally the result

of penetrating vision served by masterly execution.

There can be no question of high technical accomplish-

ment in the half-length " The Countess of Rocksavage";

and yet we are able not only to admire the soft, Oriental

languor of the sitter, but to divine beneath it a true

spirituality. The " Mrs. Ralph Peto '' is a |jortrait

somewhat roughly painted, but yet with a total

absence of staginess rising to real dramatic intensity.

Most remarkable of all is " I1.R.I1. the Duke of

Spoleto," a counterfeit presentment of youthful man-

hood sournois, disquieting, mysterious as some

portrait of the

Cinquecento.

Quite flat and

commonplace, un

the other hand,

though it is what

might be called a

good likeness, is

the " Sir John

Lavery, R.A." A

nervous vivacity

characterizes the

small, half-length

" AdÃ¨le, Countess

of Essex." In a

full-length draw-

ing appears, sym-

pathetically cha-

racterized, the

beautiful bal-

lerina Anna Pav-

lova. Some of

these drawings

are, to be quite

frank, hesitating

and amateurish

in character. We

pick out the best,

and name the

realistic " Ð¡ a r-

dinal Logue," the

sentimental

"Convalescence,"

the dtlicatelv

Convalescence.

A portrait of herself by Lady Lavery.

modelled " Nude Study," and a " Pencil Drawing,'

which is the close and successful adaptation of a

draped Tanagra figure.

Sir Claude's attitude of serious criticism

is a great contrast to that of other of the

Critics who dismissed the exhibition because.

as they said, a Cabinet Minister had written

an appreciation of it in the catalogue. Surely

this is a prejudiced and narrow point of

view, manifestly unjust to the artist who,

having done his best, deserves an opinion

on his work, whether good or bad.

There is a particularly hateful form of

artistic and intellectual snobbery which

decries the Bright and Beautiful as being

frivolous. Those who have this viewpoint

do not consider that Art and Riches can

possibly go hand in hand. Art should be

strenuous, serious, dismalâ��and, in fact, it can

be all three, but then the results given to the

world need not of necessity show the-agony

and struggle through which the artist

produces the picture.

My husband has been accused of painting

places only frequented by the rich and great

of the land. One critic complains that he

depicts only " Belgravia by the Sea " and

" Mayfair in the Mountains "â��but are the sea

and mountains less beautiful because ol this ?

Another critic objects to my portraits

being of Ladies of " Social Position "â��a

horrible phrase beloved of this particular

sort of snob, to whom distinction and

elegance are

merely fash-

ionable affec-

tations, and

dignified

splendour be-

comes vulgar

display and

ostentation.

Such people

feel that Art

should be

cloaked in

poverty and

starve in its

garret. They

do not re-

in ember, or

perhaps they

do not know,

that some of

the world's

greatest pic-

tures have

been painted

in palaces.

Beauty is

beauty wher-

ever the artist

finds it. It may

be found, of course, in the misshapen, ugly,

bizarre, and grotesque, but inversely it may

also exist even in the work of a ' fashion-

able painter." Velazquez, Titian, Vandyke,

Reynolds, Gainsborough, were all " fashion-

able painters " ; they were also none the less

great artists.
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Sir John and Lady Lavery at the recent

joint exhibition of their work.

1 used to think it was all nonsense

about a prophet being without honour

in his own country. Now I am beginning

to revise my opinion.

A friend who knew of my intention

to exhibit my pictures happened to

mention the news to an acquaintance.

" Lady Laveryâ��to exhibit ? . . but

she can't paint ! " came the reply.

" Oh, yes. She is holding an exhibition

of pictures with her husband," said my

friend.

" But it can't be true," said the

acquaintance, incredulously. " Why, I took

tea with her yesterday."

I have not been in the habit of talking

about my work except to my most intimate

friends, and I suppose the fact that I did not

talk Art with her was sufficient proof that I

was unable to work.

This is the common failing. If we hear

that a certain young man has written a book

of brilliant poems, someone is bound to

remark : " What, Mr. Exe, a poet ? . . .

Impossible ! Why, I was at school with

him i " The last remark is considered final,

but it really shows how little we know of

each other.

I have never studied in a school of

art, but I have the advantage of being the

wife of a painter, and it is only natural that

I should take an interest in the profound

mysteries of colour and form, and the mixing

ot paint. Discussions of such

things are always going on

around me, and one could

not help learning something

about painting in time.

Art is a great pleasure

and a great solice, as is all

serious wo"k. Mr. Churchill

found it so when h? with-

drew from political life.

The world was not par-

ticularly bright for anyone

just then. To one of Mr.

Churchill's temperament, to

be deprived of an outlet

for his energies was like

being in prison. Time for him passed slowly,

and he often used to come and watch Sir

John at work in his studio.

" Do you think I could ever learn to do

that ? " he asked one day, as he saw a picture

growing under the skilful strokes of the

brush.

" Certainlyâ��if you study and devote your

time to it," Sir John replied.

Thereafter Mr. Churchill came down to the

studio, and hovered round Sir John like an

inquisitive boy. Always he was asking

questions.

" Why do you do that ? " he would say.

Sir John would tell him.

" Why mix those ?" he would ask,

watching my husband mixing colours.

Sir John would explain.

Winston Churchill learned incredibly

quickly. He seemed to absorb Art through
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every pore. He threw himself heart and

soul into the work and found much solace

and happiness in it.

Once when I wandered into the studio

and found him at work, he rose and stepped

back from his canvas, then looked across to

where Sir John was painting. " I've a lot

to learn," he said, humbly.

Now, during the week-ends he and Sir

John often go out into the country and

sketch all day. He is quite happy when

painting. He will make his sketch and go

home to his studio to finish the picture,

relying solely upon his stored-up impressions

to enable him to achieve the result he aims

at. He has a fine colour sense and a keen

eye for varying tone values.

If Mr. Churchill ever holds an exhibition

of his paintings, the quality of his work will

agreeably surprise his many friends. At

the same time, I can imagine his opponents

saying : "A pity he doesn't give up

politics and take seriously to paint-

ing. He's a much better painter

than politician ! "

On the other hand, I sup-

pose his supporters

will remark : " Why ^

does he waste time

painting when he is

such a brilliant poli

tician?" It is difficult

to please everyone in

this world.

I find it hard to

understand why he

should be regarded

with such animus by

some of his oppo-

nents. Like all strong

characters, he has

many enemies, but

he is a very human

man, kind of heart,

striving to do his

best for his country.

To his intimates,

he is lovable, keen

to appreciate a joke,

even though it be

against himself. I

have seen him laugh

heartily at a cartoon

of himself with a

ridiculous little hat

perched on the top

of his head â�¢ his

strongest political

opponent could not have been more amused.

I remember at dinner one night the

conversation turned from critics to criticism

and the power of the Press. A well-known

editor, who happened to be present, listened

quietly for a little while. Then his eyes

twinkled. " I have heard it said that the

world would be a better place if all pressmen

were put in a lethal chamber," he remarked.

" That's much too humane," came the

swift retort from one of the guests who,

apparently, was not enamoured of Fleet

Street.

It reminds me of the witty retort of Whistler

when his work was being attacked so un-

mercifully by the critics. Some particularly

hard remarks by Ruskin stung Whistler into

saying that the critics did not know what

they were talking about.

Kuskin, in his ponderous way, replied that

he had spent his life in the finest public

galleries in the world, looking at pictures,

and if that did not entitle him to speak with

authority on Art, he would like to know what

did.

" If that's your test," retorted Whistler,

" the policeman on duty at

the National Gallery must

be the finest Art critic

alive ! "

A few months ago I

received a letter from

a foreigner who wrote.

asking me if I would ac-

cept his fees of two hun-

dred pounds for an Art

course. He said he was

sure I would help him, as

I had a kind face !

Another lady wrote

and mentioned that her

daughters, who were

about my figure, were

This photograph of Mr. Winston Churchill

at work will interest all who read his recent

articles in this magazine on " Painting as a

Pastime."

the

into local society. She

was sure I had hun-

dreds of frocks that I

never wore, and she

would be glad if I

could give one or two

to her danghters !

There was a good

deal of comment

during our recent

exhibition about Sir

John showing land-

first time," instead of

scapes " for

portraits.

Sir John himself was rather amused at it,

and not without reason, for his first picture

accepted by the Academy was a landscape,

and his work is generally represented in
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foreign galleries by landscapes, and not by

portraits !

The artist gets very close to Nature in

painting landscapes, but he gets closer to

humanity in painting portraits. The sitter

often reveals himself unconsciously to the

artist by some chance remark or gesture.

One of the most interesting experiences

Sir John was the one onlooker. He was

the' solitary audience, the one man at

liberty to look on and see what took place,

and to record it on canvas for all time. His

two sketches in oils are the only two pictorial

records of the arrival of the Germans on the

quarter-deck of the British flagship and the

scene that took place in the cabin. No

THE SURRENDER OF THE GERMAN NAVY:

The scene in the fore-cabin of H.M.S. "Queen Elizabeth," November 16th, 1918.

From the Painting by 5ir John Lavery.

Kll ,,..,,.!..;, . /:,,;!,, /â��..'. .i Â¿MUÃ�, LU.

Sir John ever had was when he was privi-

leged to be in Admiral Beatty's flagship, the

Queen El.zabeth, to watch the Germans

sign the surrender of the German Fleet.

Many a man would have given a fortune to

be an eye-witness of that historic scene.

Sir John was the one civilian present, and

he is the only man alive who saw everything

that took place. Every officer present,

from Admiral Beatty downward, had his

appointed task to perform, and they were so

intent on what they were doing that they

could not take in everything that transpired.

They were like the actors in a play, so busy

with their parts that they had no time to

stop and watch.

cameras were allowed, and no photographs

were taken.

The day before the Germans arrived, Sir

John prepared his canvas by painting the

interior of the cabin and arranging the chairs.

The next day, from his vantage point on the

quarter-deck, he spent an hour sketching the

scene, leaving only the figures of the Germans

to be put in later.

The Germans were due to arrive at three

o'clock in the afternoon, whereas, owing to

the fog and the bad condition of the engines

of their flagship, they did not put in an

appearance until nearly seven in the evening.

The consequence was that Sir John's pre-

liminary work on the canvas showing their
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arrival aboard the British flagship was quite wasted. The

conditions of light and atmosphere had entirely changed.

\Vhen the Germans arrived on board. Sir John, working

very rapidly, visualized the whole scene and managed to put

it on canvas in about twenty minutes. This is the untouched

sketch that was shown in the Academy. While painting it

he stood right in the dark. A strong headlight was con-

centrated on the Germans, and an electric

light was attached to his canvas in such a

Lady Lavery as that the ,ight did not ghow except on

a Venetian lady. the picture.

By the tune he

had finished this

sketch and walked

below, all the Ger-

mans were seated.

Sir John took up

his position in the

corner of the cabin,

where his paints and

canvas were effecÂ»

tually screened by

a bank of flowers on

a table. Everyone

present was very

grave. There was

no gleam of tri-

umph to be seen in

the eyes of the

British naval

officers. All seemed

to feel the responsi-

bility of their posi-

tion, and an air of

sadness touched the

faces of vic-

tors as well as

vanquished.

Sir John

stood and

studied the

scene before him.

The British were on

his left. The Ger-

mans were on the

right with their

backs slightly

turned, so that their

faces were more or

less in profile. Sir

John chose this

position because

the Germans did

not know he was

painting them, and from first to last they had no idea they

were being portrayed for posterity in the most moving drama

that has ever taken place on the sea.

That evening, during the preliminary negotiations, Sir John did

not touch the cabin scene. He spent his time studying what

lay before him. The next morning he took up his position before

the Germans arrived, and worked as long as the daylight, helped

by electric light, lasted, which was about four hours.

To an artist, talk is very distracting, and the better the word-

picture he is able to formulate, the worse he paints An artist
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should be all eyes and no ears, but the

human interest of the drama that took place

in the cabin of the Queen Elizabeth was so

great that several times Sir John found

there was a battle going on between his eyes

and ears. He found his hand lagging as he

stopped to listen, and it required an effort

of will to set his brush to work again.

Nevertheless, he managed to concentrate

on his work to such an extent that he

actually heard very little of what was said.

His ears caught a word here and there, and

it was when these words thrust themselves

on his consciousness that the battle between

eyes and ears went on.

It was considered impossible for a civilian

to be present on that occasion, so Sir John

had to disguise himself in naval uniform. As

he does not possess such a thing in his ward-

robe, he was obliged to borrow a uniform

belonging to Commodore Brand, who re-

ceived the Germans on the quarter-deck of

the British flagship.

Later on, when Admiral Beatty came to

sit for his portrait in the big finished picture

of the surrender, which was based on the

sketch, I asked him how my husband looked

in his borrowed plumes.

The Admiral smiled. " Very noble," he

said. " Very noble indeed. But the uniform

was just a trifle large ! "

I fancy Sir John was unjustifiably proud

of the effect he created in that uniform.

There may be some excuse for the vanity

of the female, but there can be none for that

of the male. I tell him so, but he merely

laughs.

An artist well known in the North was

engaged in painting a family group of the

nouveau riche. The grandmother in the

group was a typical Scot, full of common-

sense and a love of the bawbees. She was

annoyed with lier grandson for wasting such

an awfu' lot of money in getting their

portraits painted when they could all go to

the local photographer and get a picture

for a guinea. She did not hide her opinion

from the artist.

While the painter was able to make

progress with the other portraits in the

group, he could do nothing at all with this

stern old woman. There she sat, grim and

forbidding, with a look on her face that

would spoil any picture.

The painter told funny story after funny

story to try to induce her to smile, and

at last the old lady could stand it no

longer.

" Don't you think, sirrrr, that it would be

betterrrr if you went on with your worrrrk ! "

she said, crushingly.

My husband generally tells this story to

his sitters as a gentle hint that an artist

cannot talk and work at the same time. Of

course, the

sitters find it

rather trying

to sit in silence

for any length

of time, and Sir

John has hit on

a clever way

of interesting

them. . He ar-

ranges a mirror

at his back so

that the sitters

can sec exactly

how the por-

trait is going

on. They can

watch' it grow-

ing and see the

difficulties that

the painter has

to overcome.

As Sir John

jocularly re-

marks: "It

breaks the

shock ! By the

time the por-

trait is finished

the sitter is

used to it !"

I recollect

finishing a por-

trait of which

I was very

proud. Later,

two friends, both acquainted with the sitter,

came in.

" You must come and see the picture I've

just finished," I said.

They stood for a few moments in front of

the picture without saying anything at all.

" Don't you think it good ? " said one

at last.

" Very ! " replied the other. ' Very good

indeed. Who is it ? "

I often wonder if any of us are as bad a,s

we are painted. Certainly the feminists who

quarrelled with my remarks will be still

further displeased with those of Sir James

Barrie.

Sir James and I were chatting animatedly

on the subject of women one day, and he

completed the discussion by saying : " Before

I die I'm going to write a play called

' Women Spoil Everything,' and leave it to

be produced after my death."

Some women might regard this as a threat

against their sex, but I think the majority

of women would willingly allow the author of

" Peter Pan " to write what he liked, so long

as they were privileged to enjoy the witty

and wise things that would surely creep into

his play.

As a Madonna.
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A Sandys cantered homewards up the

Mall he suddenly remembered that

Merrow was coming to stay with

him, also the fact that he had,

in consequence, certain housekeeping duties

to perform ; and he pulled up at the fusty

little general shop with the name " Thomas

Perry and Co." painted on its front. The

scowling Pathan doorkeeper not being in

evidence to hold his pony, he cocked his

right leg in a disrespectful way over the

ears of Gooseberry Fool and slid to the

ground. Slipping his arm through the reins,

he put his head in at the door of the shop

and beat the floor with his cane.

He had not to wait long before an old

man shuffled out from behind the zareba

of assorted merchandise which filled three-

quarters of the shop. He was dressed in

European clothes of an antiquated cut ;

but his complexion was too dark for an

Englishman, and he had brown eyes, liquid

and appealing as those of a scared spaniel.

" Good morning, sar. I am veree pleased

to see you." The voice was low, almost

tremulous, and the sing-song intonation was

not unpleasing.

" Good morning, Pereira. Another large

food order." Sandys consulted his note-

book. " Let me see. What about two

bottles of anchovies in oilâ��curly sort, six

tins of sardines, one bottle of prunes, and a

bottle of gin to souse 'em in ? No, make it

KÃ¼mmelâ��Creme d'Alasch, and not the

other. Got a guest coming to-morrow ;

want to do him proud. Hence these

luxuries."

" Veree good, sar. I send at once."

" 'Arf a mo". Cock down two tins straw-

berry jam, a couple of tins of the usual

biscuits, and if the mail is in, and you've got

your fresh lot, I'll have a box of the old

Necropoulos. That's the demnition total."

" Yes ; cigarettes just in this morning."

" Good. I'll take them with me. Now I

want your advice. My friend, Merrow, is

coming up to spend some leave with me.

He is going to work for his Lower Standard,

and wants a munshi. What about old

Ghaneshi Lai, or that new fellow, Ghafur

Ali ? "

" Ghaneshi Lai the best : old, like me,

and slow ; but he's sure, and knows what

wanted ; not teaching your friend too much

Persian."

" Right. I'll 'tell Merrow. By the way,

my pal's musical, and I know I shall have

to drag out my ,baja and whack her up. I

want two or three high G strings. None of

your last season's mildewed, monsooii-

begotten relics out of that airtight tin box

of yours which ain't airtight, but a couple

of the bestâ��all gut and brand new."

" Veree sorree, sar, all banjo strings going

bad in monsoon, and fresh consignment not

yet arrived."

" Dirty work, dirty work ! Merrow's sure

to want music to his drink. What can you



Ole Luk-Oie

325

do, old Pereira, eh ? No use writing to

Calcutta ? "

" No. I tell you, Mr. Sandys. I have

some of my own violin E strings left, in

cheroot-drying bottle, kept separate. They

veree good. I will let you have oneâ��one

onlee."

- Will it do ? "

" Oah yes. They are reallee much too

good for inferior instrument like banjo."

" You go to the devil, with your 'inferior

instrument ' ; but cock it down."

" No. I making present to you."

" Rot ! Why should you give it to me ? "

" Mr. Sandys, these strings are different.

They are my veree own private stock for my

own violin. I not letting anyone have them

except youâ��my friend. I nevaire selling

own stringsâ��even to you. I give one as

present." An expression of admiration

came into the speaker's eyes, and he looked

at the fresh-faced subaltern with such

obvious affection that the latter could not

but observe it somewhat to his embarrass-

ment.

" Well, if that's how the land lies, thank

you very much. I should like one."

" That all right, sar. J not playing much

now. 1 fetch it," replied the merchant,

turning round into the recesses of his cave.

" Hold hard. Never mind the string now.

Let's have the cigarettes. I'm dying for a

smcke."

As the subaltern stood waiting, one foot on

the veranda step, he thcught very kindly

of the old man, between whom and himself

there seemed to be an indefinable bend.

MEANWHILE, Gooseberry Fool, the

loutish-looking, country-bred pony,

who had been standing on three

legs with that air of boredom which camels

and cab horses can assume better than

any other animal in the world, had grown

very tired of waiting. His thoughts turned

towards his stable and feed. He was dis-

tinctly peckish ; and master was staying

longer than his wonted time at this stupid

place, where there was no grainâ��not even

a blade of grass. Casting his lack-lustre

eye round, he spied in the dark space

under the boarded floor of the veranda,

which was raised some six inches above

ground-level, something that looked like a

grain or two. The reins were loose, and he

stretched forward to reach the coveted

morsels, his contracting nostrils snuffing in

the scent of food and his prehensile lips

protruded to reach it. Unluckily, amongst

the grain was a little lady spider, happily

absorbed in her own domestic duties. When

Gooseberry's hairy and active lip butted

vulgarly and suddenly into her young life,

she clasped her legs over head and body in

panic and self-defence, and at once became

a lifeless ball ; and the pony's next sniff

carried her up into his open nostril. Finding

herself in this damp and clammy tunnel, she

uncoiled and struggled for dear life.

The effect was instantaneous. Panicked

in his turn, Gooseberry blew his nose

violently, expelling the tickling, unwelcome

intruder as a shell from a gun, and jerked

back his head, nostrils palpitating. In

doing this, he snatched the reins off his

master's arm, causing him to thrqw several

cigarettes from the freshly-opened box just

handed to him over the floor of the shop.

Then, feeling his head free, he bolted,

whinnying, up the Mall towards home and

dinner.

" Well, I'm damned ! " said the startled

Sandys. " What's stung Gooseberry ? I've

never known him do that before. Little

fool ! I shall have to walk home. I say,

Pereira, that's because your beastly door-

keeper isn't here. What's happened to

him ? "

" Veree soiree, sar. I pick them up,"

cried the distressed Perry, bending down

and collecting the scattered cigarettes. " I

send away Yussuf yesterday. He bad

man, giving me gali. He's pukka badmash.

I not got new man yet. Please."

" I never liked the scowling swab. But

what's he been doing ? "

" Many times I tell him not play the

surnaiâ��his what you call a bagpipes.

Yesterday, in my house, I was composing

new nocturne in F when he began to make

beastlee hubbub. I got angree. I call him

soor ka bachcha, and he say bad words to

me. Then 1 give him sack. Ah, he veree

bad man, worst jungle wallah. I stand

much from himâ��he always lazy. But

when he spoil my music so much, I say

' Hat jao.' You know, sar, what music is

to me."

Sandys lit a cigarette and nodded.

" To-day I hope to get new servant.

Here, sar. Your string. Take care of it ;

I cannot give you another." And he

handed over the little coil in its silver paper

wrapping.

" I believe your old strings are part of

you, Pereiraâ��heartstrings, in fact."

" You making fun, Mr. Sandys ; but what

you say is true. There is more than you

think in music. Violin is part of me ; and,

sometimes when I break a string, I feel

almost something snapping in me here."

He placed his hand over his heart. " You

will laugh, but I think when I die, all violin

strings breaking, perhaps violin also. God

knows ! You understand, sar ? " 'â�¢'

" Yes, yes. I think I know how you feel.

Your violin is everything to youâ��all you've

got now."
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' Yes, yes. Don't forget what I say. I

knowing when that string breaks. I tell

you." ,

" Well, I suppose I must foot it back.

Good-bye, Pereira."

" Good morning, sar."

Sandys walked off with his box of cigarettes

under his arm, swinging his cane slowly as

he pondered. What a curious, pathetic

figure the solitary old man presented !

Neither white nor black, he was a derelict

of Portuguese rule, and his European descent,

to which he clung, not accepted by the sahibs

to whom he aspired to belong, and he him-

self looking down upon the race from which

he derived his strain of colour. He was

doomed to be for ever aloof, separate.

Having long ago lost his wife and only son,

he had nothing left in life save his business,

in which he took a merely perfunctory

interest, and music, for which he had an

absorbing passion. He was also a mystic.

Sandys shared the old man's love of music,

and was in sympathy with him, but he did

not understand his strain of mysticism,

which he would have described to his

brother-subalterns as old Perry's rot."

Nevertheless, he could not but realize that

there was some special bond of sympathy

between this relic of a departed rÃ©gime and

himself, some tie which he could not explain,

but at times felt most strongly. He pondered

over Pereira's speech about his own life and

that of his violin strings, and vaguely won-

dered how much was figurative and how

much was meant literally. For a quarter

ot a mile he wondered. By the time he had

reached the bungalow he had forgotten

his existence.

Bill Sandys, by the way, was a subaltern

in the 173rd Light Horse, at the time of this

storyâ��in the early 'ninetiesâ��seconded for

a staff job at the hill station. He shared a

bungalow with two captains, and being the

junior, naturally had to run the joint estab-

lishment, which was familiarly known as

" The Pig and Whistle." Hence his house-

wifely cares. Merrow, a subaltern from a

British regiment stationed down country,

was on his way up to spend some weeks'

language leave with him.

A WEEK later Sandys and Merrow were

having a " peg " and a last smoke

before turning in after the subscrip-

tion dance at the club. The former, seated

on the edge of his bed, was in his shirt

sleeves, braces hanging down his back to

ease the strain on his tightly-strapped

overalls. His patent leather Wellingtons

and spurs were muddy, for both youths had

walked home down-the hill and it had been

raining. Merrow, more prompt in disrobing,

was already clad in a virulent snit of pyjamas.

: " I say, Bill," he asked, " what about polo

to-morrow ? My own hair-trunk will carry

me for two chukkers, and if I can play the

Gooseberry for two it'll do me top-hole."

" You can have Gooseberry. I sha'n't be

playing, and the old beast has been having

an easy time to-day. He's a camel-faced,

cow-hocked son of a gun, but he knows the

game."

There was a pause before Merrow con-

tinued : " Quite a good-little hop to-night.

i suppose you call this hill resort ' the

frontier,' don't you ? "

" Well, it is, you know."

" Yes, but I didn't know you were so

civilized in such parts. I thought that the

' Frontier 'â��with a capital ' F 'â��which you

fellows are always rubbing into us down-

country chutney and banana-fed bounders,'

was all hairy hill-men, long knives, chained

rifles, badmashes, buckshot, and bloodâ��the

Real Thing, always next door to stern war.

with no frou-frou and poodle-faking non-

sense, such as slackers down below are given

up to. But I see that you do have a bit of

fun sometimesâ��what ? "

' ' Oh, go h'on, Captain. You are such a

quiz,' as the barmaid said to the counter-

jumper. I dare say you'll get a bit of excite-

ment before you go down."

Sandys picked up his banjo and tried a

few chords, and, laying down his pipe, began

to whistle softly a haunting waltz, which had

been twice encored that evening. He accom-

panied himself arpeggio, dragging his nail

across the strings as if playing a guitar. He

was a good player.

" That Spanish waltz is perfectly ripping,"

said Merrow, " especially where the cachucas

click," and suiting his action to his words,

he snapped his fingers to the music.

" Castanets, not cachucas, you mug ! "

" All right, castanets then. I don't care.

And then there is the part where the thing

hiccoughs and sobs way down in the bass

somewhere. It always catches me in the

back of the neck. That's it."

' That's what they call the throb of the

'eartstrings."

" Tum-ta-ra, tiddy-urn-tum, tum-ta-ra.

right-o," hummed Merrow, as he got up and

flopped solemnly round the room in his grass

shoes. " That little girl in pink sloshed with

puce was a peach ; danced this with her all

three times. Didn't catch her name. But

she was a flyer. 'Cur-r-se herâ��how I love

herâ��cur-r-r-se her-r-r 1 Tum-ta-ra ! ' "

" Chuck it. You'll wake up Cox and the

Snark, and there'll be the devil to pay ! "

The two senior members of the establish-

ment had not been to the dance but had

spent the evening in a domestic game of

picquet, and retired hours earlier. Merrow-

ceased his gyrations.
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' Mr. Sandys, these strings are my veree own private stock (or my own violin. 1 nevaire

selling own stringsâ��even to you. I give one as present."

VoL Ixiii.-22.
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" I say, who was the diplomat in the pre-

historic swallow-tail coat you were bucking

to this evening ? "

" Which ? "

" The snuff and butter-coloured old panta-

loon with the very bald head and iron-grey

side whiskers ? "

" Oh, old Pereira ! He's a sort of institution

up here."

" So it seems. He was all over.the place.

But what was a bandicoot of that colour

doing at a club dance ? "

" Well, he's privileged. Regular character.

Keeps a small general shop on the Mall and

lives all alone somewhere down the khud.

Sells all sorts of fancy truck from polo sticks

to acid drops, and has a pretty tough time

competing with Buttinjee Jeejheeboy and

the Farsee push. We all give him our

custom when we can. He's really an artist,

and a dam' rotten business man. Music is

his hobby : plays the violin, and gives

lessons whenever he can get a pupil. Good

old buster, and I'm sorry for him, because

he is so lonely and so far removed from both

white and black. Poor old devil ! "

" Kight annas, I suppose ? "

' Yes. His name-board says ' Thomas

Perry.' But I always call him San Thome

Pereira : I guess his remote ancestors on the

European side knew more of the Prado in

Lisbon than of Piccadilly in London town."

" What is heâ��retired Goanese cook ? "

" ' Noah, sar. Musician of noble European

family, sar/ and as proud of it as a bagful

of Lucifers. I don't know exactly where

he hailed from originallyâ��probably Goa or

Marmagoa, but he has had a curious and

sad life. He was court musician in some

native State for years, and trained a brass,

wood, and string orchestra of seventy-five

performers."

" Help 1 "

'" Yes, sar, seventy-five ; seventy-seven, if

you count the boy who played the triangle

with his hands, the cymbals with his feet,

and the bird-call with his mouth as three.

He left in a hurry when he lost his wife and

only son suddenly and couldn't discover

whether it was jadoo, cholera, or powdered

glass. Besides selling things and teaching

music, he does odd jobs, and is a kind of

assistant secretary, master of ceremonies,

and general bandobast wallah for the club

dances and gymkhanas ; superintends the

music, feeding, etc., and acts as a combined

major-domo and teetotum. He interests me

and I like him. He is all nerves, and musical

to his finger-tips, and composes, especially

rhapsodies ; which I don't mind, so long as

I've not got to play them on this old baja,

which, of course, he despises. But he has

a curious streak of mysticism, or telepathy,

or whatever you call it, which beats me.

And yet, somehow, I half understand. There,

me lud, you 'ave the life-'istory of the con-

demned man in a thumbnail sketch, all for

one penny ! "

A> he stopped talking Sandys again began

to strum the movement which had

what his friend called the hiccough in

it. Suddenly there was a buzz on one note

and the music ceased.

' Kigh G frayed ! Thought it would. It's

my last ; violin string really, and cadged at

that. That's the worst of these cursed rains ;

can't keep anything. Anyway it's the straight

tip to us that it's bedtime. Come on, old

son, lap up your nightcap. Hallo ! Hear

that ? "

" What ? "

" Oh, 'ush and 'ark ! "

As both sat listening there was for some

moments no sound but that of the rain on

the corrugated iron roof of the veranda

and the dismal dripping from the eaves.

Then they heard a distant cry floating along

the hillside. It was not the note of an owl,

the shriek of a jackal, nor, indeed, the cry

of any wild animal. It was the call of a

human being in distress or pain. It was

repeated.

" That's a man. Probably some wretched

Kashmiri being beaten by Punjabis. There's

a strike on amongst the dhobies. The

Kashmiris are playing the part of blacklegs,

and the Punjabis are doing some of the usual

' peaceful ' picketing. Same old game all

over the world. No," he continued, when

the sound rang out once again, " that's no

native : that's a white man. Sounds like

' help ' ; foul play of some sort, anyway, so

come on, Sancho Panza." He sang as he

jumped up, " Johnnie, get your gun."

" Can't. It's in my uniform-case, and my

blessed bearer's got the key. It'll take five

minutes to wake him and get him up here."

" Ah ! That's not our frontier way of

keeping our weapons. Never mind. One's

enough. You take my niblick in the corner

there." As he talked, Sandys rushed to his

belt hanging on the wall and grabbed his

revolver. Opening the breech, he spun the

cylinder round. But he was a wary bird,

and it was not enough for him to see the

shining bases of six cartridges in the chambers,

With a quick turn he ejected the cartridges

on to his bed, and as he rapidly reloaded,

felt the weight of each nice fat bullet. He

then threw his British warm coat to his more

lightly-clad friend and himself put on an

old blazer. Picking up the hurricane lantern,

ready lit in the corner of the room, and

jamming a box of matches into his pocket,

he darted out, revolver in hand, Merrow

following. ' Now listen for direction." The

cry sounded again, already noticeably fainter.
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â�¢' That's it ; half right, down the khud,"

and the pair started off through the forest,

along the sloping hillside.

The rain had stopped, but the trees and

undergrowth were dripping, and they had

not gone fifty yards before they were soaked

to the skin. Though the moon appeared at

intervals from behind the passing clouds, its

light hardly penetrated the dense foliage, of

which the rain had brought out all the scents

â��the sweet, pungent smell of the deodars

in some places almost overpowered by the

sickly stench of the pithy snake plants.

Maintaining their direction as well as they

could, they stumbled and slithered on,

halting every fifty yards to correct their

course by the sound which now came weaker

and at longer intervals. Since it was diffi-

cult going, and a fall with both hands full

might have caused Sandys to shoot himself

or JNIerrow, the latter, after a few stumbles,

took the lantern and led the way. When

they had covered about a third of a mile the

trees grew thinner, and they found themselves

slightly- above and at the edge of a level,

cleared space at the back of a small bun-

galow. Verandas hid the two sides of the

house, which were in deep shadow, but at

the back was an almost blank wall un-

screened by anything below the eaves, with

one window on the ground floor.

" Must be the place," gasped Sandys, who

then suddenly slipped on to his back and

tobogganed down the slope into the garden.

" Damnation ! Never knew there was a

house there ; never saw it before." Merrow

followed on his feet.

As they reached the level they both heard

a deep groan, which appeared to come

straight from the wall facing them. At that

moment the moon peeped out from behind

a cloud and threw a flood of light on the

scene. The whitewashed wall in front, with

its one sinister window, stood out brilliant

against the dark background of trees.

" Man alive ! What's that ? " whispered

Merrow, hoarsely, as he gripped his friend's

arm and pointed to the black rectangular

patch of window. Both stood without

drawing breath, for what they saw in the

moonlight was fantastically horrible. Just

above one corner of the window-sill was a

Thing, a caricature less than lifesize of a

human mask. Oval in shape, it was tense

and shiny, and on it were rudely-marked

features as of some nightmare grotesque.

Where the eyes should have been appeared

to be two deepsct, orbless caverns, and

underneath the suggestion of a nose. Below

that, running round one side of the face,

was an aperture resembling a mouth drawn

down in a lopsided leer of obscene mirth, or

contorted in a rictus of anguish. It was

human and yet not human, and, like all

monstrosities, inspired mingled horror and

repulsion amounting to nausea. On tin-

window-sill, and extending over its edge,

was a dark stain, which glistened stickily

where it caught the light. Crowning horror,

this object actually moved ! It raised itself

from the sill, wobbled round feebly in a circle,

and flopped back to its origin? Â¡ position. As

it did so it emitted another groan.

THAT broke the spell. Almost sick with

disgust and apprehension, the two rushed

forward to the window. They then dis-

covered that what had seemed to be a

wizened face was in reality the shiny top

of a man's bald head, the supposed features

being great smears of blood. The head was

that of an old man in a nightshirt, whose

body was leaning out of the window. He

was still alive, and his face was covered with

blood.

" Hold on, Merrow," said Sandys. " Give

me the lantern. I only want one hand for

the revolver, and you need two for the

niblick. We'll go round by the front, side

by side. The swine who did this may still

be hanging round, though I don't think it

likely, or he would have finished the job."

Walking abreast, they passed under the

gloomy veranda on the right, and so to the

entrance door in the front of the house.

It was a small bungalow. The first room

they entered was undisturbed, but the

corresponding room on the right, through

which they passed on their way to the back

of the house, presented a beastly sight.

From the bed in one corner all the clothes

had been dragged into a heap on the floor ;

tables and chairs were overturned and

smashed ; and bed-clothes and floor were

covered with blood in great patches, which

showed up black in the light of the lantern.

Without pause they hurried, slipping as they

went, through this filthy slaughter-house-

back into the room at the window of which

they had seen the victim. Gently they half

led, half carried, him to the bed in the next

room. â�¢

" Knifed ? " whispered Merrow, who was

somewhat unnerved.

" Looks like it," was the reply. " Here,

you get some water from the ghussel khana

â��find out where he's wounded. I'll just

have a dart round to find out if the murderer

is prowling about still." Sandys picked up

the lantern and turned to go. As he wheeled

round, the light for the first time fell on the

free of the wounded man, above whom

Merrow was standing.

" Why, hang it, man," the latter shouted,

" if it isn't the old bandicoot sportsman ! "

Sandys, in the next room, turned back.

" Who do you mean ? Is it someone you

know ? "
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" It's that old

Portu goose pal of

yours, who was at

the ball-dance to-

night."

Sandys came up

and held the light

over thÃ© prone

figure. " My God !

It's poor old

Pereira. So it is.

You take the gun

and scout around.

Leave me the lan-

tern. Noâ��light

the candles in the

next room. I '11

look after him.

Catch."

Merrow caught

the thrown box of

matches, found

two overturned

candles, lit them,

and sallied forth

to reconnoitre, re-

volver in one

hand, lantern in

the other.

As Sandys

busied himself,

fetching water,

ransacking the

drawers for mate-

rials for first aid,

he carried on a

con vers a t i o n

aloud, much in

the same way as

a man hisses

when grooming a

horse. " Poor old

Pereira ! I wonder

who's done this,

and why ? His

whole possessions

are not worth ten

dibs, unless he's

a miser and has

his hoard here.

Probably revenge

â��some dirty

Pathan. That

swine Yussuf, I

shouldn't wonder.

Wish I'd brought

my flask." On washing the wounds he

found a gash from the left eye to the chin,

which all but laid open the whole side of the

face ; and one on the outside of each fore-

arm showing attempts to ward off blows

directed at his body.

The old fellow also must have clutched the

knife-blade, for the palm of his right hand

~.

Man alive !

What's that ? " whispered Merrion, hoarsely, as

breath, for what they saw in

was almost severed. A deep stab in the

region of the heart had evidently been

intended as the coup de grÃ¢ce. As he lay

inert and semi-conscious, groaning feebly

from time to time, it did not take long to find

out all the places from which blood was

flowing. Sandys bound up the wounds

tightly with strips torn from the sheets, but
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he pointed to the black rectangular patch of window,

th? moonlight was fantastically horrible.

Both stood without drawing

was for a moment nonplussed as to how to

improvise tourniquets for the arms. He finally

tied a necktie above each elbow and round

the right wrist and twisted each tight with a

tobacco-pipe. Perry meanwhile rambled

on spasmodically, mingling English, Urdu,

Pushtu, and what Sandys guessed must be

Portuguese. Having made the patient as

comfortable as possible, he washed the blood

off his hands in the bathroom, and then sat

down on the bedside holding his friend's left

hand between both his own. Whenever the

latter appeared to be getting excited he

patted his hand and said, " It's all right, old

Pereira. It's meâ��Sandys." There was no

sign of Merrow, and the amateur nurse,
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slightly worried, was about to call out, when

he heard a shout and a revolver-shot close

by the bungalow. Putting down Perry's

hand, he jumped up to rush outside, when a

second shot rang out, followed by the yelps

of a dog, which gradually died away in the

distance. This reassured him. A moment

later Merrow came in.

" Well ? "

" Thought I saw someone slinking round

the servants' quarters and loosed off a couple

of rounds, and found it was a ' Pi.' Hope I

didn't hit the poor brute. Otherwise nothing.

The fellow has got clean away. There are

three nowkars, a khansame, a Mussulman

bearer, and a sweeper. All suspiciously fast

asleep and took a lot of waking up. All

three swore they had heard nothing. But

they were in a paralytic funk. They must

have heard Perry's shouts right enough,

but dared not leave their huts. How is

he ?" He jerked his head towards the figure

on the bed.

" Still alive, but I don't know how far

he's done inâ��four deepish cuts, one near the

heart. Bleeding badly. From his incoherent

rambling I imagine that he woke up fren, his

sleep to find Yussufâ��the Pathan lie sacked

not long agoâ��standing over him, and was

at once knifed. I've done my beÂ°t to tie

him up, but the poor chap may be bleeding

to death for all I know. Must get a doctor.

Worse luck, the Civil surgeon lives a Jong

way from here."

" I have it. How far is this from Rowell's

Hotel ? "

" About half a mile."

" Well, I believe there is an Army Medical

captain, called Shortham, stopping there.

Came up with me. I wonder if he could take

on a case in another man's beat ? Haven't

these medicos got some etiquette of their

own ? "

" Yesâ��but that doesn't hold when it's an

urgent case of life and death. Write him a

chit, and we'll send the bearer up with it to

wait for him and guide him back."

Merrow discovered a paper and pencil after

a short search, and at once sat down. After

a minute he looked up. " How d'you spell

hemorrhage ? "

" I don't know," said Sandys ; "do your

best ; he'll guess what you mean ; or say

that the victim is bleeding like a pig."

Sandys then went to the veranda and

shouted for a servant.

There was a confused reply from the ser-

vants' quarters, and three figures, each

hurriedly tying on his pugaree, came shamb-

ling up into the light of the lantern and

salaamed nervously.

Sandys did not waste time in questioning

the men ; he knew his native too well. They

had said they had seen and heard nothing,

and, if it had been an earthquake, they

would continue to have seen and heard

nothing. Merely telling them in choice

Hindustani what he thought about them, he

gave orders that the bearer was to â�¢ take a

note up to the hotel, insist that the doctor

sahib should be awakened, and bring him

back to the bungalo\v as quickly as possible.

That menial began to whimper, and with-

out shame confessed that he was afraid to

go alone, as there might be other " bad-

mashes " and " looswallahs " skulking round.

Finally the bearer and the sweeper departed

together, each armed with a staff and a

lantern. Setting the third man to light a

fire and boil water, Sandys and Merrow

wrapped themselves up in blankets and kept

watch over Perry, who occasionally moaned

and muttered in evident terror, the only

coherent words being " Yussuf " and " help."

A7TER the two young officers had drowsed

and shivered for about three-quarters

of an hour, a step was heard on the

veranda, and the light of a lantern shone

into the room. Merrow uncoiled himself and,

still in his blanket, slouched out to the front

to greet his medical acquaintance and ex-

plain matters. The latter was nattily dressed,

and carried one of those doctor's bags which

suggest knives and horrible instruments.

He looked round in some surprise and

obviously did not recognize Merrow.

" Good morning. Did you send for me ? "

" Yes," said Merrow. " 1 "

" Is it your wife ? "

" My wife ? Why, Shortham, don't you

know me ? It's meâ��Merrow. I wrote the

note."

" So it's you, is it ? It's not surprising

that I didn't recognize you. The signature

on the note was illegible, and practically all

I could read was ' very urgent,' 'stabbed,'

and a word that looked as if it were meant

lor ' hemorrhage.' But don't let's waste

time. Show me the lady. Who is she ? "

" There isn't any lady."

" No lady ? " The speaker looked rather

ruefully at his smart trousers and boots and

nice white cuffs. " Well, what is it ?"

" It's poor old Perry, who keeps that

general store in the Mallâ��been cut up by a

Pathan."

While the two were talking they reached

the doorway of the bedroom, which still

presented a horrible sight. Sandys from the

head of the bed greeted the doctor.

Shortham looked about in some disgust.

" This is really the Civil surgeon's job, I

think ; I am butting in. But the man seems

in a bad way. Let's see what we can do

at once."

With that he went up to the bed and with

the assistance of Sandys, who explained
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where the cuts were and what he had already

done, lie carried out a careful examination

and washed and redressed all the wounds.

In half an hour the patient was made more

or less comfortable.

" Well, that's done," said Shortham, finally.

" I can't do any more now, nor can you. As

I said, it's a case for the Civil surgeon really,

but we won't worry him now. I've done the

necessary, and will hand the patient over

to him to-morrow morning. I can't say if

the man will live or not ; but, if he does, it

will be due to what you have done for him

before I came. He will owe his life to you."

He looked at Sandys. " I'll stay now I'm

here and watch him, and if he is fit to be

moved we will run him up to the hospital

in the morning. You two boys push off

home and get some sleep. You've done a

good night's work."

" D'you think he has any chance ? " said

Sandys. " He's a friend of mine."

" Yes ; he has a sporting chance. But

he's an old man, and has had a great shock

and lost a lot of blood. He may pull through.

When you get back send me down some

brandy from your bungalow, if you have

any."

" Yes, I will. Are you sure I can't help

if I stay ? I don't like to leave him,"

continued Sandys.

" You can do nothing. It rests with

himself now whether he pulls through or

not. You get to bed. Leave me the

revolver, by the way."

The two youths shed their blankets and

departed silently, taking with them two of

the servants to bring back the brandy. As

they trudged homewards, Sandys's mind

reverted to the cry for help that he had

heard two hours earlier, the cessation of the

music which had enabled him to hear it, and

the cause for the cessation of the music.

And the old man's talk about his violin

and violin strings came back to his mind.

THE arrival of dawn was announced by

the sickly light in the sky as the two

draggled, muddy, and bloodstained

figures slouched along the veranda of the

" Pig and Whistle " into the dining-room.

Merrow sank into an arm-chair. He was

considerably upset by what he had been

through. He was also wondering if he had

not, after all, been somewhat hasty in his

judgment of the frontier. But though he

was shocked, his emotions were physical

and on the surface. Sandys, on the other

hand, though he kept himself better under

control, was far the more deeply affected of

the two. He now fully realized how fond

he was of the old man he had just left in

such a terrible condition, and his innermost

feelings had been aroused. After dispatching

the brandy as promised, without speaking,

he produced glasses, whisky, and soda, and

set himself to cheer up his outwardly more

shaken companion.

" Well, what about it ? I hope there's been

trouble enough to please you-â��for one night,

anyway â�� you sanguinary - minded seeker

after thrills ? Say ' when.' I expect those

two brutes who have been hogging it so snug

and comfy in there "â��he nodded in the

direction of the bedroomsâ��" will nose out

the drink and join us pretty quick."

Forced as was his note, he was justified in

his surmise, for hardly had two bottles of

soda fizzed than the bead curtain across

the doorway on one side parted, and the

Snark's face appeared, pop-eyed with sleep

and astonishment.

" Well " he began. Then, noting the

condition of the two before him, he added :

" Wha-what the devil've you fellows been

doin' ? "

Before a reply could be given a long-

drawn whistle and the repetition of the same

expressive words denoted the arrival of

Captain Cox. His nature was the more

flippant : " Seems to have been some dirty

work at the crossâ��I thought you two went

dancing to a ball-party ? What's hap-

pened ? "

There being no immediate answer, both

of the new arrivals advanced into the room,

staring at the objects in front of them.

They made alternate guesses :â��

" Ghazis ? "

" Thugs ? "

" Dacoits ? "

" Dog fight ? "

" Landslip ? "

" Leopard ? "

" Mutiny ? "

" Murder ? "

" Yes," interposed Sandys, seriouslyâ��

" that's just what it may be. Some brute

has cut up poor old Pereira, and it's a toss-up

whether he'll pull through."

" Good God ! At the hop ? "

" No, no."

" But how have you two got mixed up in

it ? "

" Merrow'll tell you," replied Sandys.

" He's recovered now. I'm a bit done."

The truth was that he had no desire to

talk.

Indeed, he hardly heard a word of the

ensuing lurid and gushing narrative poured

out by his overwrought partner of the

night's adventure. When it was finished,

and all questions had been asked and

answered, conversation died away. There

was silence. Then suddenly the suspicion

of a breeze, like a breath from off the distant

snow-peaks, made the Japanese bead cur-

tains rattle and dispersed the straight-



334

The Fraying of the String

As he picked up his beloved banjo there was a sharp, metallic

" ping," and the high G snapped and coiled round his wrist.

ascending

spirals of cigar-

ette-smoke into

swirling threads.

Its chill brought

the thoughts of

the four men

down to actual-

ities. They all

shivered.

" I'm going to

turn in again,"

said the prac-

tical Cox. " I

say, what fools

we've been to

let you two

stay here and

freeze in your

wet kit ! You'd

both better take

a go of quinine,

or you'll be for

it. Come on."

The Snark

and Merrow

followed Cox's

example, and

went to their

bedrooms. But

Bill Sandys

stayed behind,

sick at heart,

wondering how

things were

going with

P e r e i r a. The

answer was not

long in coming.

As he crossed

the room and

picked up his

beloved banjo in

order to put it

away, there was

a sharp, metallic

" ping," accom-

p a n i e d by a

noise like a tap

on a drum, and

the high G

snapped and

coiled round his

wrist. He started

and shivered

again, but not

from cold. Then,

with bowed head

and dimmed

eyes, he rever-

ently freed his

hand.



335

AUNT AGATHA

TAKES THE COUNT
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j

we ve

"Ð�Ð�VES," I said,

backed a winner.

" Sir ? "

" Coming to this place, I mean.

Here we are in a topping hotel, with

fine weather, good cooking, golf, bathing,

gambling of every variety, and my Aunt

Agatha miles away on the other side of the

English Channel. I ask you, what could be

sweeter ? "

I had had to leg it, if you remember, with

considerable speed from London because my

Aunt Agatha was on my track with a hatchet

as the result of the breaking-off of my engage-

ment to Honoria Glossop. The thing hadn't

been my fault, but I couldn't have convinced

Aunt Agatha of that if I 'd argued for a week :

so it had seemed to me that the judicious

course to pursue was to buzz briskly off while

the buzzing was good. I was standing now

at the window of the extremely decent suite

which I'd taken at the Hotel Splendide at

Roville on the French coast, and, as I looked

down at the people popping to and fro in

the sunshine, and reflected that in about a

quarter of an hour I was due to lunch with a

girl who was the exact opposite of Honoria

Glossop in every way, I felt dashed uplifted.

Gay, genial, happy-go-lucky, and devil-may-

care, if you know what I mean.

I had met this girlâ��Aline Hemmingway

her name wasâ��for the first time on the train

coming from Paris. She was going to

Roville to wait there for a brother who was

due to arrive from England. I had helped

her with her baggage, got into conversation,

had a bite of dinner with her in the restaurant-

car, and the result was we had become

remarkably chummy. I'm a bit apt, as a

rule, to give the modern girl a miss, but

there was something different about Aline

Hemmingway.

ILLUSTRATED BY

A WALL IS MILLS

I turned round, humming a

blithe melody, and Jeeves shied

like a startled mustang.

I had rather been expecting some such

display of emotion on the man's part, for I

was trying out a fairly fruity cummerbund

that morningâ��one of those silk contrivances,

you know, which you tie round your waist,

something on the order of a sash, only more

substantial. I had seen it in a shop the day

before and hadn't been able to resist it, but

I'd known all along that there might be

trouble with Jeeves. It was a pretty

brightish scarlet.

" I beg your pardon, sir," he said, in a sort

of hushed voice " You are surely not

proposing to appear in public in that thing ? "

" What, Cuthbert the Cummerbund ? " I

said, m a careless, debonair way, passing it

on. " Rather ! "

" I should not advise it, sir, really 1

shouldn't."

" Why not ? "

" The effect, sir, is loud in the extreme."

I tackled the blighter squarely. I mean

to say, nobody knows better than I do that

Jeeves is a master-mind and all that, but,

dash it, a fellow must call his soul his own.

You can't be a serf to your valet.

" You know, the trouble with you,

Jeeves," I said, " is that you're tooâ��what's

the word I want ?â��too bally insular. You

can't realize that you aren't in Piccadilly all

the time. In a place like this, simply

dripping with the gaiety and joie-dc-vivre of

France, a bit of colour and a touch of the

poetic is expected of you. Why, last night

at the Casino 1 saw a chappie in a full evening

suit of yellow velvet."

" Nevertheless, sir "

" Jeeves," I said, firmly, " my mind is

made up. I'm in a foreign country; it's a

Copyright, 1922, by P. G. WodrhousÂ«.
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corking day ; God's in his heaven and all's

right with the world, and this cummerbund

seems to me to be called for."

" Very good, sir," said Jeeves, coldly.

Dashed upsetting, this sort of thing. If

there's one thing that gives me the pip, it's

unpleasantness in the home ; and I could

see that relations were going to be pretty

fairly strained for a while. I suppose the

old brow must have been a bit furrowed or

something, for Aline Hemmingway spotted

that things were wrong directly we sat down

to lunch.

" You seem depressed, Mr. Wooster," she

said. " Have you been losing money at the

Casino ? "

' No," I said. " As a matter of fact, I

won quite a goodish sum last night."

" But something is the matter. What is

it? "

" Well, to tell you the truth," I said, " I've

just had rather a painful scene with my man,

and it's shaken me a bit. He doesn't like

this cummerbund."

" Why, I've just been admiring it. I think

it's very becoming."

" No, really ? "

" It has rather a Spanish effect."

" Exactly what I thought myself. Extra-

ordinary you should have said that. Ð� touch

of the hidalgo, what ? Sort of Vincente y

Blasco What's-his-name stuff. The jolly old

hidalgo off to the bull-fight, what ? "

1 Yes. Or a corsair of the Spanish Main."

" Absolutely ! I say, you know, you have

bucked me up. It's a rummy thing about

youâ��how sympathetic you are, I mean.

The ordinary girl you meet to-day is all

bobbed hair and gaspers, but you "

I was about to continue in this strain, when

somebody halted at our table, and the girl

jumped up.

" Sidney ! " she cried.

The chappie who had anchored in our

midst was a small, round cove with a face

rather like a sheep. He wore pince-nez, his

expression was benevolent, and he had on

one of those collars which button at the back.

A parson, in fact.

" Well, my dear," he said, beaming pretty

freely, " here I am at last."

" Are you very tired ? "

" Not at all. A most enjoyable journey,

in which tedium was rendered impossible by

the beauty of the scenery through which we

passed and the entertaining conversation of

my fellow-travellers. But may I be pre-

sented to this gentleman ?" he said, peering

at me through the pince-nez.

" This is Mr. Wooster," said the girl, " who

was very kind to me coining from Paris.

Mr. Wooster, this is my brother."

We shook hands, and the brother went off

to get a wash.

" Sidney's such a dear," said the girl. " I

know you'll like him."

" Seems a topper."

" I do hope he will enjoy his stay here.

It's so seldom he gets a holiday. His vicar

overworks him dreadfully."

" Vicars are the devil, what ? "

" I wonder if you will be able to spare any

time to show him round the place ? I can

see he's taken such a fancy to you. But, of

course, it would be a bother, I suppose, so "

" Rather not. Only too delighted." For

half a second I thought of patting her hand,

then I felt I'd better wait a bit. " I'll do

anything, absolutely anything."

" It's awfully kind of you."

" For you," I said, " I would "

At this point the brother returned, and the

conversation became what you might call

general.

Ð�-Ð¢Ð� R lunch I fairly curvetted back to

my suite, with a most extraordinary

braced sensation going all over me like

a rash.

" Jeeves," I said, " you were all wrong

about that cummerbund. It went like a

breeze from the start."

" Indeed, sir ? "

" Made an absolutely outstanding hit.

The lady I was lunching with admired it.

Her brother admired it. The waiter looked

as if he admired it. WTell, anything happened

since I left ? "

' Yes, sir. Mrs. Gregson has arrived at

the hotel."

A chappie I know who went shooting, and

was potted by one of his brother-sportsmen

in mistake for a rabbit, once told me that it

was several seconds before he realized that he

had contributed to the day's bag. For about

a tenth of a minute everything seemed

quite O.K., and then suddenly he got it. It

%vas just the same with me. It took about

five seconds for this fearful bit of news to

sink in.

" What ! " I yelled. - Aunt Agatha

here ? "

" Yes, sir."

" She can't be."

" I have seen her, sir."

" But how did she get here ? "

" The express from Paris has just arrived,

sir."

" But, I mean, how the dickens did she

know I was here ? "

" You left a forwarding-address at the

flat for your correspondence, sir. No doubt

Mrs. Gregson obtained it from the hall-

porter."

" But I told the chump not to give it away

to a soul."

' That would hardly baffle a lady of

Mrs. Gregson's forceful personality, sir."
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" Jeeves, I'm in the soup.'

" Yes, sir."

" Right up to the hocks ! "

" Yes, sir."

" What shall I do ?"

" I fear I have nothing to suggest, sir."

I eyed the man narrowly. Dashed aloof

his manner was. I saw what was the

matter, of course. He was still brooding

over that cummerbund.

' I shall go for a walk, Jeeves," I said.

" Yes, sir ? "

" A good long walk."

" Very good, sir."

" And ifâ��erâ��if anybody asks for me, tell

'em you don't know when I'll be back."

TO people who don't know my Aunt

Agatha I find it extraordinarily difficult

to explain why it is that she has always

put the wind up me to such a frightful ex-

tent. I mean, I'm not

dependent on her finan-

cially, or anything like

that. It's simply per-

sonality, I've come to

the conclusion. You see,

all through my childhood

and when I was a kid at

school she was always

able to turn me inside

out with a single glance,

and I haven't come out

from under the 'fluence

yet. We run to height

a bit in our family, and

there's about five-foot-

nine of Aunt Agatha,

topped off with a beaky

nose, an eagle eye, and

a lot of grey hair, and

the general effect is pretty

formidable.

Her arrival in Roville

at this juncture had made

things more than a bit

complicated for me. What

to do ? Leg it quick be-

fore she could get hold of

me, would no doubt have

been the advice most fel-

lows would have given

me. But the situation

wasn't as simple as that.

I was in much the same

position as the cat on the

garden-wall who, when on

the point of becoming

matey with the cat next

door, observes the boot-

jack sailing through the

air. If he stays where

he is, he gets it in the

neck ; if he biffs, he has

to start all over again where he left off. 1

didn't like the prospect of being collared by

Aunt Agatha, but on the other hand I simply

barred the notion of leaving Roville by the

night-train and parting from â�¢ Aline Hem-

mingway. Absolutely a man's cross-roads,

if you know what I mean.

I prowled about the neighbourhood all the

afternoon and evening, then I had a bit of

dinner at a quiet restaurant in the town

and trickled cautiously back to the hote!.

Jeeves was popping about in the suite.

" There is a note for you, sir," he said,

' on the mantelpiece."

The blighter's manner was still so cold and

unchummy that I bit the bullet and had a

dash at being airy.

' A note, eh ? "

" Yes, sir. Mrs. Gregson's maid brought

it shortly after you had left."

" Tra-la-la !" I said.

" Precisely, sir."

I opened the note.

" She wants me to look in on her after

dinner some time."

' Yes, sir ? "

" Jeeves," I said, ' mix me a stiffish

brandy-and -soda. ' '

" Yes, sir."

" Stiffish, Jeeves. Not too much soda,

but splash the brandy about a bit."

" Very good, sir."

He shimmied off into the background

to collect the materials, and just at that

moment there was a knock at the door.

Jeeves shied like a startled mustang, " I beg your pardon,

sir," he said. ' YOU are surely not proposing to appear in

public in that thing ? ''
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I'm bound to say it was a shock. My

heart stood still, and I bit my tongue.

" Come in," I bleated.

But it wasn't Aunt Agatha after all. It

war Aline Hemmingway, looking rather

rattled, and her brother, looking like a

sheep with a secret sorrow.

" Oh, Mr. Wooster ! " said the girl, in a

sort of gasping way.

' Oh, what-ho ! " I said. " Won't you

come in ? Take a seat or two."

" f don't know how to begin."

" Eh ?" 1 said. Is anything up ? "

" Poor Sidneyâ��it was my faultâ��I ought

never to have let him go there alone."

At this point the brother, who had been

standing by wrapped in the silence, gave a

little cough, like a sheep caught in the mist

on a mountain-top.

" The fact is, Mr. Wooster," he said, I

have been gambling at the Casino."

' Oh ! " I said. " Did you click ? "

He sighed heavily.

" If you mean, was I successful, I must

answer in the negative. I rashly persisted

in the view that the colour red, having

appeared no fewer than seven times in

succession, must inevitably at no distant

date give place to black. I was in error. I

lost my little all, Mr. Wooster."

" Tough luck," I said.

" I left the Casino, and returned to the

hotel. There I encountered one of my

parishioners, a Colonel Musgrave, who

chanced to be holiday-making over here. I

â��erâ��induced him to cash me a cheque for

one hundred pounds on my bank in London."

' Well, that was all to the good, what ? "

I said, hoping to induce the poor egg to look

on the bright side. " I mean bit of luck

finding someone to slip it into, first crack

out of the box."

" On the contrary, Mr. Wooster, it did

but make matters worse. I burn with

shame as I make the confession, but I went

back to the Casino and lost the entire sum."

' I say !" I said. " You are having a

night out ! "

' And," concluded the chappie, " the most

lamentable feature of the whole affair is that

I have no funds in the bank to meet the

cheque, when presented."

I'M free to confess that I gazed at him with

no little interest and admiration. Never

in my life before had I encountered a

curate so genuinely all to the mustard. Little

as he might look like one of the lads of the

village, he certainly appeared to be the real

tabasco.

"Colonel Musgrave," he went on, gulping

somewhat, " is not a man who would be

likely to overlook the matter. He is a hard

man. He will expose me to my vic-ah. My

vic-ah is a hard man. I shall be ruined if

Colonel Musgrave presents that cheque, and

he leaves for England to-night."

" Mr. Wooster," the girl burst out, " won't

you, won't you help us ? Oh, do say you

will. We must have the money to get back

that cheque from Colonel Musgrave before

nine o'clockâ��he leaves on the nine-twenty.

I was at my wits' end what to do, when I

remembered how kind you had always been

and how you had told me at lunch that you

had won some money at the Casino last night.

Mr. Wooster, will you lend it to us, and take

these as security ? " And, before I knew

what she was doing, she had dived into her

bag, produced a case, and opened it. " My

pearls," she said. " I don't know what

they are worthâ��they were a present from

my poor fatherâ��but I know they must be

worth ever so much more than the amount

we want."

Dashed embarrassing. Made me feel like

a pawnbroker. More than a touch of popping

the watch about the whole business.

" No, I say, really," I protested, the

haughty old spirit of the Woosters kicking

like a mule at the idea. " There's no need

of any security, you know, or any rot of that

kind. I mean to say, among pals, you

know, what ? Only too glad the money'11

come in useful."

And I fished it out and pushed it across.

The brother shook his head.

" Mr. Wooster," he said, " we appreciate

your generosity, your beautiful, heartening

confidence in us, but we cannot permit this.'

'' What Sidney means," said the girl, " is

that you really don't know anything about

us, when you come to think of it. You

mustn't risk lending all this money without

any security at all to two people who, after

all, are almost strangers."

"Oh, don't say that ! "

" I do say it.' If I had n t thought that

you would be quite businesslike about this,

I would never have dared to come to you.

If you will just give me a receipt, as a matter

of form "

"Oh, well."

I wrote out the receipt and handed it over,

feeling more or less of an ass.

' Here you are," I said.

The girl took the piece of paper, shoved it

in her bag, grabbed the money and slipped

it to brother Sidney, and then, before I knew

what was happening, she had darted at me,

kissed me, and legged it from the room.

I don't know when I've been so rattled.

The whole thing was so dashed sudden and

unexpected. Through a sort of mist I could

see that Jeeves had appeared from the back-

ground and was helping the brother on with

his coat ; and then the brother came up to

me and grasped my hand.
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" I cannot thank you sufficiently, Mr.

Wooster ! "

' Oh, right-no !"

" You liave saved my good name. Good

name in man or woman, dear my lord," he

said, massaging the fin with some fervour,

" is the immediate jewel of their souls. Who

steals my purse steals trash. 'Twas mine,

'tis his, and has been slave to thousands.

But he that filches from me my good name

robs me of that which not

enriches him and makes me

poor indeed. I thank you

from the bottom of my

heart. Good night, Mr.

Wooster."

Before I knew what was happening, the girl had darted at me, kissed me, and legged

it from the room.

" Good night, old thing," I said.

" Your brandy-and-soda, sir, ' said Jeeves,

as the door shut.

I blinked at him.

" Oh, there you are ! "

" Yes, sir."

" Ð� 'ther a sad affair, Jeeves."

" Yes, sir."

" Lucky I happened to have all that money

handy."

" Wellâ��erâ��yes, sir."

" You speak as though you didn't think

much of it."

" It is not my place to criticize your actions,

sir, but I will venture to say that I think you

behaved a little rashly."

" What, lending that money ? "

" Yes, sir. These fashionable French water-

ing-places are notoriously infested by dis-

honest characters."

This was a bit too thick.

" Now, look here, Jeeves," I said, " I can

stand a lot, but when it comes to your casting

asp-whatever-the-word-is on the sweetest

girl in the world and a bird in Holy

Orders "

" Perhaps I am over-suspicious, sir. But

I have seen a great deal of these resorts.

When I was in the employment of Lord

Frederick Ranelagh, shortly before I entered

your service, his lordship was very neatly

swindled by a criminal known, I believe, by

the sobriquet of Soapy Sid, who scraped

acquaintance with us in Monte Carlo with

the assistance of a female accomplice. I

have never forgotten the circumstance."

" I don't want to butt in on your reminis-

cences, Jeeves," I said, coldly, " but Ñ�Ð¾Ð³Ð�Ð³Ðµ

talking through your hat. How can there

have been anything fishy about this business ?

They've left me the pearls, haven't they ?

Very well, then, think before you speak.

You had better be tooling down to the desk

now and having these things shoved in the

hotel safe." I picked up the case and

opened it. " Oh, Great Scot ! "

The bally thing was empty !

" Oh, my Lord ! " I said, staring,' ' don't

tell me there's been dirty work at the cross-

roads after all !"

" Precisely, sir. It was in exactly the

same manner that Lord Frederick was

swindled on the occasion to which I have

alluded. While his female accomplice was
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gratefully embracing his lordship, Soapy Sid

substituted a duplicate case for the one

containing the pearls, and went off with the

jewels, the money, and the receipt. On the

strength of the receipt he subsequently

demanded from his lordship the return of

the pearls, and his lordship, not being able

to produce them, was obliged to pay a heavy

sum in compensation. It is a simple but

effective ruse."

I felt as if the bottom had dropped out of

things with a jerk. I mean to say, Aline

Hemmingway, you know. What I mean is,

if Love hadn't actually awakened in my

heart, there's no doubt it was having a

jolly good stab at it, and the thing was only a

question of days. And all the timeâ��well, I

mean, dash it, you know.

1 Soapy Sid? Sid! Sidney! Brother

Sidney ! Why, by Jove, Jeeves, do you

think that parson was Soapy Sid ? "

" Yes, sir."

" But it seems so extraordinary. Why,

his collar buttoned at the backâ��I mean, he

would have deceived a bishop. Do you really

think he was Soapy Sid ? "

" Yes, sir. I recognized him directly he

came into the room."

I stared at the blighter.

" You recognized him ? "

" Yes, sir."

" Then, dash it all," I said, deeply moved,

" I think you might have told me."

" I thought it would save disturbance and

unpleasantness if I merely abstracted the

case from the man's pocket as I assisted him

with his coat, sir. Here it is."

He laid another case on the table beside

the dud one, and, by Jove, you couldn't tell

them apart. I opened it, and there were the

good old pearls, as merry and bright as

dammit, smiling up at me. I gazed feebly

at the man. I was feeling a bit overwrought.

" Jeeves," I said, ' you're an absolute

genius ! "

" Yes, sir.'

Relief was surging over me in great

chunks by now. I'd almost forgotten that a

woman had toyed with my heart and thrown

it away like a worn-out tube of tooth-paste

and all that sort of thing. What seemed to

me the important item was the fact that,

thanks to Jeeves, I was not going to be called

on to cough up several thousand quid.

" It looks to me as though you had saved

the old home. I mean, even a chappie

endowed with the immortal rind of dear old

Sid is hardly likely to have the nerve to

come back and retrieve these little chaps."

" I should imagine not, sir."

" Well, then Oh, I say, you don't think

they are just paste or anything like that ? "

" No, sir. These are genuine pearls, and

extremely valuable."

" Well, then, dash it, I'm on velvet.

Absolutely reclining on the good old plush !

I may be down a hundred quid, but I'm up

a jolly good string of pearls. Am I right or

wrong ? "

" Hardly that, sir. I think that you will

have to restore the pearls."

" What ! To Sid ? Not while I have my

physique ! "

" No, sir. To their rightful owner."

" But who is their rightful owner ? "

" Mrs. Grcgson, sir."

" What ! How do you know ? "

It was all over the hotel an hour ago that

Mrs. Gregson's pearls had been abstracted.

The man Sid travelled from Paris in the

same train as Mrs. Gregson, and no doubt

marked them down. I was speaking to

Mrs. Gregson's maid shortly before you came

in, and she informed me that the manager

of the hotel is now in Mrs. Gregson's suite."

" And having a devil of a time, what ? "

" So I should be disposed to imagine, sir."

The situation was beginning to unfold

before me.

" I'll go and give them back to her, eh ?

It'll put me one up, \vhat ? "

" If I might make the suggestion, sir, I think

it would strengthen your position if you were

to affect to discover the pearls in Mrs. Greg-

son's suiteâ��say, in a bureau drawer."

" I don't see why."

" I think I am right, sir."

" Well, I stand on you. If you say soâ��

I'll be popping, what ? ".

" The sooner the better sir."

I ON G before I reached Aunt Agatha's

| _, lair I could tell that the hunt was up.

Divers chappies in hotel uniform and

not a few chambermaids of sorts were hanging

about in the corridor, and through the panels

I could hear a mixed assortment of voices,

with Aunt Agatha's topping the lot. I

knocked, but no one took any notice, so I

trickled in. Among those present I noticed a

chambermaid in hysterics. Aunt Agatha with

her hair bristling, and a whiskered cove who

looked like a bandit, as no doubt he was,

being the proprietor of the hotel.

" Oh, hallo," I said. ' I got your note.

Aunt Agatha."

She waved me away. No welcoming

smile for Bertram.

" Oh, don't bother me now," she snapped,

looking at me as if I were more or less the

last straw.

" Something up ? "

" Yes, yes, yes ! I've lost my pearls."

" Pearls ? Pearls ? Pearls ?" I said.

" No, really ? Dashed annoying. Where

did you see them last ? "

" What does it matter where I saw them

last ? They have been stolen."

i
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Isn't she crying

the matter with this girl,

or something ? "

' She stole my pearls ! I am convinced of

it."

This started the whisker-specialist off

again, and I left them at it and wandered off

on a tour round the room. I slipped the

pearls out of the case and decanted them into

a drawer. By the time I'd done this and

had leisure to observe the free-for-all once

Here Wilfred the Whisker-King, who

seemed to have been taking a rest between

rounds, stepped into the ring again and began

to talk rapidly in French. Cut to the quick

he seemed. The chambermaid whooped in

the corner.

" Sure you've looked everywhere ? ' I

asked.

" Of course I've looked everywhere."

" Well, you know, I've often lost a collar-

stud and "

'â�¢ Do try not to be so maddening, Bertie !

I have enough to bear without your imbe-

cilities. Oh, be quiet ! Be quiet ! " she

shouted in the sort of voice used by sergeant-

majors and those who call the cattle home

across the' Sands of Dee. And such was the

magnetism of what Jeeves called her forceful

personality that Wilfred subsided as though

he had run into a wall. The chambermaid

continued to go strong.

I say," I said, " I think there's something

1 pulled the pearls out of the drawer and

held them up. " I say, don't want to

interrupt you and all that sort of thing,

but aren't these the little chaps?"

more, Aunt Agatha had reached the frozen

grande-dame stage and was putting the last

of the bandits through it in the voice she

usually reserves for snubbing waiters in

restaurants.

" I tell you, my good man, for the hun-

dredth time, that I have searched thoroughly

â��everywhere. Why you should imagine

that I have overlooked so elementary "

' I say," I said, " don't want to interrupt

you and all that sort of thing, but aren't

these the little chaps ? "
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I pulled them out of the drawer and held

them up.

" These look like pearls, what ? "

I don't know when I've had a more juicy

moment. It was one of those occasions

about which I shall prattle to my grand-

childrenâ��if I ever have any, which at the

moment of going to press seems more or less

of a hundred-to-one shot. Aunt Agatha

simply deflated before my eyes. It reminded

me of when I once saw some chappies letting

the gas out of a balloon.

" Whereâ��whereâ��where ? " she gur-

gled.

' In this drawer. They'd slid under some

paper."

Oh ! " said Aunt Agatha, and there was

a bit of a silence. . "

I dug out my entire stock of manly courage,

breathed a short prayer,

and let her have it right

in the thorax.

"I must say, Aunt

Agatha, dash it,"

I said, crisply, " I

think you have

been a little hasty,

what ? I mean to

say, giving this

poor man here so

much anxiety and

worry and gene-

rally biting him

in the gizzard.

You've been very,

very unjust to this

poor man ! "

â�¢'Yes, yes, "chip-

ped in the poor

man.

And this un-

fortunate girl,

what about her ?

Where does she

get off ? You've

accused her of

pinching the

things on abso-

lutely no evidence.

I think she would

be jolly well ad-

vised to bring an action forâ��for whatever it

is, and soak you for substantial damages."

"Mais oui, tnais oui, c'est trap fort!"

shouted the Bandit Chief, backing me up

like a good 'un. And the chambermaid

looked up inquiringly, as if the sun was

breaking through the clouds,

' I shall recompense her,

Agatha, feebly.

" If you take my tip, you jolly well will,

and that eftsoones or right speedily. She's

was

a wrench, but

cummerbund

1

and

said Aunt

got a cast-iron case, and if I were her I

wouldn't take a cent under twenty quid.

But what gives me the pip most is the way

you've abused this poor man here and tried

to give his hotel a bad name "

" Yes, by dam' ! It's too bad ! " cried the

whiskered marvel. " You careless old

woman ! You give my hotel bad names, would

you or wasn't it ? To-morrow you leave my

hotel."

And more to the same effect, all good.^ripe

stuff. And presently, having said his say,

he withdrew, taking the chambermaid with

him, the latter with a crisp tenner clutched

in a vice-like grip. I suppose she and the

bandit split it outside. A French hotel-

manager wouldn't be likely to let real money

wander away from him without counting

himself in on the division.

I turned to Aunt Agatha, whose demeanour

was now rather like that of one who, picking

daisies on the railway, has

just caught the down-express

in the small of the back.

"There was

something you

wished to speak

to me about ? " I

said.

" No, no. Go

away, go away."

" You said in

your note "

"Yes, yes, never

mind. Please go

away, Bertie. I

wish to be alone."

"Oh, right-ho!"

I said. " Right-

ho ! right-ho ! "

And back to the

good old suite.

" Ten o'clock, a

clear night, and

all's well, Jeeves,"

I said, breezing

in.

" I am gratified

to hear it, sir."

"If t wen ty

quid would be

any use to you, Jeeves ? "

"I am much obliged, sir."

There was a pause. And thenâ��well, it

was a wrench, but I did it. I unstripped

the cummerbund and handed it over.

" Do you wish me to press this, sir ? "

I gave the thing one last longing look.

It had been very dear to me.

"No," I said, "take it away; give it to the

deserving poor. I shall never wear it again."

1 Thank you very much, sir," said Jeeves.

did it. 1 unstripped the

handed it over.

(\ext month : " Comrade Bingo.")
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AUGUSTA HOLMES,

PION EER

BY

,DAME ETHEL

SMYTH

Mus. Doc

I WELL remember the day when, as far

as I was concerned, the thought of

Augusta Holmes suddenly sprang

into life. It was after luncheon in

the smoking-room at Farnborotigh Hill, the

Empress Eugenie's country house. In one

of the ample maroon-leather arm-chairs, well

filling every cubic inch of it, reclined a very

great artist, the well-known amateur con-

tralto of the Second Empire, Mme, Conneau,

wife of the Emperor's physician. Lazy,

absent-minded, beneficent, unregretfully con-

scious of having partaken of gaifan-mille

fleursâ��a Farnborough Hill speciality for-

bidden to the stoutâ��there she lay ; and

while we others were talking and smoking,

suddenly that wonderful voice of hers, in

which dwelt the soul of all deep, soft instru-

ments, breathed forth in an undertone the

following melody :â��

himself at midnight beneath his mistress's

balcony in order to catch in a bowl and

mingle with drops of his own blood " les

pleurs qu'elle jette au passÃ© sombre "â��

therewith to brew the love-philtre which was

to bring him peace, though whether by

attainment of his desires or death, the sonj

does not say. And words and music were

by Augusta Holmes.

I had heard vaguely of this Irish girl, who

in hatred of England and love for France

had settled in Paris, and latinized her name

with an accent grave into something that, as

spoken by French mouths, sounded more

or less like " Haul-maize "â��or rather " 'Aul-

maize. " But her reputation was based

mainly, so I was told, on songs and seduction.

And as I myself had fallen almost immedi-

ately under the spell of the larger musical

forms ; as, too, in my youth I foolishly

The wild, voluptuous line of the music

carried words of like poignancy. Here is

the first stanza :â��

Elle m'a, de son clair regard,

I'lus aigu que n'est une lame,

PercÃ©, comme avec un poignard,

L'Ã¢me !

It was about a- Spanish lover who hid

Vol. UÃ�Ã�.-23.

considered personal charm a weapon un

worthy an artist, whereas nowadays I think,

with the Empress's old Dame d'Honneur

Mme. le Breton, that " cela ne gÃ¢te rien," I

took no interest in Augusta Holmes.

That melody killed indifference. Mme.

Conneau at once sent to Paris for other songs

of hers, of which more presently, and also

gave me various details of the composer's
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private life, of which, it appeared, that wild

song might serve as condensed statement.

Only unfortunately life lasts longer than

fourteen bars of music and is harder to work

into a harmonious whole. Full of my subject

I of course wrote about it to my friend H. B.,

and learned that once upon a time in early

youth, possessed by that terror of love which

Henri de Regnier tells us is a more frequent

trait in young men than their proceedings

would lead one to suppose, he had fled before

the spel: of Augusta as wild animals flee

from danger. He described to me a wonder-

ful spring night; a band of comrades

returning in various sapins from an expe-

dition to Versailles ; a full moon ; cherry-

trees in ghostly blossom on either side of the

read ; and, throned on the back-folded hood

of the centre cab, la Holmes. From between

her lips song and poetry flowed unceasingly

â��now an Ode of Horace, now an impro

visation in the French she had tamed to her

use as poets can ; and among the worshippers

grouped at her feet who for ever rekindled

her dying cigarette was H. B. It was on

the following day that, without telling his

love, he fled by the first train.

No wonder she took the art world by

storm this girl who, electing to live the life

of a Bohemian, was at the same time a

poetess, a superb musician, a classical scholar,

a patriot of the orthodox Irish type, and an

all-round revolutionary whom the sight of a

red Garibaldi melted to tears. Yet not-

withstanding a singularly bold independent

spirit she seems to have been emphaticallj' a

man's woman, and, as Mme. le Breton

would say, it " spoilt nothing " that she was

physically entrancing : a cameo-like profile

very like Napoleon's, golden hair, dazzlingly

fair skin, and beautiful grey eyes, though I

think the head was too large. One gathered

that the word " prudence " did not exist in

her vocabulary, that she was generous and

warm-hearted to excess, and whatever she

did or did not accomplish the wing of genius

had certainly brushed her cradle.

In an exquisite chapter of George Moore's

" Memoirs of my Dead Life," called " Ninon's

Table d'Hote," she passes across the stage ;

and what a stage ! the amazing garden of an

old light-of-love, full of cats and ducks,

macaws and cockatoos. The menagerie even

included a badger and her brood ; also a

bear, before .whom George -Moore tied as

H. B. was perhaps flying at that very

moment before Augusta.

" On going towards the house," he writes,

" I heard a well-known voice. ' This is

Augusta Holmes,' I said, ' singing her opera.

She sings all the different parts, soprano,

contralto, tenor, and bass.' At that time

we were all talking about her, and I stood

by the window listening. What a beautiful

evening it was! And how well do I re-

member the poet comparing the darkening

sky to a blue veil with the moon like a gold

beetle upon it. One of the women ha'l

brought a guitar with her, and again

Augusta's voice streamed up through the

stillness, till, compelled by the beauty of the

singing, we drew nearer ; as the composer

sang her songs attitudes grew more aban-

doned and hands fell pensively. ..."

K were all in love'with her," I once

heard Saint-Saens sayâ��" literary

men, savants, painters, musicians;

any one of us would have been proud

to make her his wife." But for mar-

riage, as for most other well-sanctioned

proceedings, Augusta Holmes had no in-

clination. To lead a life of violent emotion

is to some natures a necessary condition

of productivity. One remembers that the

great mathematician, Sophie Kowalewski,

declared she could not work out the in-

spired guess that won her the Bordin prize

unless " le gros .M.," who was the man of

the hour, was seated at the table mending

her pens. I fancy Augusta's temper, ment

must have been on similar lines, but alas !

the dominant love-venture of her life was

unfortunate. Her purse had always been

open to all, and when at length her once

ample means were exhausted, I fear she

found herself stranded in more ways than one.

But to judge by George Moore's memoirs

this was the usual fate of artistically-disposed

women of that epochâ��which accounts, I

suppose, for the strange views held by my

father and his contemporaries about

" artists."

Luckily her gift of melody-writing survived

the debtcle and the market did not weary of

her songs. In those I know, the poems of which

are nearly always her Own, voluptuousness

is the prevailing note. There is one song,

a sort of hymn to Aphrodite, which, if

suitably orchestrated and adequately ren-

dered, might end by being forbidden by

whatever Society sees to these things. It is

as languorous, as enervating as the celebrated

Barcarolle in " Hoffmann's Tales," which I

remember Gustav Mahler, as a young man,

declared was as immortal as the " Tristan " he

had just been conducting !

But Augusta Holmes has other notes.

Some of her songs have a dewy freshness that

suggests a French Schubertâ��for instance,

the well-known child's song, " Noel," and the

exquisite little ballad with the refrain.

" M'aimes-tu . . . ne 'm'aimes-tu pas," set

to a simple horn-call which is the recaptured

echo of someth ng that happened long ago,

that happens to-day, that will go on hap-

pening for ever.

1 here is one fierce song of hers, " Chansons
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A wonderful spring night ; a band of comrades returning from an expedition to

Versailles ; and, throned on the back-folded hood of the centre cab, la Holmes.
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des GÃ¡rs d'Irlande," which would go round

the world but for the fact that there is no de-

mand for a Home Rule song in French. This

hymn of vengeance, with a touch of cheapness

in its enthusiasm and of hysterical cruelty

in its fierceness, has nothing of the divine

wrath of a great nation that forged the

"Marseillaise"; but the reckless energy of

the closely-knitted rhythm, the sledge-

hammer whacking-out of the melody by the

right thumb, the really terrifying go of the

tune, make it unique in song literature. Mme.

Conneau said that, listening to Augusta

singing it, whole rooms-full of law-abiding

citizens would see red. And when, trusting

to the knowledge of foreign tongues that

obtains in England, I used to sing it at

Primrose League meetings under the title of

"Orange Song," the effect was electrifying.

I may further add, if it be not too egotistic,

that when John Sargent was doing a " black-

and-white " portrait of meâ��which honour

I owe to the request of a sisterâ��the sugges-

tion to " sing something exciting " was met

first by Schubert's " Gruppe aus Tartarus "

and then by this song of Holmes. And I think

the artist will bear me out in saying he was

adequately startled.

Of Augusta Holmes's suites for orchestra,

symphonic poems, and chamber music I am

ignorant to this day, though Sir Henry

Wood tells me that he once produced a

Symphonic Poem of hers called " Irlande "

which was very fine and admirably orches-

trated. Of her opera I only heard a part ;

but knowing what I do about the difficulties

of the operatic career, especially plus the

handicap of sex, the astonishing fact about

it was that it existed at all. Fifteen years

elapsed between the acceptance of "La

Montagne Noire " at the Paris Opera and its

productionâ��fifteen years of heart-sickening

hope deferredâ��and it must have been some

time in the 'nineties that, passing through

France in a hurry, I contrived to hear three

of the four acts.

I thought the libretto bad, though they

said she would not allow this (no composer-

librettist ever does) ; the machinery of the

plot struck me as conventional and much of

the music was student's work. But child

though she must have been when most of it

was written, she invariably rose to the big

situations, and given her strong dramatic

instinct and the pages upon pages of warm,

beautiful, melodious music in it, a second

opera from her pen might have been a

masterpiece.

But it was never to be written. Herein

lay the pathos of her fate, that by the time

she saw her work played it was too late to

profit by the experience. Worn out by the

struggle for life and the nervous strain to

which all pioneers are exposedâ��a strain of

which followers of an ever so slightly-beaten

track can form no conceptionâ��Augusta

Holmes had laid down her arms. Such at

least was my impression when, in the year

1899 or thereabouts, impelled by a great

desire to see and thank one to whom all

women owe a great debt, I wrote to ask

permission to visit her.

SHE lived at the top of a very high house

overlooking the country and was not

by way of receiving just then, having

barely recovered from a severe illness, but to

a fellow-composer anxious to do her honour

she would not deny her door. I was shown

into an empty music-room of a type I know

too well and consider one of the most de-

pressing spectacles life can afford, the gala

room of a ci-devant ! The walls were

smothered in tarnished trophies of all kinds,

including laurel wreaths of gigantic size and

incredible age tied up with faded ribbons

from which dangled fly-blown visiting cards.

There were photographs framed and be-

scrawled with passionate protestations ; there

were locks of hair flattened out behind glass

and similarly dedicated ; there was a satin

shoe, and, strangest of all, on a nail hung a

flute adorned with dusty little woollen balls

like Christmas-tree pen-wipers. Evidently,

I said to myself, as the Jacobites would drink

to "The King Over the Water," and fling

their glasses over their shoulders, so some

enamoured flautist, after playing one of her

obbligali, must have hung his flute there,

resolved that never again should it utter

music. But this did not solve the mystery

of the woollen pen-wipers.

The whole side of another wall was taken

up by a startling life-size portrait, evidently

the work of a demented admirer of Rem-

brandt, in which la Holmes was depicted

darting across a pitch-dark room and

transfixing with one slender finger a bril-

liantly illumined note, the rest of the

keyboard being in gloom. One felt instinc-

tively that this work had given great

satisfaction to the two people chiefly con-

cerned, and I was recovering from the shock

of it when the folding doors opened and the

original entered the room.

She was attired with delightful absence

of vanity in a red flannel dressing-gown of

the type worn by my sisters and myself in

our schoolroom days ; and though the hair

and complexion were evidently carrying on

a tradition, there was not much trace of

the physical charm of her youth. But the

manner was exceedingly winningâ��frank,

cordial, and free from either affectation or

the bitterness of one whose sun has set.

And there was a touch of gallantry, too,

about the whole personality that in after

years I recognized as the legacy of yet
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another tradition,

that of Villiers de

Lisle Adam and

Barbey d'Aure-

villy.

In my letter I

had based my

claim to intrude

on the fact that I

w as a fellow -

stmggler in the

thicket â�¢ of opera,

and, to be frank,

I fancied that

some rumours of

a recent event at

Weimar â�� the

production of my

first ocera, "Fan-

tasio " â�� must

surely have

reached her ears.

I now realized

with a mixed

feeling of mor-

tification and

amusement that

she had not the

faintest idea who

I was or what I

had achieved;

enough' for her

that I was a

music- loving

stranger who admired and wished to know

her.

One impression remains vividly. It had

always distressed me to think of the terrible

price she had paid for one or two of her

rassional ventares ; but when by chance

the talk drifted for a moment into intimate

regions, the serene detached kev in which

she pitched a casual reference to ,,ast storms

was wonderfully reassuring. Telemachus.

visitor at the Court of Menelaus. must have

been similarly relieved when, in the course

of a pleasant chat with her priggish young

friend, Helen commented in exactly the

same dispassionate tone on the events that

led to the Trojan War, casting the blame on

Aphrodite, who, she remarked, had misled

her into abandoning her country, her child,

and a dear husband who was neither stupid

nor ugly.* So deeply imbued with the

classical spirit was Augusta that I am sure

no other view of her own case would have

occurred to her ; and indeed it is the only

plausible way of accounting for certain

phenomena : " C'est VÃ©nus toute entiÃ¨re Ã 

sa proie attachÃ©e." . . .

A year or two later I again saw Augusta

Holmes. It had long been a cherished

â�¢ Odyssey, Hook IV.

Augusta Holmes.

project of mine

to get upa

Holmes concert

in Londonâ��any-

thing to bring a

ray of sunshine

into the rather

grey autumn of

her life. "Der

Wald," my second

opera, which had

been produced in

Berlin, was about

to be performed

in London, and I

ignorantly fancied

that this event

might give me

some leverage.

So I wrote to say

I would come

and discuss the

matter with her,

bringing with me

one whom she

certainly would-

not remember,

but who had

worshipped her in

his youth and

would like to see

her again.

That meeting

is one of the

supremely comic recollections of my life.

In 1902 H. B. was still a very good-looking

man, and the sight of him had the effect

on Augusta of the classical bugle-call on the

demobilized war-horse. Now for the first

time I was able to reconstruct in flashes the

beauty and fascination that had conquered

Paris some decades ago ; and well for me

that at least this pastime was open to me,

for to push the real object of my visit, even

to mention it, proved an impossibi \y. The

drive from Versailles having been alluded

to, similar recollections followed fast and

faster ; her eyes full of the light of the past,

my hostess had not a glance to spare for

possible triumphs in the future. Unable to

place a word, chagrined, provoked, yet

conscious that nothing could be more

perfectly in character, and therefore on the

whole well pleased, I at last got up and left

the friends to their reminiscences, privately

determining to return to the charge later on

unaccompanied by any member of the male

sex.

Then came " Der Wald " in London. A

fortnight later I was on the deck of a liner

bound for New York, and as Ireland faded

away in mist I took up my evening paper,

snatched from one of those bundles that are

invariably hurled on board as a vessel leaves
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the quay, and which the passengers are

unaLle to resist though they have been

studying the same papers all the way down

to the port.

But I had not; and it was with a shock

that I read the head-line :â��

" DEATH OF AUGUSTA HOLMES."

BEFORE trying to answer the inevitable

question, " Did she write anything

that will live ?" I should like to

offer a Short Reflection on the Subject of

immortality.

Consider how many anonymous poems

have takefl root in our anthologies, what a

vast number of pictures by " that great

artist Ignoto," who someone said was his

favourite painter, have survived. On the

other hand, of how many writers who

dominated their generation are the very

names forgotten !

There is no more curious reading than

Schumann's " Music and Musicians," full of

enthusiastic tributes to composers no one

has ever heard of ; and to add to our con-

fusion, though the dawning of Brahms is

heralded, Wagner is hirdly mentioned.

But perhaps the best illustration of the

freakishness of fame is Guibert, who was

taken by his generation and by Voltaire

himself for Voltaire's equal, and to-day is

only remembered, if at all. because Julie de

Lespinasse died of love for him ! Or think

of Bach, merely one among many in his day,

who was considered " old-fashioned " towards

the close of his life by musical geniuses

who no'.v are with last winter's snow ! ...

But it is useless to multiply proofs of the

contention that notoriety during an artist s

lifetime seems to determine nothing ; con-

temporaries may be right and they may be

wrong.

I go backÂ» to my starting-point, the works

of Ignoto, and thereon base my belief that

a perfect thing, however isolated, however

small, is sure to live, because one fastidious

and careful hand will pass it on to another

till it is safe for all time. What matters is

not the bulk of an artist's output, not the

size of a work of art, but its quality. If one

note in the divine harmony has been sounded

to perfection the faithful servant who struck

it will enter into the joy of his Lord.

I believe that some of Augusta Holmes'Â«

compositions will survive on these lines :

jewels wrought by one who evidently was

not among the giants but for all that knew

how to cut a gem. Even now, at that worst

hour for an artist, the cold, dangerous hour

that follows sunset, though many readers

of these pages may not even have heard

her name, I expect her immortality has

begun, that here and there she is being

sung. And it pleases me to think that

at this very moment, while I am invoking

her memory, the earthly echoes of fome of

her music may be ' ' going by her like thin

flames."

NEXT MONTH

we snail commence a new series of articlesâ��

â�¢ f 44

w How to Make the Best of Life,

ARNOLD BENNETT,

the title of trie first being

" TEMPERAMENT AND HABITS."
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AT 4.30, or

there a bouts,

the sun rose

from the sea;

a few minutes later

Donald McKelvie

rose from the heather.

The sun was bright,

the breeze fresh ;

Donald was neither.

Blinking, yawning,

stretching his long,

middle - aged frame,

he remembered,

slowly, that a wed-

ding had been cele-

brated at Ardhasaig

the previous evening,

and, abruptly, that

he had been there.

Ardhasaig was seven

miles from the hut he called home, and he

now perceived that he was within a mile of

the hut.

Pondering drowsily, he shook his head.

He recollected nothing of the journey in the

dark hours, nothing of that zigzag course

which must have made nine miles of the six,

nothing of the final fall by the wayside.

" My good life I " he murmured, " but it

must have been a brave wedding !

the whisky-!â��though the Lord kens I

lake a dram now."

He lurched to the road, pulled himself

together, and marched. Presently, on h

knees beside a well frequented by shaggy,

big-horned cattle, he drank deep. You

would have expected him to lave at least his

burning brow, but, as a matter of fact,

Donald left all face-washing to Nature ; and,

truly, rain and spindrift were no strangers

to his good-humoured, if rather sly,

countenance.

Once more he straightened up, stretching

himself, already revived. His sense of

physical discomfortâ��at its worst far from

acuteâ��was passing. To Donald the vulgar

headache of less crude indulgence in more

civilized atmospheres was unknown. A

certain lassitude of body and fogginess of

brain were his whole punishment.

He pulled down his jersey and surveyed the

scene familiar for forty yearsâ��the moun-

tains, the torrents, the loch, the open sea,

the scattered islesâ��the greys and greens,

the browns and blues, the silver and goldâ��

dJ.BELL

ILLUSTRATED BY

FRANK GIL LETTR-l

Tamn

could

with unemotional

satisfaction. Thank

God, it was going to

be another fine day,

and there was no work

that could not be put

off till the morrow.

Appetite stirred ;

he turned towards

homeâ��then stopped

short, staring down

at the shore. Well,

well ! yon was a queer

place to beach a boat,

and a queerer place te

leave it ! And the

boat itself was queer !

Donald glanced about

him, as was his wont

before performing the

smallest outdoor act,

and stepped from the road.

On the verge of the stony beach his going

became wary. It was indeed a queer boat,

and suddenly Donald had remembered

another queer boat, found on the shore long

ago, which had contained a dreadful cargo.

So he went forward slowly, sweating a little

and sniffing furtively.

But, after all, the boat held nothing sinister,

though possibly it might have suggested

tragedy to a fisherman like Donald. It was

small and old and in ill repair ; might have

belonged to a tramp steamer, but any name

had long since been obliterated. It con-

tained nothing but an oar with broken

blade, a rusted corned beef can, several

inches of foul water, and a keg lashed to the

forward thwart. A yard of an ancient

painter hung from the bow.

" Well, well ! " muttered Donald, after a

sigh of relief. " If there was ever anybody

in her, they have been picked up or gone

overboardâ��which is better than dying of

hunger and thirst."

He glanced about him, leaned over and

rapped the keg with his knuckles. Ð¨Ð³ÐµÐ³Ðµ

was nothing hollow about the response. *

" Well, well ! " he murmured again,

reflectively.

The keg, also, was queer, inasmuch as

Donald had never seen one exactly similar.

It was an exceedingly stoutly-built keg and

very nicely finished, freshly painted dark

green, with smart black iron hoops. Eyeing

it, Donald strolled round to the other side of
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the boat and made theâ��to himâ��astounding

discovery that the keg had no bung-hole ;

nor was there any visible indication of a

spigot-hole.

" Maybe it will be standing on it," he

thought. " Maybe there will be a labble

(labe!) on the bottom."

Having taken a careful survey of the road,

he undid the lashings, and made to turn the

keg over.

" My good life, but it is heavy ! "

His hand slipped ; the keg fell sideways

with a sousing splash. A square of paper

pulp moved in the swirl, but disintegrated at

his clutch'.

" Now I cannot tell who will be the owner,"

he said, yet not sorrowfully. He thought of

the coastguardâ��or, rather, the thought

forced itself upon him. " Ay, ay ; it is no

doubt a job for the coastguard ; but the

coastguard is nine miles from hereâ��and

what if a dishonest person should come along

while I am running to the coastguard ?

No, no ; I cannot be having so much res-

ponsibilities as all that. I will take this

keg to my house, and next week, or maybe

the week after, I will send an advertÃ-ement

to the Oban Timesâ��' Found a keg ; ten

pounds reward, ' and so on ; and I will put

a number instead of my name. Ay, that is

what I will do."

So saying, he laid hold of the keg. It was

all he could do to get it over the gunwale.

He regarded it resting on the stones with a

stupefied expression. What could be in it ?

Certainly not potable fluid. And who would

pack butter or herring, or any such things,

in so beautiful a keg ? Besides, it was too

heavy. He rapped it again. Why, the

thing rang solid ! A little longer he stared,

thinking hard, and then sweat broke on his

face and the ruddy bronze took on a sickly

shade. Donald had not been so pale since

the day, twenty years ago, when he fell over

the cliff and broke his leg.

" My good life I " he whispered, hoarsely,

" what if it was goldâ��German, maybe

Roossian, gold ! " He was aware that there

was no gold in his own country. In a vague

vision he saw a foreign-looking scoundrel

fleeing to sea with the purloined treasure,

encountering a gale, and going overboard.

With no small toil he got the keg to the

road, and started to roll it before him. Had

it been possible, he would have set the

boat adrift ; but the tide was at its lowest,

and .'he was high ashore.

Ã� IKE most West Highland roads, this one

| j had few stretches that could be termed

level ; and it wound like a corkscrew.

Bent almost double, with eyes up-cast in

an agony of furtiveness, he propelled, or

restrained, his treasure. And thenâ��a curse

on all early rising !â��round a bend came

Peter Morrison, bound for his flounder nets,

a short, stout, elderly man of exceedingly

bland countenance.

Peter stopped and, addressing the keg,

remarked that it was a fine morning.

Donald, wishinp ''is neighbourdead, stopped

also, assented as cheerfully as he could, and

got ready his falsehood.

" Well, well; and what have you there,

Donald ? " came the inevitable inquiry.

Donald produced a grin. ' I do not ken

yet," he replied. ' It is a present from my

uncle in Oban. He is a very humorous man,

my uncle. ' My dear Donald/ he said in

his letter, ' I am sending you a keg of what

do you think ? ' And to tease me," Donald

ran on, in time to prevent the anticipated

question, " he consigned the keg to Ardhasaig

so that I would have seven miles to go to

fetch it. But, you see, I was at the wedding

at Ardhasaig last night, so it suited me very

well."

" Are you just getting home from the

wedding now ? " said Peter.

" Ay ; I had to wait till the piermaster

was sober enough to find his kev for the

store. He was at the wedding, too. But

I am wondering what is inside my keg.

What would you guess, Peter ? Whisky,

or beer, or stout ?â��or it might be port \vinc ?

â��for my uncle is a wealthy man "

" If it is beer or stout," said Peter, licking

his lips, " it is a wonder you have not bursted

the keg with rolling it on such a road. Can

you not take it on your shoulder ? "

" My shoulder is tired with it."

" Then sit you down till I get back from

the nets, and I will give you my help, Donald,

with all the pleasure in life."

" You are a good friend, Peter, but I

must be able to tell my uncle that I fetched

it all by myself. He is very easy offended,

my uncle."

" Then I will just give ,you a little call

at your house on my way back, and see how

you have got on. My father-in-law, as you

may have heard, was a respectable inn-

keeper, so I ken all about bottling, and so

forth."

" Thank you, thank you, Peter ! But I

am a poor weak man, and about thirty, or

twenty, minutes ago I made a vow that I

â�¢would not take a drop from the keg till my

day'* work would be over."

" Yon are a man of good sense and great

virtue, Donald, and I respect you," said

Peter, cordially, " therefore I will not give

you my little call till the evening. Now I

must be getting along to the nets."

With a sweet smile he passed on.

Donald swallowed a curse and called after

him :â��

" Remember, it is private, Peter."
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" Be not afraid, Donald," came the re-

sponse. ' I will remember that the keg is

strictly between you and me."

This time Donald did not swallow it.

To hell with the greedy man ! What am

I to do ? " he muttered, resuming his rolling.

He was within a hundred yards of his hut,

and was congratulating himself on having

escaped observation, when his nearest neigh-

bour, the widow McPhee, came down from

her cot on the moor, gaunt, middle-aged,

with her sharp nose and sharper eyes. It

was common talk in the township that the

widow designed to make Donald her " second."

Certainly Donald's attitude to-

wards her was all that of the

hunted male. For a moment

now he felt like letting the keg roll down the

path up which he had laboriously pushed it,-

over the cliff and into the loch. For he

felt that guile, in her

case, was of little avail.

Nevertheless, came the

thought, if the keg con-

tained gold, the woman

would matter nothing.

'A fine morning,

Donald," she remarked.

' 1 am wondering what is inside my keg. What would you guess, Peter ? Whisky,

or beer, or stout ? "
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amiably. " And whose nice keg might you

be rolling so early ? "

" It is my own," answered Donald, raising

his aching back, and proceeded to repeat

the uncle story.

She listened attentively till he ended, then

she said :â��

" I did not ken you had a wealthy uncle

in Oban, Donald. "What is his name ? "

" The same as my own. . He has not been

in Oban for very long ; maybe three years,

or two ; and he is going away again very

soon ; and he has been wealthy only for a

short time."

" I see," said the widow McPhee, slowly.

" Well, he must be a very kind-hearted man,

but of great extravagance ; and I am think-

ing it is a pity for him to be sending you so

much intoxicating liquid, whatever it is,

when you could have done well with the

money instead. Besides, it is too much

intoxicating liquid to be in the house of a

single man."

" I am very careful with the drink," said

Donald, wondering what she had meant

exactly by the words " single man."

The widow McPhee ignored the remark.

" It is a strange-looking keg," she observed,

gazing as though she would penetrate its

staves.

" I dare say they have kegs in Gerâ��in the

south different from the kegs in "

" It is the strangest-looking keg I ever

saw in my life, and I have often seen kegs

on the steamer, and wondered what was

in them. Why do you roll the keg,

Donald ? "

" Oh, just for a change ! And now "â��

with a supreme effort to break awayâ��" I

will be rolling it up to my house and getting

my breakfast."

" I hope you will not be for taking your

breakfast from the keg," she said, solemn'y.

" Oh, I do not think I will open the keg

for a very long time ; indeed, I think I will

be keeping it for the New Yearâ��unless it

is beer or stout, which would be a sin against

Providence. And so, a good morning to you,

Mistress McPhee."

She let him go. " The best thing I can

do," she reflected, "is to tell many of his

friends, so that he will not be drinking it all

to himself in secret."

" Now she will blow it out to everybody,

and I will be getting no peace," Donald

wailed to himself. " And what did she mean

by saying it was a strange-looking keg ?

Why, heavens ! I had best not open it when

she, or anybody in the place, is awake."

HE put in a long and rather feverish

day, only leaving the hut at noon to

purchase, grudgingly, a bottle of

whisky.

Peter arrived at five o'clock, bringing a

gift of flounders.

" But it is a pity you have told so many,"

he remarked. " You will be having visitors

to-night."

" That woman saw me with the keg,"

Donald explained.

Peter made a gesture of sympathetic

comprehension. " Well, BOW, I will help

you to open it."

" It is openedâ��and sealed up again. But

I drew a good jugful, and I am going to give

you a good dram, Peter."

" What is it ?" inquired Peter, eagerly.

" I would say it was whisky."

" Eh ? Are you not sure ? "

" Oh, yes ; it is whiskyâ��but different.

Maybe you will like it. I have not got the

taste for it yet. But here it is." And

Donald poured from the jug a stiff glass.

Peter took it. " Is it Irish ? "

" I could not say. Try it."

Peter sniffed ; hesitated; took a mouthful.

" My grief ! " he exclaimed ; " it is

whisky, but I do not like it at all, at all !

It has a taste of fish and paraffin and

medicineâ��thank you all the same. And

now I will be getting home."

" I am sorry, Peter. I will write to my

uncle about it."

In such wise did Donald rid himself of

those interested in the contents of his keg.

Meanwhile the keg itself had still to be

opened.

Night came at last. About eleven o'clock

Donald rose from his bunk whereon he had

been lying for several hours, indulging in

golden dreams. He could not longer doubt

that the keg contained riches. He did not

often get a bright idea into his head, but

when one got there it was apt to stick. " If

it is not money," he declared to himself,

" it is something of great price, and I am the

lucky man 1 "

He was still uneasy regarding the widow

McPhee. Several times he had imagined he

heard a prowling step. Cautiously he opened

his door and peered out. Ha ! what good

fortune !â��there was no light in the cot across

the burnâ��the widow had gone to her bed I

He need delay no longer.

He lit the lamp ; his few odd tools were

ready to hand. From under the bunk he

rolled the keg and stood it on end.

" My good life, but it is heavy ! " he cried,

gleefully this time.

It was a troublesome job, however, and he

was no artist with tools. At last, fired with

impatience, he seized his old hatchet and

smote the top. The stout wood split ; he

prised out part of it and plunged in his

hand.

Sawdust â�� but under the sawdust some-

thing hard and smooth and cold. Torn
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" Now take a good look at the keg," Donald almost shouted, " because you will never

see it again ! "

betwixt hope and fear he wrought frantically,

scattering wood and sawdust.

And as he laid bare the prize, a groan

burst from him â�� and in the same instant

a knock fell distinctly on the door. For a

moment he was dumbfounded. Then,

snatching the blanket from the bunk, he

threw it over the keg and paused in thought.
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The knock fell again,- urgeiitÃyv Pulling

himself together, he went to the door. '

In the lingering summer 'twilight stood

the widow McPhee.

" Donald McKelvie," she said, " I wish

for to see yon keg."

Before that penetrating eye any attempt

at prevarication was foredoomed to fail.

His voice thick with exasperation, Donald

replied :â��

" Then, by the Lord, you'll see it ! Bide

where you are."

He retired indoors and in a few seconds

reappeared, rolling the keg before him , He

brought it to rest on the narrow patch of level

ground in front of his door.

" Now take a good look at it,',', he almost

shouted, " because you will never see it

again ! "

Saying which, he pushed it over the brow

of the steep moorland slope.

" Whatâ��what ! " gasped the widow,

aghast. '' Stop it ! "

But the keg was already well on its last

journey, bounding from heathery tussocks,

cannoning off boulders. From the high bank

it cleared the road and careered wildly

towards the cliff. Just at the verge some

natural protuberance gave it an uplift, and

it soaredâ��then down, down out of sight.

Came to the listening ears a dull sound,

followed by a plash or two as of fragments.

" Bursted on the De'il's Rock ! " cried the

widow. " Oh, Donald, what was inside it ? "

" A tamned statute J " answered Donald,

and went in, slamming the door.

The widow wheeled about and knocked

briskly. With the look of a cut-throat,

Donald opened again.

1 You are a great fool, Donald McKelvie,"

she said. '' I came to warn you, and now

you have ruined yourself."

" Warn me !" he whispered, in sudden

alarm.

' I came just now from the village. I

was seeing old Mrs. McTavish. The Bee

came in, and the skipper is in an awful

state of mind. Last night he lost his small

boat ; it was being towed, and broke adrift

in the dark when no one was watching."

The Bee was the little sixty-ton cargo

steamer that plied among the islands.

" Now," she went on, while Donald

drooped, " he has found his boat, but not

the thing that was in the boatâ��a green keg.

The keg was in the boat because the mate

had been too lazy to put it on board the

steamer ; and it was going from Sir Archibald

Brown, of Mingay, to his lordship here."

Donald shuddered and sank against the

doorpost. The Laird's property !

'!-Now," said -the widow, after a painful

silence, " it is a great pity you told so many

people about your uncle's whisky, and it is

a greater pity that you gave them bad

whisky,- for they.will remember that long

after you are dead. Still, nobody has seen

the keg but Peter Morrison and myself ; and

I have spoken to Peter Morrison, and he will

tell the policeman nothingâ��unless I let him."

" But you would not do that, Mistress

McPhee ! " said Donald, feeblyâ��so feebly

that, perhaps, she did not hear.

" I know things about Peter," she went on,

" and he would sooner cross a holy angel

than me. But for myselfâ��well, you see,

Donald, I am your nearest neighbour, and

I am a truthful woman. I was seen talking

to you early this morning. The policeman

will come to me as sure as the sun rises.

Maybe he will take us both to the court.

Then I will have to kiss the Book and tell

the truth."

" Butâ��my good life !â��old friends like us !

â��would you bear witness against me ? "

" I do not wish for to see you go to jail,

Donald, maybe for years and years ; but

what can I do if the judge says : ' Woman,

will you take 'â��I meanâ��' did you see this

man with a green keg ? ' I cannot ruin my

mortal soul, even for you, Donald."

" But such an old friendâ��could you not

refuse to bear witness ? "

' Only a wife," said the widow McPhee,

softly, " docs not need to bear witness against

her husband."

Donald sat down on his doorstep and wept

silent tears of despair. When, at last, he

arose he had decided against going to jail.

IN the same hour his lordship indited a

letter to his friend and co-director in

several limited companies, Sir Archibald

Brown :â��

" MY DEAR SIR ARCHIBALD,â��It is ex-

tremely kind of you to send me a bust

of Julius Caesar in the new metal invented

and patented by your talented son. I

assure you that I shall prize it not only

as the effigy of an individual for whom I

have always felt a considerable regard,

but also as a pleasing reminder of our

friendship.

" Sincerely yours,

(Signature illegible.)

" P.S.â��A green keg was not among the

goods landed from the Bee this afternoon,

but possibly it will arrive by her next

trip."

Possibly !
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John Bairymore as the youthful Sherlock Holmes

THE YOUTH OF

SHERLOCK HOLMES

By HAYDEN CHURCH.

In the following striking interview Sherlock Holmes's latest impersonator

â��Mr. John Barrymore, the famous American actorâ��announces his

intention of introducing us to the detective at the opening of his career,

and portraying his development as the master sleuth.

A "TORS of Sherlock Holmes, alike on

the stage and the screen, increase

and multiply as time goes on. The

first to impersonate Sir Arthur

Conan Doyle's famous sleuth was, of course,

the distinguished American actor-dramatist,

William Gillette, whose exciting play, after

a triumphant career in the United States,

was given at the Lyceum Theatre, and was

performed to packed audiences for close on

a year. A detail of that production now

interesting to recall is the fact that the

part of the page-boy, Billy, was taken by

Charlie Chaplin, who thus, "at the age of

fourteen, made his first appearance in the

" legitimate."

Later on the name-part in " Sherlock

Holmes " was assumed in England by

Mr. H. A. Saintsbury, one of our most

capable romantic actors, who appeared in

the Gillette drama some thousands of times.

Mr. Saintsbury also enacted Holmes in the

dramatic version that was made later by

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle himself of one of the

most thrilling of all his detective adventures,

" The Speckled Band," and has again been

seen therein in the recent revival of the

play.

Another Sherlock of the stage has been

Mr. Dennis Neilson-Ð¢ÐµÐ³Ð³Ñ�, who, at the

Coliseum and elsewhere, has been seen as

the detective in " The Adventure of the

Mazarin Stone." Almost simultaneously we

have had a Sherlock Holmes of the screen in

the person of Mr. Eille Norwood, who, in

" movie " versions of some of the most

renowned of the Adventures, has revealed a

genius for disguise and make-up worthy to

rank with that possessed by Holmes himself.

And now forward comes Mr. John Barry-

more, the famous American actor, with intent

to give us another, and, one may say at

once, a somewhat startling conception of

Sherlock Holmes in a new and strikingly
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Sherlock Holmes on the alertâ��a scene on the Thames Embankment,

with the Houses of Parliament in the background.

original film version of the Gillette play which

is now being written for him in the States.

What renders Barrymore's forthcoming

appearance in the rÃ´le of Sherlock Holmes

specially interesting, however, is the striking

originality with which, at the actor's behest,

the authors of this new version of William

Gillette's play have " handled " the principal

character. In a specially-written prologue

they have projected Sherlock Holmes back

into the days of his youth, days of which the

detective's creator has told us next.to.noth.ing,

with a view, as Barrymore explained to me,

of tracing Holmes's " development " into

the Master Investigator ,

We are thus to see Sir Arthur Conan

Doyle's detective as a young student of .a

dreamy, indeterminate, half-poetic type, as

yet undecided as to what his vocation in

life will be. We are to see him embittered

by an early and unfortunate love affair.

And finally (so far as this surprising prologue

is concerned), we are to see him, still im-

mature, brought into sudden contact with

Professor Moriarty, the

Napoleon of Crime of

" The Final Problem," and

from that moment resolved

upon his mission in lifeâ��â�¢

nothing more or less than

to rid the world of the

Professor and the va; t

criminal organization t.f

which he was the master

brain.

It was in a bedroom of the

Ritz that I discovered Mr.

Barrymore, who, arrayed

in flowered silk pyjamas,

was at that very moment

engaged in making-up

as the great Sherlock.

This process, in his

case, consisted, and

needed to consist,

of little more than

a judicious length-

ening of the eye-

brows, plus applica-

tion of the pigment

which provides the

correct film com-

plexion and gives all

cinema actors the ap-

pearance of suffering

from jaundice.

For Barrymore, with

his long, narrow, aqui-

line face, deep-sunk,

magnetic, penetrating

eyes, and somewhat

brooding expression, is

already Holmes in the

flesh so far as countÃ©n-

He has the lithe, loose-

limbed figure that one associates with the

great detective, too. All that he needs to

be an ideal Sherlock is a few more inches,

but the illusion of commanding height will be

obtained, his producer later assured me, by

having players of inconsiderable stature in

the subsidiary parts.

" My producer and I are in England," said

Barrymore, " for the purpose of getting the

correct settings and the real atmosphere for

certain exterior scenes in our film version of

1 Sherlock Holmes,' â�¢-which will connect .up

the original ones of the Gillette play, the

entire action of which passed, you will

remember, indoors. The other scenes will

be built in New York, where the remainder

of the film will be produced. I flew over here

from the Continent, where I've been climbing

Mont Blanc and doing a few other little

holiday stunts, and since then we've been

' shooting ' here. One of our best scenes

was done at St. John's College, Cambridge,

and others in Stepney, on I,ambeth Pier, and

anee is concerned.
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in Torrington Square. To-day we are going

to Hampton Court to do a houseboat scene,

and to-morrow we shall be working outside

Scotland Yard and in Trafalgar Square. We

shall then be finished, and I shall jump

aboard the Carmania for home."

" You've forgotten to mention Baker

Street," I put in. " Did you make any

attempt to locate Sherlock Holmes's old

rooms ? " (This with memories of my own

futile -attempts, soon after my arrival in

London, to find " 22IB.")

" We didn't make any pictures in Baker

Street," the actor replied. " We discovered

to our sorrow that, with so many of its

houses replaced by shops and its very

modern motor-buses, the Baker Street of

to-day no longer suggests the Baker Street

of Sherlock Holmes's time. Of all London's

streets Gower Street seems to me most to

suggest the Baker Street of the Adventures,

but Gower Street proved a bit too busy-

to enable us to stage our ' Baker Street '

scene there, so we took it in Torrington

Square. The scene I refer to is the one in

the Gillette play in which Professor Moriarty,

after clearing Baker Street of the police and

picketing it with his confederates, pays a

visit to Sherlock Holmes. He drew off the

police, you may remember, by arranging a

fight in the street. This, by the way, was

the only one of the scenes we have made in

London in which we used ' supers ' to any

extent. Our policemen were the real

articleâ��former members of the London

Police who were forced out by the strike.

We obtained them from the Vigilance

Society. Yes, our street fight was quite a

realistic little affair and drew a keenly-

interested and vastly amused audience.

" Apropos, I want to say," Barrymore went

on, " how charmingly we have been treated

while picture-making in London. Crowds

have collected to watch us, of course, but

they have been wonderfully decent about

keeping out of our field of operations, and

A well-known incident from " A Scandal in Bohemia," the first of

the famous Sherlock Holmes stories. John Barrymore's wonderful

make-up as the old clergyman is seen to better advantage in the

small photograph.

the police have been

kindness itself. At

Cambridge we were

treated right royally

and given every pos-

sible facility. The

undergraduates

chaffed us a bit,

but several of them

helped us i m-

mensely by inviting

us into their rooms

and allowing us to

make sketches and

measurements. As

a result we shall be

able to build

students' chambers

in "our New York

studio that will be

the real thing to the

last detail."

" But what on

earth has Cambridge
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to do with Sherlock Holmes ? " I burst

out.

" It comes into the special prologue that

the authors of our scenario, Marion Fairfax

and Earl Browne, have written as an introduc-

tion to the original play," replied Barrymore,

calmly.

" This is my own idea," he added, " and

I consider that it will add immeasurably to

the effectiveness of the play. My feeling is

that, for film audiences, audiences scattered

the world over, it is not sufficient merely to

bring on Sherlock Holmes and show him at

work. Of a cinema audience, even in

London or New York, perhaps twenty-five

per cent, have read Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's

stories, while seventy-five per cent, have not.

For the benefit of that seventy-five per cent.,

and to explain the conflict in the drama

which we are presenting, we desire to make

it clear why Sherlock Holmes is what he isâ��

to trace, in other words, his .development as

the Master Sleuth. -Our film, too, will

bring out the romantic side of Holmes."

" But he didn't have one," I objected.

" His biographer tells us, in so many words,

in ' A Scandal in Bohemia,' that ' all emo-

tions, and love particularly,

were abhorrent to his cold,

precise mind.' "

. "ButthisisSherlockHolmes

as William Gillette depicted

him," countered Barrymore,

" and Gillette, you will re-

member, had Sir Arthur Conan

Doyle's permission to marry

Holmes or kill him or do

anything he liked with him.

We merely avail ourselves

rather more generously of

that permission.

" We begin with Holmes

and Dr. Watson as college

mates at Cambridge," Barry-

more went on. " We know,

from ' The Adventure of the

Gloria Scott,' that Holmes

was a university man, and we

selected Cambridge because it

affords such wonderfully beau-

tiful ' locations.' We picture

the youthful Sherlock as a

peculiar, half-poetic type, who

is misunderstood by others

and fails to understand him-

self. His wonderful deduc-

tive powers have begun to

develop, but he himself has

no idea how he will employ

them. We introduce him at

a time when he has become

embittered by an unfortu-

nate love affair. All at once

a chance episode brings him

into conflict with Professor Moriarty and

reveals to him the extent of the ramifications

of the devilish system which Moriarty has

created, and in the centre of which he sits,

in Sherlock Holmes's own words, motion-

less, like a spider in the centre of its web.'

" ' At the beginning of the hour,' says

Holmes in our 'script, I met love and it

passed me by. At the end of the hour I met

monstrous evil.'

" Holmes now decides what is to be his

life work. It is to rid the world of Moriarty

and his organization, and to this task"1 he

consecrates all his marvellous powers. Thus

we work up to what was the motif oi Gillette's

enormously-successful playâ��the duel of wits

between the Master Sleuth and the Master

Crook. In the ' Memoirs,' of course, that

duel ended with the antagonists falling,

locked in each other's arms, over an Alpine

precipice. In the Gillette play it concluded

with the final capture of Moriarty by Sherlock

Holmes, and with the detective finding

happiness in the love of Lucy Faulkner.

" The latter's part in the story, which

Gillette built out of the episode of Irene

Adler, we develop also. Irene Adler, you

will recall, possessed com

promising letters written to

her by a Bohemian royal per-

sonage with whom she had

had love passages. She de-

clined to give them up or sell

them, and Sherlock Holmes

was called in to attempt to

recover them. In the play it

was Alice Faulkner who had

the letters, which had been

written to her elder sister.

" In our prologue we tell

this sister's story, and show

her, jilted by her royal

lover, committing suicide

by hurling herself into

a Swiss crevasse.

This gives an even

stronger motive for

Alice Faulkner's at-

tempted revenge, and

leads up to the open-

ing scene in Gillette's

play, which passed, of

course, at the home of

the unscrupulous Lar-

rabecs."

Barrymore's next

words revealed how real

a character to him is Sir

Arthur Conan Doyle's

great sleuth. .

" He was a very bril-

liant, odd man, "he said,

thoughtfully, "very

lonely and whimsical.

John Banymore as Sherlock Holmes

in the days of his youth : one of the

scenes at Cambridge in the new film.
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His essential kindliness was one of his

dominating traits. He might have been the

greatest crook that ever lived had it not

been for this leaven of altruism in his nature.

Moriarty fascinated him because he recog-

nized in him an artist in crime, saw in him an

adversary worthy of his

steel. He understood the

Professor's psychology. One

man was for Society, the

other against it. The line

is really rather slender."

While he talked, Barry-

more had been engaged in

assuming the habiliments

of Sherlock Holmes. From

a pile of brown cardboard

boxes on the floor bearing

the classic name ' ' Clark-

son," he exhumed a pair of

rather badly-cut trousers,

tweed with a faint blue

check on a background of

blue-black, which he pro-

ceeded to don. Next he

put on a somewhat dis-

reputable stiff collar and

tied round it a black cravat,

carefully knotting the latter

so that it sagged a little

below the collar button.

(" It was usual in those

days to show a bit of the

button," explained this

keen student of detail.)

Next he got into a tight-

fitting coat, of the " pea-

jacket " type, brown tweed

with an imperceptible

check ; the worst possible

match for the trousers.

And so, with the natural

gauntness of his counten-

ance emphasized by the

make-up, stood revealed as

the flesh-and-blood replica

of the celebrated detective

of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's imagination as

first pictured in the famous STRAND illus-

trations ot the late Sidney Paget.

An interesting interlude at this point was

the unexpected advent of Gerald du Marnier

(" one of my oldest and best friends,"

Barrymore explained), who had popped in

to learn of the progress of the London

"shootings," and incidentally to arrange a

supper party. This was a situation with a

special piquanceâ��Raffles calling on Sherlock

Holmes !

An instant after du Maurier's departure

the telephone bell pealed, announcing that

Barrymore's producer, Albert Parker, and

his attendant satellites, including the camera

men, were waiting below.
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We are to see Sherlock Holmes

as a young student of a dreamy,

indeterminate, half-poetic type.

" So we are off for Hampton Court," said

the actor. " Care to come along and see us

at work ? "

Who wouldn't jump at the chance of

watching a Sherlock Holmes film in the

making, of studying the methods of as

acknowledged a master of

his art as John Barrymore ?

I hastily signified my will-

ingness to accompany him

not only to Hampton Court

but to John o' Groats if

necessary.

" We are off, as you

know," said Mr. Parker,

" to picture a scene which

occurs on a Thames house-

boat. No, you are quite

right, there was no such

episode in Gillette's play,

nor in the Adventures so

far as I am aware. A

houseboat struck us, how-

ever, as a picturesque

' location,' and a novel one

so far as American films are

concerned, so we decided

on this as the scene of a

murder which Holmes in-

vestigates in our version."

Sitting there with the

mimic Holmes at my side,

and with Knightsbridge,

Hammersmith, Putney

slipping past, I was, in

fancy, Dr. Watson off with

his friend and idol on one

of their expeditions into the

heart of a baffling mystery,

too complex for solution

by the professional sleuth-

hounds of the Yard.

Barrymore broke in on

my thoughts by beginning

to talk of Edgar Allan Poe,

traces of whose famous

criminologist, Dupin, are

readily discernible in Sir Arthur Conan

Doyle's characterization of his far more

human and infinitely greater investigator.

" It is interesting to compare Dupin with

Sherlock Holmes," he said, " and to realize

why the one is a mere lay figure and the

other a living, breathing human being. Poe

occasionally dabbled in analysis as a distrac-

tion from the exercise of his fantastic, eerie

imagination. His dynamic, eccentric hand-

ling of character naturally resulted in mak-

ing his people marionettes. He was a Gordon

Craig of literature, far more concerned with

weird effects than with humanity.

" Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, on the other

hand, is essentially a creative artist. He

has the quality of drawing characters of
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extraordinary interest and charm. His heroes

are vivid, vital, living. To me they are all

real : Sherlock Holmes, Professor Challenger

(a wonderful conception, the Professor !),

Sir Nigel. Have you read ' The White

Company ' ? To me it is Sir Arthur's finest

achievement. I re-read it every two years."

Such talk made short the ride to Hampton

Court, and it was with surprise that one

discovered that we were passing the stately

gates of the old Palace.

And now an experience was forthcoming

of which I shall unfailingly boast as often as

opportunity occurs. I, even I who write

these lines, have "acted for the films."

What is more, I have enacted a

part, a " very little " part, it

is true, but a part never-

theless, in John Barry- &.. >'t

more's production of

" Sherlock Holmos

If fell out thus

The principal

scene which we

had come to

" shoot " was

enacted

around the

gateway giv-

ing entrance

to the house-

boat (moored

close to the

K ar s i n o )

that had been

the scene of

the murder in

the film story,

fancy that only

the authors of th

scenario know at pre-

sent who was murdered

or why, but the idea of a

houseboat as the scene

of a killing is a splendid

one, you will agree.

At the suggestion of

the producer I became

one of a crowd, an excited crowd otherwise

composed of horny-handed sons of toil in

their shirt-sleeves, a milkman (complete

with pails), a girl with a white bulldog on a

lead, a couple of young men of the " knut "

variety, and one or two slaveys (all these

secured the day before by the resourceful

producer), who fought for entrance to the

scene of the crimeâ��but who were sternly

denied entrance by a Cerberus of a " bobby,"

who held the gate in the name of the law.

Crestfallen and murmuring, we satisfied

our curiosity as best we might by gazing

through the intervening palings. And then

turned to gape open-mouthed as there stalked

up to the gate a gaunt, hawk-faced man,

with an air. of quiet masterfulness, who

likewise sought entry and was, at first, as

sternly denied.

A card was produced, silently handed to

the representative of law and order, who

grudgingly consented to read the name it

bore. Instantly his forbidding expression

changed to one of mingled surprise and awe.

" Mr. Sherlock Holmes ! " Up went his

hand to the peak of his helmet in respectful

salutation, open he flung the gate. And

through it strode the great detective.

Obedient to instructions we of the crowd

surged forward again, thinking to enter in

his wake, but only to be again repelled.

Six times we rehearsed this scene

before our cumulative efforts

satisfied Mr. Parker, one of

the most conscientious

of producers. But at

last came the magic

word " Camera ! "

and we went

through it again,

the while two

operators

feverishly

turned the

handles of

their click-

i ng m a-

cliines.The

picture

had been

" shot."

The gates

of Hamp-

ton Court

Palace,

with their

perfectly-

Sherlock Holmes seeking for

clues on a Thames houseboat another

scene from the new film.

wrought Lion and Unicorn,

and the front elevation of Wolsey's master-

work in the background, had proved too

fascinating a " location " to be neglected

by the producer, and presently were made the

setting for another picture. There was

nothing much in this scene, which merely

consisted of the descent of Sherlock Holmes

from an ancient fly, hastily requisitioned

from the nearby railway station. But the

episode, with its effective background, no

doubt will vastly intrigue America's army

of " movie " enthusiasts.

And so back to London, in the gathering

dusk of an autumn afternoon, the entire

business, the journey included, having taken

less than three hours.
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forto-morrow

night ! " Her

lesson ended, Miss

Lila Lloyd ob-

viously dallied as

she put on her

gloves before leav-

ing the studio.

" If there is any-

thing we can do, please let us.

Mother and I "

" It is most kind of you,"

answered Van Gerbig, bending

low over her fair hand, " but

there is nothing." And as he

straightened to his full six-

feet-four he could not but note

the glowing look in the eyes

of the maiden. Whereupon the chivalry in

him was touched, and he added :â��

" I shall sing ' one ' song for you."

And when she had been borne away by

Martha, the sphinx-like duenna who always

accompanied her, Van Gerbig turned to his

piano with a feeling of pleased satisfaction.

For it was upon the approval of Miss Lloyd

and others of her ilk that his immense

popularity was based.

The telephone rang, and the modulated

voice of Mrs. Sinclair Welles cooed softly :â��

" Jan, I have two additional guests for

to-morrow night. Can you let me have the

tickets, please ? "

" With pleasure, madam."

" And, Jan " hesitatingly.

" Yes, madam ? "

" Janâ��â��" Her voice caressed the name,

and she continued, softly : "I do hope your

concert will be a success."

" It is bound to be, madam. Everybody

has been so kindâ��so good."

" Oh, we all want it to go well. We want

it to go just perfectly, Jan. And I â�� I,

especially."

" I shall sing ' one ' song for you," con-

cluded Van Gerbig finally.

Then his accompanist entered, and the two

went over the selections on the programme

for the concert of the following evening.

Fate had done queer things to Van Gerbig.

She seemed always to be presenting him

with the choicest gifts and then defying him

to use them. His voiceâ��even the most

grudging had proclaimed it full of promise,

yet.the one who would back his opinion with

the loan of capital to develop it had been

surprisingly difficult to find. And just as
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the voice was be-

ginning to justify

his faith that

gentleman died.

Whereupon Van

Gerbig had to put

the higher ambi-

tions aside for the

time, and by the

tortuous path of

teaching to maintain himself

until somehow the coveted big

chance should arrive.

And lo ! Pupils came in sur-

prising numbers. Most were of

the restless sexâ��some, earnest

students, but the majority

learning to sing this year as,

they would be learning to paint

next year if some fascinating teacher ap-

peared, or to dance the next should the

instructor prove sufficiently interesting. Van

Gerbig despised this latter type, but one and

all they beamed upon Van Gerbig.

And with the money rolling in there re-

mained only the big ambition unsatisfied.

And now he was to give his concert !

Pupils' friends had seen to it that the affair

was fully subscribed. More than that, they

appeared as feverishly anxious as himself

that things should go well.

The telephone rang again.

" Better muzzle that thing to-day," said

Harding, the accompanist, who had bachelor

quarters with Van Gerbig.

" This is Mrs. Preston Thwaite," came over

the telephone, even as Van Gerbig recognized

the voice of the richest and most stupid of

his pupils. The lady wished to know if

there were any way in which she might be of

service for to-morrow evening ? Could she

place one of her cars at his disposal ? That

liad been arranged for ? Well, then, would

Van Gerbig join herâ��and her husband, of

courseâ��at a little supper after the concert ?

Van Gerbig was regretful to decline, but

he had already accepted Mrs. Justin Browne's

invitation for the same thing. More regrets

on both sides. Well, some other timeâ��

perhaps the evening after ? Van Gerbig

would be charmed.

" Then there isn't a single thing I can do ?"

wistfully came over the wire.

" Nothing, madam. But, thank youâ��

thank you. You are so kind."

" Well, here's hoping you will be in excel-

lent voice. I shall be as nervous as you until

I see how it goes."
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'Your interest,- madam/ it' is so en--

couraging. I shall sing ' one ' song for you."

Nor was Van Gerbig insincere. He was

merely paying in the only coin demanded of

him for the generous patronage he was

receiving. And he meant it about the song,

too. Into everything he sang would go the

best he was capable of, and it would be for

Mrs. Sinclair Welles, Mrs. Preston Thwaite,

Miss Lila Lloyd, and every other person in

the audience that he would sing each song.

That eveningâ��thÃ© one previous to the

concertâ��Van Gerbig spent many moments

in deep thought ; then, without hesitation,

made out a pass

for two, wrote

across it,

" Come Ð¸ you

can," and in-

scribed upon

the envelope a

woman's name

â��that of the

recent bride of

one of the

richest men in

London.

She had been

a fellow - pas-

senger on the

steamer that

brought him

across. There

had been a

commonplace

enough travel-

ling acquaint-

ance, during

which he had

concluded that

her funds were

as low as his

own. It was a

pity, too, he

thought, for her

voice was not

without p r o-

mise and she

herself was very

beautiful.

Shortly after

landing he

called, and she

had not been

hopeful about

the outcome for

herself, but ex-

pressed every

belief that he

would make his

way success-

fuUy.

" The women

will take you

'up;"- she had said as her gaze slowly

travelled over his splendid height, resting

finally on the thick,, black waves of his hair.

He had not quite grasped her meaning then,

but he saw she felt sure of his future, and

her confidence imparted to him a certain

sense of security.

" And you, mademoiselle ? " he had in-

quired.

" Oh, I ?" She had shrugged her shoul-

ders, made a deprecating little gesture with

her hands, then abruptly changed the subject.

After that he had called several times.

Then one fairy, fragrant evening they went

for a walk in Kensington Gardens. All the

glory of May was in the air. They ceased

talking of art and became merely man and

woman. Their hands met and

finally their lips. No words were

spoken, but a question had

been asked and answered,

nevertheless. That night

:

Van Gerbig forgot the soft eyes beaming upon him and gave forth all

of music that was in him.
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Van Gerbig tossed on his pillow until dawn,

and his prayers for artistic achievement

and consequent economic independence took

on new and burning fervour.

A week later the newspapers published the

news of her sensational marriage. A meeting,

an overnight courtshipâ��so the papers had it

â��and the beautiful young music student had

become the wife of Hornaday Brooks,

millionaire merchant and man-about-town.

True, he was old enough to be her father,

and another wife had divorced him. And

to say that Van Gerbig resented him all the

more because of these things will, perhaps,

go far to indicate the quality of his love.

All this was months ago, and he had not

seen her since. He was not self-analytical

enough to realize that his feeling for her must

have approached perfection, for it held in it

something of forgiveness, as-well as the

pathetic desire that the one woman who had

entered the inner chamber of his heart should

be there to hear him at his best and to see

that in the matter of friends and material

prosperity his star was in the bright ascend- â�¢

ant. So he sent the ticket.

Yet when the concert hour had come, when

the accompanist had seated himself and Van

Gerbig stood in the centre of the stage with

soft, feminine eyes beaming upon him, Van-

Gerbig forgot them all, and, turning to the

seductive spell of Art, his mistress, gave

forth all of music that was in him. And not

alone by the applause and the appreciative

smiles and nods did he know that it was of

his best. His own judgment told him he

had done surpassingly well.

After the first few songs he began to be

aware of his audience as individuals. Then

he sought and finally foundâ��her. She was

seated in the balcony beside her husband.

Van Gerbig recognized him from his pictures.

On the other side of her, half concealed by

a post, was another man, and Van Gerbig

noted when he had finished a particularly

well sung aria that the girl had turned

enthusiastically to this other man. Twice

again he saw her do the same thing.

Standing in the wings later, as he listened

to the demand for an encore from a point

where he could watch her face, the old wound

she had dealt him broke out afresh and bitter

resentment swept over himâ��resentment,

humiliation, and the stinging hurt of un-

satisfied longing, yet withal the unmistakable

knowledge that she was still " the " woman.

He returned to the stage and spoke a

moment with the accompanist, who straight-

way changed the tune he had begun.

Then with fervour and heat and intensity

Van Gerbig sang :â��

/ came with a song on my lips,

I came with a rose in my hand,

I came with a void in my heart,

O Love, do you understand ?

The song has died on my lips,

You took the rose from my hand,

The void is still in my heart,

O Love, do you understand ?

O Love, do you understand ?

The appeal was terrific and irresistible.

And as his voice rose in passionate repetition



Ladies Who Loved Don Juan

of the last line, the crowd sat tense and still,

many bent forward in their seats. It was as

though a direct accusation were being made

against one among them. Then when the

last notes had died out the tension snapped.

The audience stirred, then burst into magni-

ficent applause. Only a woman in the

balcony sat quiet. And finally, as if re-

membering something, she, too, applauded

with the rest.

But Van Gerbig was gone. Moreover, he

refused to come back. And the concert was

over.

THE next day Van Gerbig had pro-

mised himself a holiday, so there were

no lessons to give. Nevertheless, he

was awakened at nine o'clock from a fitful

sleep. Harding had gone out and, thought-

fully, had muffled the telephone. But with

such insistence was it rung it could not fail

to wake him.

" Hallo ! " he called, sleepily.

" Jan ? " Ever so soft and low were the

tones.

Yesâ��yes, Mrs. Welles," and an unac-

countable feeling of apprehension seized him.

" Itâ��it was all so wonderful," she went on

" I am glad you found it so," he assured

her.

"How could I help it? And, oh, Janâ��

that song ! " Either words failed her,

or she waited for something.

" Yes, madam ? I am happy you liked

it. Which song, madam ? "

" Whyâ��why, the last songâ��theâ��the one

you sang to me ! "

Van Gcrbig caught his breath. The lady

gained in volubility. " Oh, Jan, I had no

idea When can you come ? We will

talk it over. I am so confusedâ��and so

happy. Really, dear, I had no idea "

And so on, until finally the conversation

ended with evident assurances from Mrs.

Welles that she would await his callâ��as

early as he could come. Or should she come

down ?

Van Gerbig replied hastily that he would

call.

A few minutes later a note was pushed

under his door. It was delicately tinted and

perfumed. It read :â��

" I shall be expecting you early. Can you

come before luncheon ? Then we can arrange

mattersâ��about Preston and all. I have

always known you cared, but never how

much until you sang that song last night.

'' Come as soon as you can, dear.

" GEORGINE THWAITE."

The note dropped from his fingers and

consternation spread over his face. What

was the woman proposing ? " What " about

Preston ? Then he remembered having

heard some talk of a divorce,1 desired by

Mrs. Thwaite but hotly contested by her

husband, whose blameless mode of living was

the serious drawback which prevented the

divorce coming through. It was rumoured

at the time that Biardot, the violinist, was

mentioned somewhere in the thing, and Van

Gerbig wondered now just how much Biardot

was to blame.

The door opened and Harding entered.

" Thought you were going to stay in lx-d

this morning ? " he questioned.

" Ah, but, my dear friend, matters press.

It is of necessity that I am up ! "

Harding's glance fell upon the dainty note

lying on the floor, and he smiled.

" Getting 'em already, are you ? H'm '

1 can't count the number of concerts I've

appeared at, and I never got one of those

things in my life."

" Be happy, my friend, that it is so with

you," Van Gerbig answered, the worried

expression deepening on his face.

THEN the doorbell rang and Harding

turned upon him an interrogative

glance.

" No pupils to-day, are there ?" he Â¡isked

as he went to the door. Van Gerbig with-

drew to the bedroom, and, drawing his

dressing-gown around him, listened. Har-

ding was speaking.

" Why, good morning, Miss Lloyd. All

alone this morning, are you ? "

" Yes," came the half-whispered reply,

and Van Gerbig could hear her breath quickly

come and go as she faltcringly said his own

name and asked if she might see him.

" I'm afraid he isn't presentable," an-

swered the perplexed Harding. " He is

taking a holiday to-day. Youâ��you haven't

made a mistake about your lesson time, have

you ? "

" Noâ��oh, no ! It is nothing like that.

But I supposed he'd want to see me as soon

as possible, and Iâ��I stole away without

Martha."

Surprised disappointment was beginning

to come out in her tones, and Van Gerbig

from his listening post thought he detected

tears in her voice.

" Is there anything I can do for youâ��any

message I can take to him ? "

" Oh, no ! It is very important. Nobody

but he will do. Iâ��I thought he'd be ex-

pecting to hear from me." It seemed to Van

Gerbig the tears had gained ascendancy by

that time.

" There's evidently some mistake," Har-

ding was saying, soothingly. " I know he

wouldn't disappoint you for anything in the

world. But I'll tell him you called, and ask

him to telephone you." Miss Lloyd was the

sort to whom one promised anything rather
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than precipitate the teary downfall indicated

by her pouting lips and dewy eyes.

The door closed upon her and Harding

trussed to the bedroom.

What the devil ? " he exploded, in-

quiringly. " What in thunder brought that

girl here ? Do you know ? "

' My dear friend, I fear I.do. I am con-

siderably upset. A casual -remark meaning

nothingâ��nothing, I assure youâ��has been

ta.ken most seriously to mean things I never

dreamed it should." And he gave Harding

an outline of his dilemmaâ��all except his

reason for singing that last song as he had.

Harding emitted a long, low whistle.

' Now there'll be the devil to pay. There's

three pupils you'll lose for a certaintyâ��when

they find out you didn't mean what they

thought. You fellows that go around !"

and he shook his head a warning shake.

" But I meant nothingâ��only a compliment

for the moment. Many times in my country

did I say the same thing, yet nothing oc-

curred."

" Your country isn't this country ! You've

made three enemies now, and Heaven knows

how many more took that song to themselves.

If you aren't careful you'll lose all your

pupils and all your friends at one fell swoop."

" But there must be a way out of it ! "

" There is. Marriage. But you can't

marry all three. If Mrs. Thwaite could get

Preston to divorce her, you "

' Be still, Harding. You talk and talk,

but don't help me. I don't want to call on

Mrs. Thwaite to-day, or on Mrs. Welles. And

I won't telephone Miss Lloyd. Another

thing, all this "â��and he made a sweeping

gesture with his armâ��" all this may explain

the surprising attitude of Mrs. Browne last

night at supper. I didn't want to goâ��I

wanted to have supper with you, Hardingâ��

but sheâ��she had sent her car and I had to

go. -Why, my friendâ��I ask you why ?â��

cannot a man be civil and yet not be mis-

construed ? "

" Lots of men can. I can. But if ' you '

don't keep your promises you are likely to

have the whole crowd descending on this

placeâ��and all at the same time ! "

" You do not think they would ! "

" I certainly do ! "

Which resulted in Harding telephoning

for a room at the hotel across the way and in

Van Gerbig's repairing there at once to spend

his day of rest.

SCARCELY an hour later Harding tele-

phoned. " Two more letters," he said.

" Burn themâ��tear them up! " shouted

Van Gerbig, irritated at his enforced exile

from his home. " Do whatever you wish

with them. Don't let me see either of them !"

" Mr*. Thwaite called up. Wanted to

know if you had started for her house or

should she send her car for you. Mrs. Welles

telephoned for the same reason. Mrs. Justin

Browne called up to say she'd be at home

any time to-day. Miss Lloyd "

Mon Dieu ! " exclaimed Van Gerbig.

â�¢ I staved them-all off. Told them I'd no

idea where you were. But these lettersâ��

one of them has a heavy crest and the other

looks like a business communicationâ��as

though one of the husbands had got busy ! "

" Keep them, I told you. You neve' had

any like them, you said. Keep them for

yourself. Don't let anyone know where I

am."

But inside of ten minutes Harding was at

the hotel and standing, breathless, before

Van Gerbig.

" Man, it's comeâ��your chance ! " he

gasped.

Van Gerbig started, uncomprehending.

" You said I could open them, and I did,"

Harding .stammered, the speed with which

he had come having impaired his powers of

speech. Then he laid before Van Gerbig a

page which read :â��

" MY DEAR VAN GERBIG : At the insistence

of my very dear friend, Mr. Hornaday

Brooks, I went to hear you sing last night.

May I say I was charmed, and offer my con-

gratulations "'.

" At Mrs Brooke's suggestion I am setting

three o'clock this afternoon aside for you.

Bring anything you like to sing. And I shall

have a contract waiting for you."

The name signed was one that had haunted

his wildest dreams. The name of one who

had seemed as inaccessible as God. The man

of men who could unlock for him the golden

door.

Van Gerbig's eyes dilated, his body relaxed,

and a great calm descended upon him. At

three that afternoon ! Softly his lips mur-

mured the great name. Harding stood by,

sympathetic and speechless, then finally held

out to him the other letter.

" I thought you'd like to see this," he said,

and Van Gerbig read :â��

" JAN : Why did you do that ? Perhaps

I deserved it, yet I cannot feel that I did

If only circumstances had been otherwise !

Won't you forget ? It can be done when

one must.

" And when another letter comes to you

to-day, and when things happen that will as

a result of it, will you not think kindly of

one who, in counselling you to forget, hopes

fondly that you never will ?

" And when the applause is loudest and

the praise is sweetest, will you forgive

" VIOLA "
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THEDOOBIN EUROPE

OUR Imperial

Policy requires

that, from time

to time, a coloured

potentate should be uprooted

from his native jungle, oasis,

mountain fastness, atoll, mangrove

swamp, ire-floe, or whatever it may

be, transported at our expense to

England and there royally entertained,

while he is staggered with the marvels of

our civilization. This costs us a good deal,

WILLIAM CAINE

AND

Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð�

landed at Southampton,

brought to London by

special train, and installed

in the royal suite at the

Hotel Exorbitant.

The people of Bwmemb-

mwg are physically the superiors

of all the other inhabitants of the

KuKuKuKu Hinterland. Doob Gumbo

is a notable specimen of his race.

Six feet seven inches tall, seventy-three

round the chest, he has arms and legs,

hands and feet that more than correspond.

His strength is the strength of seven

bulls. In his upper jaw he has two rows

of teeth ; in his lower, three. He can de-

vour a chicken in six bites ; though, if it has

been plucked, he

can manage it in

two. His facial

angle is precisely

that of a cat ; his

skull is equally

feline. With his

glorious lungs he

can out-howl any

twenty ordinary

medical students.

A superb crea-

ture, yet simple

but it is supposed to pay us, because these

rajahs, sheikhs, amirs, f bongs, wakeroos,

chugs, and other autocrats become impressed

with the folly of hoping ever to get rid of

us, and on their return preach to their

subjects the

virtues of acqui-

escence in things

as they are. Thus

is our share of the

white man's bur-

den riveted ever

more firmly upon

our shoulders

and continues

ever more stead-

ily to flow into

our breeches-

pocket.

Recently it was

decided that

Gumbo, the in-

telligent young

Doob of

Bwmembmwg,

should have

h is eyes opened

to the advan-

tages of not

aspiring to self-

determination

and the wisdom

of standing in

with his great

pink brother

across the great

blue water.

They gave Burr-Laking the job o{ personally con-

ducting the Doob while he was in England.

A few weeks

later he was

withal, and lov-

able as a child.

As a child's, too,

is his temperâ��

perfect so long as

he has his own

way in every-

thing ; it is only

when his desires

are thwarted

that he ceases to

lie amiable. But

then he ceases

altogether.

All this being

so, the Colonial

Office felt wisely

that this excep-

tionally lusty and

n n imaginably

primitive guest
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might require a rather special bear-leader.

So they gave Burr-Laking the job of per-

sonally conducting the Doob while he was

in England. Burr-Laking is, as I need hardly

say, the smallest, mildest, timidest, pink-and-

whitest little croquet-player in the whole Civil

Service. Of the Doob's language Burr-Laking

couldn't speak a word, so that he had to be

given an inter-

preter. That's

how we love to

do things. How

else should we

ever have any-

thing to muddle

through ? But

our departments

can be trusted

to take care of

Britain's reputa-

tion. Yes, we can

count on them

for that.

The Doob had

been practically

in extremis all

the way from

Mbkobk, where

he had embarked,

to Basingstoke,

where he had

begun to forget

the sea, and he

had spent all the

rest of the train

journey to Water-

loo under the

seat, praying to

the g o d Nm.

But when (some

ten porters

having dragged

him out at the

terminus^ he

found that he

was still alive,

and able to eat The Doob swept the

five or six

chickens au natitrel, his self - confidence

began to return to him, and he made no

difficulty about getting into the limousine

and allowing himself to be driven to his

hotel. After the train this seemed like

nothing at all. The god Nm had evidently

intervened in his favour. The Doob vowed

personally to offer fifty goats to the god Nm

before the sun went down.

Fortunately for the Hotel Exorbitant and

Burr-Lakingâ��or was it unfortunately ? It is

a hard question to answerâ��well, anyhow,

the Doob quickly forgot his promise to the

god Nm, so interested did he become in the

spectacle of London. What he thought of

Westminster Bridge, Whitehall, Trafalgar

Square, and the statue of King George III.,

I don't know. He didn't say. He sat per-

fectly silent, staring out through the window

of the limousine and rolling his enormous

eyes actively from side to side. Every now

and then he emitted a thunder-clap of

laughter which hurt the drums of Burr-

Laking's ears. But the interpreter was not

called upon to

elucidate any

royal observa-

tions.

Burr- Laking

made no effort to

draw his charge

out. His duty, as

he conceived it,

did not call for

anything of the

kind. He was

only too glad to

leave the Doobâ��

who inspired him

with terror â�� to

his o w n reflec-

tions.

The limousine

drew up at the

Hotel Exorbitant,

and the party

descended and

entered the hall.

The Doob, Burr-

Laking, and the

interpreter (whose

name was- Gue-

dala) entered the

lift. It was the

chief desire of the

moment with

Burr - Laking to

get the Doob

safely housed in

the royal suite.

The smart little

girl in purple

coat and breeches

and peaked cap

who drove the lift of the Hotel Exorbitant

followed her three passengers into her box

and slammed the gate.

The Doob, who was convinced that he had

been trapped, uttered a howl of dismay and

hurled himself against the steel lattice.

While all the people in the hall and the

lounge sprang from their seats with blanched

faces Guedala spoke a few reassuring words

in the ear of the Doob, who, seeing that

Burr-Laking, Guedala, and the lift-girl kept

him company, forthwith forgot his terrors

and expressed his recovered ease of mind

in a laugh which completely disorganized a

tape-machine situated some ten feet away

from him.

lift-girl out of his way.



368

The Doob in Europe

Nothing can upset a lift-girl. This one,

as soon as she could get to lier handleâ��

that is to say, as soon as the Doob came out

of the corner where it was situatedâ��laid

hold of it and started the lift on its upward

journey.

Instantly the Doob let out another howl

and fell grovelling on the floor. Gucdala

stooped over him, murmuring words of

comfort and cheer. The Doob found that

nothing dreadful happened to him and at

onceâ��so volatile is this person's tempera-

mentâ��discovered that he liked going up in

lifts. By the time the first floor was reached

he had acquired a taste for it. It cannot be

said that the Doob was slow to identify

himself with new conditions. The train,

indeed, had terrified him to prostration and

vows ; but the motor-car (since it, like the

train, proceeded horizontally) had affected

him not at all. Now (without a word of

preparation) he found himself travelling

rapidly upwards ; but almost before his

first bellow of anguish had ceased to echo

through the corridors of the Hotel Exor-

bitant, he had thrown off all his fears and

opened his senses to the agreeable impressions

of perpendicular motion. It seems, truly,

that when the intelligent young Doob of

Bwmembmwg was selected to receive the

gospel of European civilization a wise choice

was made.

LET us not, however, go too fast. Up

to this point the Doob may indeed

be said to have done well. But the

trouble with these charming barbarians is

this : you never know how far they are

susceptible to new ideas. They learn

quickly and look as if they are going

to do wonders. Then, quite suddenly, their

limit is reached and they refuse, or are

unable, to move onwards by so much as

a step. Suddenly the veneer cracks and

beneath it is disclosed the Immemorial

Stationary.

With the Doob this limit had now'been

reached.

The lift stopped. Its trig little conductress

slammed the door back. Outside on the

landing appeared the assistant manager of

the Hotel Exorbitant, bent double, showing

his teeth and flanked by similarly obsequious

menials.

The Doob stretched out an arm, seized the

gate and closed it emphatically. Then he

turned to Guedala (he had already learned

to ignore Burr-Laking) and said, " Gib urr

ib bah ! "

" What's he say ? " Burr-Laking asked,

with some idea of asserting his own impor-

tance.

â�¢' He say," explained Guedala, " 'Let a

female slabe do that againa.' "

" Jah ! " said the Doob. " Hooish ! "

" He say," Guedala interpreted, " ' Let it

do that, dam' queek.' "

" Well," said Burr-Laking, " I suppose if

he wants to, eh ? " And to the lift-girl he

said, " Take us down and up again, will you,

my dear ? "

â�¢ The lift-girl (whom nothing could rob of

her poise) obliged with a solo on the handle.

The lift descended to the hall floor ; rose

to the level of the royal suite. The Doob

meanwhileâ��his eyes sparkling with intelli-

genceâ��closely observed the maiden's move-

ments.

The lift halted. The lift-girl flung open

the door. The assistant manager and his

underlings again prepared in a becoming

manner to receive His Majesty. Again they

were disappointed.

The Doob, with one hand, threw the gate

across while, with the other, he swept the lift-

girl out of his way. Then he laid hold of

the starting handle and began to amuse

himself. I may remind you that he was

(for a Doob) highly intelligent. He had

marked what the girl did, and he proceeded

to do it as if he had done nothing else all

his life.

For an hour and forty minutes, by the

watch of the assistant manager, he caused

the lilt of the Hotel Exorbitant to spring up

and down in its shaft, howling all the time

with volcanic laughter. This was the life.

This was worth all the horrors of the journey

from Bwmembmwg. What were three weeks

of uninterrupted sea-sickness when they

brought you to a country where, simply by

moving a handle this way or that, you could

soar into the air like a bird and drop down a

precipice like a stone and never be the worse

for it ? This was the white man's magic,

was it ? Well, all he said was that it was

good enough for him. He rather thought he

had caught the trick of it pretty well. Eh,

what ?

At first Burr-Laking (though in great

dread) was disposed not to interfere. He

gave the lift-girl a pound note by way of

moral and material damageâ��for the Doob

had grievously wounded her self-importance

and had torn off one of her shoulderÂ«strapsâ��

p .id begged her to be sensible. He also

dried her tears for her. I was wrong, you

Ð³ÐµÐµ, when I said that nothing could rob her of

her poise. The Doob could.

But after about ten minutes of it Burr-

Laking began to think that he had better

exorcise a little authority, for the whole

hotel was in an uproar. Everybody within

sound of the Doob's cachinnations had come

running ; the hall in the vicinity of the lift

swarmed with terrified people, and on every

landing a white-faced group of visitors and

chambermaids was collected. Innumerable
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persons were pressing in from the street, and

every time Burr-Laking descended to the

level of the hall the helmets of more policemen

were visible to him.

Burr-Laking had all the English gentle-

man's intense dislike of a scene. He

had, too, all the Civil servant's eagerness

to avoid responsibility. His natural instincts,

therefore, prompted him to let things take -

their course until

the Doob should

presently weary

of his sport and

suffer himself to

be secluded

within the royal

suite.

But there are

occasions when

the natural

instincts of a

gentlemanly Civil

servant have to

be flouted, and

this was one ot

them. No per-

son upon whom

responsibi lity

could be shuffled

off being present,

Burr-Laking was

obliged to as-

sume it.

He stepped

resolutely for-

ward and laid a

hand upon the

Doob's arm.

" That's enough,"

he said. " Stop

i t. " And he

tried to remember

that the whole

might of the

British Empire

was behind him.

The Doob put Burr-Laking aside, quite

good-humouredly. The Doob was in the

happiest possible frame of mind.

Burr-Laking disentangled himself from

Guedala, rose and said to him, firmly :

" Tell this fool to stop his nonsense at once."

Guedala smiled deprecatingly and spread

his hands, but said no word.

Burr-Laking again advanced upon the

Doob ; again seized his arm. " Stop it, I

say," he shouted.

The Doob searched quickly among the

folds of his robe and produced a knife about

three feet long. This he presented, point

upwards, at the nose of Burr-Laking.

" Chart ! " he bellowed. " Woola-boola-

mpow ! "

" He say," Guedala, earning his money,

Burr-Laking said to the

this (ool to stop his

interpreted, " he stick-a that thing in you,

sir, eef you no please go to hell."

Burr-Laking decided that this was not

the time for relying upon the support of the

British Empire. He sat down between

Guedala and the lift-girl and adopted a policy

of laissez faire.

An hour and ten minutes passed.

Perhaps you wonder why they didn't

stop the lift.

You see, the

Doob was a sove-

reign, and it was

wholly against

the principles of

the Hotel Exor-

bitant to thwart

the desires of

such people .

Short of burning

the place down,

any royal per-

sonage who de-

scended at the

Hotel Exorbitant

was free to in-

dulge his fancy

precisely as he

pleased. It all

went on the bill.

I don't think it

ever even oc-

curred to the

manager that he

could stop the lift

until he heard

Burr - Lakin g

shout, while he

plunged into the

view of those in

the hall for the

fifteenth time,

Ñ� i "Til "Don>t you

interpreter, htmly : ^ 1 ell dare to stop this

nonsense at once." thing, unless you

want your

licence cancelled ! " After that, of course,

there was no question of interfering with the

Doob's pleasures. The Colonial Office had

assumed responsibility. The manager spoke

a word or two in the ear of the police inspec-

tor, who with his men rapidly cleared the

hall of journalists, pickpockets, and others

who had no business to be there, while the

manager tactfully sent the fire brigade away.

The people who did have business to be in

the hotel soon got tired of the Doob and his

lift and used to the noise he was making.

They went back to their teas. The incident

was as good as overâ��for everyone but the

Doob, Burr-Laking, Guedala, and the lift-

girl. These persons continued to ascend and

descend for another hour or more to the accom-

paniment of the Doob's tremendous laughter.



37Â»

The Doob in Europe

1ST

Fortunately for the Doob's companions the lift continued to function admirably. I

tremble to think what might have happened had it stuck. He would probably have

impaled Burr-Laking and Guedala on his knife and eaten the lift-girl. She would only

have made about ten bites for him.

However, nothing of this sort occurred. The Doob's

volatile nature at last reasserted itself. He wearied

suddenly of his fun. His desires achieved a new

orientation. He stopped the lift, opened the gate, and

stepped into the hall.

" Bow wow," he observed.

' He say, sir," Guedala interpreted to Burr-Laking.

" he like-a to eat somethinks per'aps."

" Chow," said the Doob.

" An' dam' queek," said Guedala.

f ATURALLY Burr-Laking was broken over this

business. Somebody had to be, for the papers

next morning were awful, and the Colonial

Secretary had the bad time of his life during

questions. It was hard luck on Burr-Laking, of

course. If things had fallen out otherwise than they

did, he might easily have got an O.B.E. out of the

Doob's visit. But that's the way of the world. We

needn't worry about Burr-Laking. The British Em-

pire has no use for failures.

But I mustn't leave this matter here. That would

be to do a grave injustice to the Doob. I don't want

you to think him utterly volatile and incapable of

fixing his mind on anything whatever for more than

an hour or two.

So let me tell you that no sooner was he well fed

than the Doob returned to the lift of the Hotel

Exorbitant and indulged himself with a further

seven jubilant hours at the controlling handle.

Then he desired, quite suddenly, to sleep, and so

When the Doob steps into the cage, just after breakfast, and sends himself aloft upon his
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the other people in the hotel were at last

able to sleep also.

Next morning he announced to Guedala

his intention of buying the lift and asked

to know its price. As he owned, absolutely,

four hundred square miles of first-class rubber

forest, the Doob was in a position to satisfy

his whims. Guedala did not therefore try

to dissuade him from his purpose, but toid

him that he could, of course, arrange the

affair easily and that the lift could of course

be sent out to Africa at once.

But he was careful to point out that, if

this was done, the Doob would not be able

to amuse himself with h\s purchase while

he was in England. On the other hand, if

he waited to have it sent out to Africa until

he should depart for that country, a con-

siderable period must elapse, after his arrival

at Bwmembmwg, until the thing could be

put up, during which time he, the Doob,

must necessarily be deprived of its advan-

tages. The lift in question was, moreover,

Ð»Ð¿ integral part of a huge block of masonry,

which would cost an enormous sum both to

buy and dispatch to Bwmembmwg. What

the Doob wanted was a lift, not an hotel.

What Guedala therefore proposed was that

he should order for the Doob an entirely

new lift and have it sent out to Bmwembmwg,

there to be erected ready against its owner's

return. Thus not only would the Doob save

a great deal of money, but he would never,

except while he should be on the sea, be

without his chosen pastime.

It took Guedala over a week to introduce

these conceptions into the Doob's skull, but

he finally succeeded, and was instructed to

carry out the arrangement he had outlined.

This he did, making incidentally seven hun-

dred and fifty-three pounds two shillings and

eightpence commission.

As for the Doob, he remained in England

-intil he had word that his lift had been put

up in the compound of his palace. Then he

sailed for .-VÃrica, with his appetite for lift-

exercise quite unappeased by an almost

uninterrupted sojourn of three months in the

elevator of the Hotel Exorbitant.

The Royal Lift at Bmwembmwg is easily

the most remarkable structure of its kind

in the world. It completely dominates the

town of small mud huts from the middle of

which it rises. Three hundred feet high, its

slender scarlet shaft of, steel girders and lat-

tice work is visible for miles in every direction.

Not a soul in the country but regards it with a

lofty pride and a profound reverence. When

the Doob, attired in a frogged coat and

breeches of purple cloth, high patent-leather

boots, and a peaked cap upon which in gold

thread the words " Lift Attendant " have been

embroidered, steps into the cage, just after

breakfast, and sends himself aloft upon his

first journey for the day, there is always an im-

mense concourse of his subjects in attendance.

And while, all day long, they watch him rush-

ing up and down inside the lattice, their loyal

hearts swell with thankfulness to think that

they have a monarch so extremely civilized.

first journey fot the day, there is always an immense concourse of his subjects in attendance.
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PERPLEXITIES. By Henry E. Dudeney.

593.â��A CURIOUS END-GAME.

BLACK.â��4 Pieces.

WHITE.â��5 Pieces.

White to play rnd mate in four moves.

Tins i>osition occurs in a Chess story by W. A.

Ballantine, published in 1878. As a matter of fact,

I believe the pr. blems introduced into the tale were

the inventions of the late Sam Loyd. The example

given is not really difficult, but the subtle strategy

used to force the checkmate in only four moves will

be found very pleasing to the solver.

594.-THE FIRST " BOOMERANG " PUZZLE.

ONE of the most ancient forms of arithmetical puzzle

is that which I call the " Boomerang." Everybody

has been asked at some time or another to " Think

of a number," and, after going through some process

of private calculation, to state the result, when the

questioner promptly tells you the number you thought

of. There are hundreds of varieties of the puzzle.

A valued correspondent suggests to me that the oldest

recorded example is that given in the " Arithmetica "

of Nicomachus, who died about the year 120. He

tells you to think of any whole number between

I and 100, and then divide it successively by 3, 5.

and 7, telling him the remainder in each case. On

receiving this information he promptly discloses the

number you thought of. Can the reader discover a

simple method of mentally performing this feat ?

If not, he w:ll perhaps be interested in seeing how the

ancient mathematician did it.

595.-THE FIVE CARDS.

I HAVE five cards bearing the figures i. 3, 5, 7, and 9.

How ran I arrange them in a row so that the number

formed by the first pair multiplied by the number

formed by the last pair, with the central number

5

596.â��A CHARADE.

'TWAS dinner-time ; and on my whole

Some second had been laid.

My first, for her religion's sake, â�¢

Regretted that she could not take

My last, she smiling said.

Solutions to Laat Month's Puzzles.

588.â��CUTTING THE CHEESE

B C

MARK the mid points in B C, C H, H E, E F, F G,

and G B. Then insert the knife at the top and follow

the direction indicated by the dotted plane. Then

the two surfaces will each be a perfect hexagon, and

the piece on the right will, in perspective, resemble

Fig. 2.

589.-A CRITICAL VOTE.

THERE must have been 207 voters in all. At first

115 voted for the motion and 92 against, the majority

of 23 being just a quarter of 92. But when the u

who could not sit down were transferred to the other

side. 103 voted for the motion and 104 against. So it

was defeated bv one vote.

590.â��ANCIENT "FOX AND GEESE."

THE Geese, if skilfully played, should always win.

Strutt says that he had been told that certain players

had introduced a second Fox to try to equalize matters,

but the exact conditions of this variation are not

known.

591.-AN OLD ENIGMA.

A.D.â��A.M., ADAM, A dam, A damson, A dam.

592.-AN EXCEPTIONAL NUMBER.

13452. The successive numbers are i, 2, 3, 4, 5,

and 13 multiplied by 4 equals 52.

580.â��EXPLORING MOUNT NEVEREST.

A LARGE number of attempted solutions was received.

About twenty succeeded in correctly reducing the

number of days to 23*. The majority were a long

way out. A few claims were made for fewer than

23} days, but they were all based on tricks that were

actually, or in spirit, forbidden, such as dumping

only portions of the sealed boxes, making the man

take a long march fasting, or making him eat his

day's ration before starting, so as to earn- and dump

two rations. In the last case he would really be

carrying three rations,one inside and two on his back!

The straght march across desert can be reduced to

86 dav>.

' Shunting Problem " in our December article

in fourteen moves if we start with the

! and adopt the same method of procedure.
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" WE'RE READY, YOU KNOW," REMINDED CALEB.

"ALL RIGHT." THE GIRL PULLED HERSELF TOGETHER. "I'LL SAY,

'ONE, TWO, THREE, AND OFF!'"

'

et page 380.)
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MUSTARD-Ð Ð�Ð¢

Si HOME-SICK

T

I.

IHE Victor

Lomondhama

of this world

â��your gay-

galloping, gee-come-

up, go-hell-for-ginger

gentlemen of the

scarlet frock-coats, the

silky top-hats, and

the silky six-hundred-

pound thoroughbreds

â��may know a certain

amount about the sport and practice of fox-

hunting ; but, as a general rule, they know

precious little about the other inhabitants of

that particular section of the English country-

side which hunting-folk reverentially refer to

as " The Shires " : it being a far cry from

Lomondham Hall to the draughty " refresh-

ment-room " at the south-east corner of

Killton Parbury market-place, whitherâ��

while the " Middle Whites " squeal out their

porcine lungs and the pale-faced " Herefords "

low after their red and muzzled calvesâ��

"old" Farmer Thompson of Saxenham

Village betakes himself for a " lemon-and-

dash " or a " small port " with " young "

Farmer Starbuck of Little Overdine. Never-

theless, a certain mental similarity, a peculiar

leap-and-be-damned recklessness (call it, for

want of better term, the " sporting instinct "),

hides alike under Sir Victor Lomondham's

silky topper and under the curly-brimmed

" billycock " which on fox-hunting occasions

covers the shrewd head of Caleb Starbuck.

In proof whereofâ��and of various other

facts not entirely complimentary to the sex of

the grey mare, his grazing companionâ��my

friend Mustard-Pot gave me the outlines of

the tale which follows.

II.

" I WISH to goodness you'd leave off nagging,

I dad. If I don't want to marry either

of them, I sha'-n't marry either of them.

And if I want to marry someone else '

" Now you be quiet, girl."

" I won't be quiet, dad." Polly Belton,

admittedly the best-looking young woman

GILBERT

FRANKAU

GILBERT HOLIDAY

Ã�Y~ in Lomondham, and

reputedly the biggest

flirt between Copping-

ham and Killton Par-

bury, bit off the rest

of her retort just as

Maud, the maid-of-all-

work, in black gown

and white apron, came

bustling to clear the

farmhouse tea. And

even after Maud had

gone out, she kept

silenceâ��her square teeth hard on her squared

under-lip. - !â�¢-.<â�¢

Impartially surveying his last unmarried

daughter, .his newly:furnished parlour, the

lace curtains on the low latticed windows,

and the unblinking incandescent gas above

the plush tablecloth, Wren Belton allowed

himself the luxury of a little self-congratula-

tion. â�¢ It wasn't so badâ��he thought, dry-

shaving his plump chin with one hard hand

â��to start life on fourpence-a-clay wages and

attain, at the age of sixty, to the ownership

of three hundred good grazing acres, the

house, outbuildings, and beasts thereon, a few

thousand quid in the Bank, three prosperous

farmer sons-in-lawâ��and Polly. At which

last thought, Wren Belton's keen old eyes

ceased their self-congratulatory inspection ol

the parlour, and concentrated on the girl.

" Stubborn ! " he said'to himself. " That's

what she is. Tricky, too. Never quite know

what she's up to." All the same, Pollyâ��like

the gas, the plush tablecloth, and the lace

curtainsâ��represented something to be proud

of. She didn't look the daughter of a man

who'd started life on fourpence a day. Not

she ! in her smart brown tailored frock, with

her fair hair done " smooth as smooth," and

her slim, unroughened hands "all attended

to." Not she ! with her blue eyes and her

pointed nose and the way of speaking they'd

" learned her " in Rorkton.

" What time are you going to be home

from the meeting, dad ? " Polly's voiceâ��

not quite so aristocratic in timbre as Wren

Belton imagined itâ��interrupted her father's

ruminations.
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" Eleven o'clock, I should say. And I'll

have to be off now. You'd better keep Cale

and Sid till I Ret back ; there's one or two

things I want to talk with them about "

" Cale and Sid ? " The girl's blue eyes

panicked. " They aren't coming over, are

they ? "

" Surely." Wren Belton grinned. " I

met 'em both in Killton this morning."

" You iiirited them ? "

" No." Wren grinned again. " They in-

vited themselves. At least, when Cale asked

if he could come, Sid said he might be this

wayâ��he's got a new nag he wants to show

you."

" By moonlight, I suppose ? " Polly,

masking her annoyanceâ��for that Caleb

Starbuck and Sid Harrison should have

chosen to spend this evening, of all evcMiings

in the Christian era, at Lomondham Farm,

was so desperately annoying, so far, far worse

than merely " annoying," that she could

cheerfully have bitten her father's head offâ��

helped the old man to find his hat, hustled

him along the passage, through the kitchen,

across the yard, and into the trap which one

of the men had lit-up and harnessed-up before

going off, without uttering another syllable.

And the Polly Belton who, returning to the

house, made ready to receive her self-invited

guests continued preternaturally silent. She

arranged for cold supper to be served, Shire-

fashion, at nine o'clock ; she arranged a

whisky-decanter, two siphons of soda-water,

a bottle of port, and six glasses on the walnut

sideboard ; she arranged her fair hair so

that it curled either side her fair temples ;

and wondered, vaguely, how on earth she was

going to arrange various other things of far

greater importance.

MEANWHILE Sid Harrison and Caleb

Starbuck, having met quite fortui-

tously at the Saxenham-Overdine

cross-roads, trotted on together under the

April moon ; stopped for " just one " at

the Lomondham Arms ; clattered through

the cobbled yard ; stabled their nags by

match-light in the best of Wren Belton's

outbuildings ; and so arrived.

Rising to welcome the pair, Polly Belton

was aware that their meeting on the road

liad not improved their tempers. She noticed,

shaking hands with Caleb, that the genial red

orb of clean-shaven face which topped his

six-foot-one of tweed-trousered gianthood

inclined to sag at the mouth-corners, and

that his eyesâ��usually the clearest darkest

indigoâ��showed almost black under the up-

curved brown of the eyebrows. She said,

" Hallo, Cale. Take a drink if you're thirsty ";

and turned to shake hands with Sid.

Sidâ��she judgedâ��must have got the worst

of whatever spat had taken place. The little

flaxen-haired fellow in the well-cut breeches,

the high brown field-boots, the red waistcoat,

grey jacket, and peacock-blue tie seemed all

of a quiver. His tiny moustache bristled

above his rabbity mouth. His grey eyes

glinted furiously. His little bony handsâ��

as he splashed the soda into his glassâ��

trembled with suppressed annoyance.

" Slipper's not ready," she announced,

seating herself by the fire. " And it won't

be much of a supper when it is ready. Dad's

out, and won't be back till eleven." And

she added, " Have you two men been

quarrelling again ? "

" Quarrelling ? " Caleb brought his drink

to the plush-covered table ; lit his pipe, and

straddled a chair. " I haven't been quarrel-

ling. 1 only said "

" Oh, shut up, Cale ! " Sid Harrison took

a seat at the opposite end of the table ; and

glowered at his friend.

" It wasn't about me, 1 hope ? " asked the

'provocative Polly, who knew herself per-

fectly well, whatever the ostensible trouble

might be, for its underlying cause.

" No, it wasn't ! " snapped the little man.

" It wasn't about you at all. Though you're

certainly pretty enough to quarrel about."

Polly, forgetful of the expensive school at

Korkton, snapped back a terse, " Aw ! Don't

be soft, Sid " ; Caleb emitted a guffaw at

his rival's discomfiture ; and conversation

languished, till revived by Harrison, who

said :â��

" Did the dad tell you I'd bought a new

horse ? "

" Horse! " Caleb guffawed again. " Call

that big screw a horse ? Giraffe, more

likely."

" Better horse than any you'll ever have,"

interjected Sid, draining his glass.

Giraffe," repeated Cale, who was not

varied in repartee. " Wouldn't give you

six quid for him."

" Didn't ask you to, did I ?"

" He couldn't gallop a mile."

" That's what you thinkâ��he's better than

your old brood-mare."

" Brood-mare ! "

They spatted furiously for several minutes ;

and the girlâ��a strange look, a look that

betokened the dawn of an idea, in her blue

eyesâ��listened to them. Finally she rose

from her chair ; removed the empty tumblers,

set port and port-glasses between the dis-

putants, and poured out.

Now, it is a curious psychological fact that

the good grape of Oporto, especially when

tossed off at a gulp by meat-fed men of the

open air, reactsâ��unlike that artificial pro-

duct of the grain called " whisky "â��almost

on the instant of its imbibing. And this

psychological fact grew abundantly clear to

Polly Belton asâ��sipping delicately at her
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own one glassâ��she watched the effects of

their three-a-piece on Sid and Caleb.

Watching, she could almost see their

mentalities react to the rfiby stimulus.

Their eyesâ��Caleb's warm indigo and Sid's

cold greyâ��spoke the unmistakable language

of rustic courtship. Each, in his own chimb

clumsy way, was trying to express the same

sentiments : " Look here, Polly, old girlâ��

be a sportâ��you've kept me hanging about

long enoughâ��-let's get married and have

done with it." Alsoâ��and this came home

with some force to her vanityâ��it appeared

to the girl as though the pre-port hostility of

the two friends had almost disappeared.

Sidâ��she opinedâ��would resign her to Caleb

as complacently as Caleb would give her up

to Sid. All they really wanted was that she

should " be a sport " ; that she should let

them know once and for all whether she

would rather queen it over the stone Starbuck

farm-house in the village street of Saxenham

or the red-brick Harrison farm-house on the

slopes beyond Killton Parbury.

That she, Polly Belton, might be un-

decided about the housing problem, might

even have other plans for self-disposal, had

not apparently occurred to either of the two

menâ��whose labial conversation, as distinct

from the private conversations they were

carrying on with their eyesâ��had now veered

once again to the eternal subject of horse.

" You take it from me," pronounced Sid,

" when it comes to steeplechasing, never

back horsesâ��back jockeys." â�¢>

" Aw, jockeys ! " Caleb finished that third

glass. " Jockeys can't make bad horses

win."

" They can make good horses lose, though."

And Sid Harrison plunged into one of those

interminable racing yarns which begin :

" Well, now, talking of that," and never end

up at all. " A light-weight like myself,"

announced the little man in the middle of

his yarn, " a man that doesn't ride over nine

stone six "

Caleb, looking at Polly as though to say,

" And that's about all he does weigh, in case

you're thinking you'd prefer Mm to me,"

interrupted with a snort.

" Weight's nothing," snorted Caleb. "Now,

I ride over twelve stone, and what I say is

that ifâ��mind you, I'm only saying ifâ��if you

and me was jockeys why I'd back myself

against you across any country you like for

any money you like."

" Oh, you would, would you ? " inter-

rupted Harrisonâ��and he looked at Polly as

though to say : " Neat, that's me. I don't

go in for sizeâ��but I'm nippyâ��a nippy sort

of chap all round."

At this point, Polly Belton began to laugh.

At first, the laugh was purely intimateâ��the

kind of private smile which attends a sudden

and a heaven-sent thought. But as Cale

and Sid continued their public argument and

their covert glances, the laugh grew to a slow,

silent grin which dimpled her fire-flushed

cheeks ; and from a silent grin to a swift and

an audible chuckle.

" What's the joke, Polly ? " asked Cale.

" What are you laughing about ? " asked

Sid.

" Only about you men." The girl rose to

her feet and whipped the port-glasses off the

table. " You're all funnyâ��that's what you

are. Like children ! Always quarrelling !

First you quarrel about your horses'; then

you quarrel about your riding. I wonder

what you'll quarrel about nextâ��your girls,

I expect."

SHE made as if to go ; but Calebâ��rising

bulkily from his chairâ��restrained her.

" I'm not quarrelsome," began Caleb,

flushing to the eyebrows, " and I haven't

got another girl."

" No more have I." Sid, too, jumped up.

" And you know that perfectly well, Polly.

Except for you "

" Me ! " Wren Belton's daughter turned

on the pair of them. "I'm not your girl,

Sid. Nor yours either, Cale." And she

addedâ��that one ruby glasslet stimulating

her to unwonted genius : " Let me go and get

supper. I'm fed-up with the pair of youâ��

sitting here boasting about your cheap nags

and your rotten old riding. Racing ! " She

snapped the words in Caleb's face. " Fancy

a man like you talking about racing ! A fine

jockey you'd make, wouldn't you ? While

as for you, Sid"â��that " Sid " might have

been the back-lash of a hunting thongâ��

" everybody from here to Halifax knows that

Sid'11 ride three miles to a gate rather than

jump a couple of ditches."

For a full half-minute there intervened

between the three of them a tense and un-

comfortable silence ; broken at long last

by the simultaneous fury of Caleb's " I'd

make a better jock than you think," and

Sid's " So that's your opinion of my riding,

is it ?"

Followed another silence. Then Caleb

rampaged : " And what's more, if you don't

believe me, I'll race Sid here, or any other

man, Tom Sampey included, from Lomond-

ham to Coppingham and backâ��fair point-

to-point ridingâ��for any stake you care to

name " ; and Sid Harrison spluttered vin-

dictively : " I'll lay you twenty pound to

ten, Caleb, that my rotten cheap nag, as

Polly calls her, would beat your old cart-

horse over that course or any other."

Whereupon Polly Eelton said, sweetly :

" Well, you can't ride to Coppingham and

back at this time of night," and left the rest

in the hands of Fate.
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Fate, as usual, favoured the boldest

gambler. " I'll take your bet," snapped

Cale to Sid ; " and what's more, I'll race

you now."

" Now ? "

" Yes. Why not ? There's a moon, isn't

there ? "

Under normal circumstances Sid, who was

a cautious little fellow, no fonder of risking

his neck than the next man, would have

temporized ; but it seemed to himâ��looking

swiftly from Polly to his rival, and from his

rival back to Pollyâ��that the girl's eyes held

a promise. It was as though her eyes said,

" Look hereâ��you want me to be a sport.

Well, I'm being a sport. You beat Caleâ��

and I'll be Mrs. Harrison."

Wherefore Sid Harrison, of Killton Par-

bury, with a twirl of his infinitesimal mous-

tache, announced : " Done with â�¢ you ! "

picked up his hat and hunting-crop, and

marched for-the door.

III.

THEY cameâ��Cale boastful, Sid thqpght-

fully, and Polly Machiavellian, with

the hurricane-lampâ��across the cobbled

yard into the outbuilding. Here, tethered

casually among the horned \Yelsh cattle,

stood two saddle-horses : Cale's Lazybird, a

vast brown quadruped, with a mouth like

iron, the forehand of a thoroughbred, the

croup of a Clydesdale stallion, and hocks

which, had she belonged to anyone but a

sporting farmer with sporting fanner's luck,

would have broken down long before she

dropped the first of her three foals : and Sid

Harrison's newest acquisition, whom Polly,

as soon as the lamp-beams revealed him to

her astonished eyes, christened " The Yellow

Peril."

" Call him what you like," retorted the

little man ; " if he can't beat that old cart-

horse of Cale's I'm a Dutchman. Of course,"

hedging, " he must have been lying out all

winter.... I .mean, lie's not exactly in hard

condition.- Been pined, I expect."- â�¢

"Pined!" Polly,-treading.daintily over

the cow-litter, made a closer inspection of

the steed. 'â�¢' I should say so." Then,

curiously : .'.' Sid, where do you think he

was bred ?" ..

" Foreignerâ��by the look of him."

And indeed " foreign " was the only de-

scription which seemed to fit the bizarre

animal whoâ��as though conscious of being

under discussionâ��lifted a'disdainful head

to glance at his new master. This strange

animal's coat, shaggy as a bear's, was neither

grey nor roan nor chestnut, butâ��even as

Polly saidâ��yellow ; the dirty, discoloured

yellow of a butter-pat dropped in mud. '

His conditionâ��though the shagginess servedâ�¢'

to conceal the worst of the hollows at neck

and. rib-^revealed itself as starvation poor.

His points, in that uncertain light, the most

expert coper might have been forgiven for

misjudging.* But of his height at the shoulder

â��even in pitch-darknessâ��there could have

been neither doubt nor misjudgment. for

The Yellow Peril, to use Sid's own expres-

sion, " made a sixteen-hand horse look like

a Shetland pony."

'.'. Yesâ��he's foreign all right." Caleb,

busy untethering his Lazybird, guffawed

across the stalls. " Yankee circus-horse, I

should say. P'r'aps he'll lie down for Sid

to get mounted."

This gibe enraged Cale's opponent, and he,

too, began untetheringâ��a somewhat com-

plicated process, as The Yellow Peril, in

addition to a double bridle all of whose four

uncleaned reins had parted and been repaired

in various unexpected places, carried a cat's-

cradle arrangement of string, wire, 'and

leather which might, at some period of its.

career, have been a headstall, and, attached

to the headstall, a frayed head-rope. These

disentangled and more or less adjusted, Sid

tightened a mildewy leather girth, and

coaxed his steed into the yardâ��Caleb, whose

saddlery, if old, was perfectly presentable,

following at leisure.

Now, although a good car does the journey,

rid Uorkton, in fifteen easy-running mimites,

a straight gallop from Lomondham Village

to Coppingham Town, even in broad daylight

with hounds giving tongue ahead, is no

child's play ; for between the twoâ��its one

side steep as the Grand Canyon and its other

wooded as the forest of Dunsinaneâ��lies the

Vale of Screever. Polly, watching. Caleb

swing to saddle, thought of that Vaie mis-

givingly. " Perhaps I oughtn't to let them,"

she thought. " Men are such asses. Sup-

posing one of them breaks his neck !" But

to interfere at this late stage of the proceed-

' ings, quite apart from one's personal interest

in their continuance, seemed " -soft "â��as

" soft " as these two amateur jockeys.

" Come on, Sid," said Caleb Starbiick,

kicking at Lazybird's huge sides and hanging

on to Lazybird's iron mouth till she danced

like a skittish old woman on the yard

cobbles.

" Half a minute. Cale." The little man,

his natty felt hat barely showing above The

Yellow Peril's withers, was letting his. near

stirrup-leather out to the last hole as a pre-

liminary to climbing aboard ; and "The

Yellow Peril, utterly uninterested in the

proceedings, was nuzzling at Polly's shoulder.

" Half a minute ! Which way ar"e we

going ? "

" Dunno which way you're going "â��Caleb

made for the yard gates and leaned forward

to open them with his ashplantâ��" but I'm

going the shortestâ��through Big Field, over
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eyes, Polly christened him " The Yellow Peril."
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the brook, down Love Lane, and then across

country. When I get to Coppingham I'll

stop at the Crown for exactly five minutes.

If you're there, we'll have one before we start

back. If I've gone when you arrive, you

wait your five minutes, same as me." And to

Polly, " That's fair enough, isn't it ? "

" Fair enough, if you start level," retorted

Polly, watching Sid's vain efforts to find the

lowered iron with uplifted foot.

" Aw, I'll wait for him," guffawed Caleb ;

and he looked down at the girl's face, palely

attractive in moonlight, thinking, " I don't

believe she cares which of us wins."

Meanwhile Sid, despairing of orthodox

horsemanship, Itad coaxed his steed along-

side the kitchen steps, and thence, with a

gallant spring, mounted him. As his rival's

ashplant swung the yard gates wide he, too,

looking at Polly Befton, speculated whether

that very aloof young woman really cared

which of her suitors won this midnight

steeplechase.

" Rum go altogether," mused Sid Har-

rison through the ruby mists of the port.

" Can't remember for the life of me whether

she promised the winner anything or not.

Suppose she must have. Otherwise Cale

wouldn't be so keen on the business."

Whereupon, having readjusted his near iron,

he bunched his reins, ejaculated " Come up,

old skeleton." to the reluctant Peril, " You

start us, Polly," to the girl, and followed

Caleb on to the road.

For the last time, as she stood by the yard

gates of her father's farm, the two horse-

men moonlit in front of her and the out-

buildings shadowy behind, Polly Belton's

heart knew misgivings for the issue of the

night. Ijizybird, she felt, could be trusted,

unless Caleb did something more than

ordinarily reckless, not to give him a fall.

But the look of Sid's new purchase frightened

her. Perched on that titanic skeleton, Sid

might have been a child. She imagined the

horse bolting with him ; imagined the little

man shot headlong over those huge ears.

Not that there was anything to warrant

the idea of bolting in Yellow Peril's de-

meanour. Lazybird fidgeted a littleâ��her

head being set as though for home ; but the

other might have been some enormous sheep.

" We're ready, you know," reminded Caleb.

" All right." The girl pulled herself

together. "I'll say : One, two, three, and

Off."

" Never mind the One, two, three," re-

torted Sid. " Just you say ' Off,' and off

we'll go."

He hitched him*'"1 comfortaMtJ|i his

ancient saddle 1, his

air, his eyes on

" Off !"" call'â�¢ I,

brought his crop down with a welt on the

yellow steed's ribs Sid was aware of Caleb

shooting by at full gallop down the hard

high road.

Polly Helton listened till muffled hoof-

beats told her the pair were off the road,

through the open gate, and into Big Field.

Then she listened again, and, hearing a far

honk-honk on the Rorkton road, dashed

quick as lightning back into the farm, across

the kitchen, and upstairs to her own bed-

room.

IV.

NEITHER Lazybird nor the Peril (who.

in after years, became known from

one end of the Shires to the other as

" Vic Lomondham's Mustard-Pot ") had the

slightest intention, as they cantered head-

to-head over Big Field's moonlit ridge-and-

furrow, of racing. In vain Caleb's ashplant

beat at the mare ; in vain Sid's hunting-crop

beat at the horse. Half-way down the field

both mended their paces ; but the paces kept

them level. Moreover, possibly because the

night air had cooled their jockeys' ardour,

the path they took did not lead them to the

dangerousâ��though jumpableâ��Lomondham

Brook, but to the perfectly safe Lomondham

Ford, through which, slowing to a jig-jog,

they splashed side by side.

Beyond the ford, however, sport im-

proved, Caleb making for a remembered

hedge-gap into Love Lane, which Lazybird,

despite her curious hocks, jumped' big

enough ; and Sid, who followed over, losing

four lengths and both stirrups by reason of

The Peril's casual taking of the unseen ditch

on the far side.

" Come up, you brute ! " muttered Sid

Harrison, regaining his irons ; and the brute,

as though to indicate what he could do if he

made up his mind, abolished those four lost

lengths in as many seconds.

Side by side once more, and very nearly

at a gallopâ��for Lazybird, not to be outdone,

had answered The Peril's spurtâ��Polly's

suitors travelled Love Lane. Moon-light

and moon-shadows fretted the known hedge-

rows and the grass-going between to a path-

way of romance. Caleb's sporting blood

wanned with every stride of the mare. He

whooped to her as he rode, ' Forrard on,

forrard on, my beauty." But Sid Harrison's

cold blood was perpending topography.

They came to the end of the lane, and

Caleb, still whooping, took the North road

and the low hedge beyond the North road in

style. Looking back, he saw that Sid had

not followed him over ; and knew instinc-

tively the plan in Sid's mind. " He's

making for the bridle-road," thought Caleb.

" Two mile farther to go and six gates to

"IÂ»n. jy don't take a toss, I've got him

- n. IfcJ don't t;

k
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whacked." Lazy bird shied as a lame ewe

panicked after her twin lamblets, and put

on pace on towards the brow of the Vale.

Meantime, The Peril, resenting their separa-

tion, gave one vicious jerk at his rusty bit

and set off up the grass which fringes the

Great North Koad at a speed that gave his

unsuspecting jockey more than a hope of

victory. " Old Skeleton can gallop on if he

wants to," thought Sid Harrison.

By now his blood, too, was warming up.

George Somers, the Rorkton pork-butcher,

flashed by in his new Ford ; there was a girl

in the Ford ; and Sid, shouting, " Why don't

you kiss her, George ? " gave The Peril

another welt with his crop. The Peril

quickened again ; and Sid Harrison, swaying

as he sat, discovered that he must have

readjusted his near iron a hole too short.

" \Yhoa, will you ! " he demanded. " Whoa,

you fool ! "

SOME three hundred yards after the

giving of that command Mustard-Pot

â��to resume his rightful nameâ��thought

fit to obey it. The grip on his bit loosening

as Sid fiddled with the buckle, he dropped

his head and tore a mouthful of grass from

the roadside. Munching that grass, a far

sound cocked his saffron ears.

Sid Harrison, his leather adjusted to his

liking, prepared to resume the course. Sixty

yards away the pale-blue concave mirror of

the tarmac veered left from the first gate of

the bridle-road. Through that gate, Sid

knew, the way dropped slanting to the right

for a fair half-mile. He gathered up his

reins, trotted Mustard-Pot to the gateway,

clicked the handle open with his crop, nipped

through, and, halting for a moment to make

sure that the gate should swing to behind

him, cast one quick glance at the landscape.

At his right shoulder rode the full moon.

Directly below him the ground fell almost

sheer from the slanting bridle-track to where

Screever Village hid behind a screen of trees.

Beyond Screever Village the far slope uprose,

darkly wooded, to a luminous skyline.

Vaguely on that skyline the little man dis-

cerned the spire of Coppingham Church, and

to the left of that church spire a patch of

mysterious lemon-coloured radiance. For

the fraction of a second Sid speculated about

that mysterious radiance ; then, as the faint

drone of merry-go-round music caught his

attention, he remembered that it was the

last night of Coppingham Fair.

There followed on that trivial recollection

â��so swiftly that all the happenings seemed

oneâ��the metallic click of the gate-handle,

a twitching of Mustard-Pot's ears, an upward

jerk of Mustard-Pot's head, a snort of delight

from Mustard-Pot's nostrils, a wrench that

snapped the off curb-rein between Sid

Harrison's fingers, a joyous buck-jump that

revealed a foot of moonlight under Sid

Harrison's seat, and a plunging leap down the

bridle-road that landed the seat in question

slightly forward of the saddle-peak.

How Sid Harrison got back into the saddle,

Sid Harrison never knew. He realized only

that there was a gate ahead ; and that,

before they made it, this lunatic of a horse

must be stopped. But by the time he felt

his knees once more against the saddle-flaps,

the half-mile had become a quarter ; and

by the time that, wrenching frantically at the

off-reins to turn Mustard-Pot's outstretched

neck uphill and out of danger, he had dis-

covered the curb out of action, the five rails

of the gate showed white as Sid's face against

tlie darkness beyond.

He was too frightened to curse. What

strength he had ebbed down into his legs.

His legs dared not quit the saddle-flaps.

They clung, as the hands of a maniac cling,

to their one hope of safety. " God save us,"

thought the owner of those clinging legs.

The night air, whipping past, stung cold as

sleet. Vaguely, he knew himself fifty yards

from the gateâ��forty yardsâ��twenty. Then,

suddenly, he felt the pace check ; felt

Mustard-Pot balance himself in mid-gallop ;

saw the moon diving earthwards as Mustard-

Pot leaped for it ; heard, miles below him, a

sharp rap of steel on wood ; and realized,

deliriously, that Mustard-Pot had landed

safely anil was galloping on.

Beasts, great humps of horned velvet,

were cud-chewing on the far side of the gate.

One of them lay right across the bridle-road.

Mustard-Pot took that supine beast in his

stride. " Whoa," shrieked Mustard-Pot's

jockey. But the near snaffle-rein snapped

at the ring as Sid Harrison yanked on it ;

and now the horse had its way with the

man.

At the second gate, the man's hunting-crop

whizzed from his hand ; at the third, his

neat felt hat sailed splendidly from his head.

The broken reins flapped through his fingers.

He knew himself utterly powerless. He

wanted to fling himself off ; dared not.

Somehow, he re-bunched the fragmentary

reins, and a knotty something which instinct

informed him must be the loosened head-

rope, in his bridle-hand. His right, back-

ward-reaching, felt for and fastened on the

cantle. For now the road veered sharply

down the Vale ; and Mustard-Pot's four

hoofs seemed to leave the ground with every

stride.

Under those hoofs, stones fusilladed.

Sparks leaped from them. Their thunder

was the thunder of a battery at gun-fire.

Soon they found turf ; and the turf flew high

as a cavalryman's plume behind them. They

splintered the top-bar oÃ the fourth gate to
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matchwood, cleared the fifth with a foot to

spare, and cameâ��Sid still in the saddleâ��to

the last and the worst of the six.

It was through the bullfinch by that

gate that the astonished Caleb, taking it

easy down a field sheer as the walls of

Screever Castle, saw an enormous yellow

head followed by an enormous yellow body,

atop of which something monkey-like lay

almost prone, outshoot into the moonlight,

shake itself and standâ��for just so long as it

takes equine ears to catch the drone of a

steam calliopeâ��stock-still.

" Cale ! " gasped the monkey-like some-

thing. " Cale ! He's broke his reinsâ��stop

him ! "

" ' Ere! what's this ? What the devil's

this?" said the clown, seeing Mustard-Pot

ambling frantically after him, his teeth

bared for the seat of his pants. Sid had

come to no harm. He lay under a blaze

of lights on a bed of trampled sawdust.

But already, with another snort of delight,

a snort that struck terror to the heart of the

little man on his back, Mustard-Pot was off
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again. Caleb, who had half-turned Lazybird

at the gasped appeal, saw the pair bound past

him over the moleheaved turf, and waitedâ��

as folk wait on imminent catastrophesâ��for

the sickening crash of their downfall. .

No such crash cameâ��only the thudding of

hoofs on turf, and, very clearly above the

thudding, a mechanical drone of old-time

music. " Bill Baily," droned the, music,

" Bill Baily, won't you please come'horrfe.'^

Caleb turned the mare's head downhill

and did his best to proceed gingerly. Ahead

and below, almost at bottom of the field, he

could see the'saffron horse tearing maniacally

for Screever Village. Lazybird, too, saw

that horse ; and, her blood thrilling at the

sight of him, raked with her iron mouth at

the nickel bit. " Steady, old thing," coun-

selled Caleb, as she broke to a trot ; and

then, suddenly wise to the possibilities of

Mustard-Pot, " Hang it, we're not going to

be beaten."

Down the last slope of that field Lazybird

and her rider went like an avalanche. In

the moonlight, Gale's eyes were polished jet.

He had forgotten his wager, Polly, the Crown

at Coppingham, Sid's danger, his quarrel

with Sidâ��forgotten even-thing except the

one fact that he must overtake the horse and

the horseman ahead. Wherefore, " Yooi

over,", whooped Caleb, as his mare, sliding

on her tail for the last twenty yards, made

the timber at field-bottom and blundered

smashing through ; and " Forrard away "

howled Caleb, as his mare scattered, the new-

sown seed-beds of Screever allotments behind

her ill-shod hoofs ; and " Yooicks, yooicks,

yooicksâ��tally-ho," screamed Caleb as, ash-

planting his mare over a low cut-and-laid,

through a plantation, and on to the main

road, he caught a glimpse of Mustard-Pot

; galloping like the Devil untied up the one

and only street of Screever Village.

Sid Harrisonâ��at that particular momentâ��

didn't know whether, he was in Screever or in

Mesopotamia. He was conscious only of

windowsâ��two long blurs of lighted windows

which flashed past his either eye like express-

trains ; of these, and of his two hands, his

right gripping the cantle and his left a

combined bunch of flapping tackle, which

miraculously included the saddle-peak. Then

the two express-trains vanished ; a mad

moon played hide-and-seek with a mad

church-tower ; something tugged at the

tackle-bunch ; various things broke ; the

fingers of his left hand unclosed ; a raffle of

steel and leather which might have been a

double-bridle hit the road with a clink as

Mustard-Pot released himself from the last

of his head-gear ; a hedge fled under ; and

trees, large trees most horribly alive, whipped

at Sid's face with their thong-like twigs.

Caleb Starbuck took that particular hedge.
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the hedge into Screever Coverts, with his

heart between his teeth ; and nearly bit his

heart in two when Lazybird, pecking,

dabbed her nose among last year's leaves

and staggered to an even keel by the sheerest

miracle. Galloping on, up the narrowest of

overgrown rides, he wondered vaguely why

Sid hadn't been killed, whither Sid's horse

could be taking them, and whetherâ��when,

if ever, they got thereâ��Sid and his horse

would still be in each other's company.

Then the ride opened out, and he saw them

again. " Wonder what that animal could

do if he had a bit of corn in him, and a rider

on his back," thought the perspiring

Starbuck.

For Mustard-Pot, though his undipped

coat was sodden, still went strong. Uphill

he went, wheeling from ride to ride, his ears

cocked, his flag waving, the whole equine

heart of him in his eyes. Uphill beyond the

trees, two miles, a mile and a half, a mile

awayâ��Mustard-Pot knewâ��were lights and

music and a man. A man with a red-and-

white face who carried fruit in his pockets !

V.

CALEB STARBUCK, peering down the

ride over Lazybird's ears, was aware of

an open bridle-gate, and beyond the

bridle-gate of rolling fields across which a

phantom horse with a phantom rider hared

desperately towards a blur of lights. " Hang

it all ! " muttered Caleb Starbuck. " Hang

it all, I won't be beaten ! " He flogged once

at the mare ; and the mare, grunting, spurted.

The phantom horse came back to them.

Back and back under the moon. They

smashed through a low fence and saw himâ��

a hundred yards aheadâ��still carrying his

jockey gallantly. ' He's tiring, though,"

thought Caleb. For a moment a false crest

hid both horse and light blur from his view ;

then, topping the crest, he knew the blur of

light for a blazeâ��for the blaze of Coppingham

Fair.

Caleb, gathering Lazybird between his

knees, could hear the loud and brazen grind-

ing of the steam calliope. The calliope

stopped. He heard the shouts of tile merry-

makers and the shots from the shooting

galleries. Once more he thwacked Lazy-

bird's flanks with his ashplant. Now he

could see, a field away, the swing-boats rising

and falling and the riders on the merry-go-

round jerking fantastically to standstill on

their fantastic steeds, and above them,

balloon-like, the huge lit canvas top of the

circus tent.

But Caleb's ears were not for the shouts

of the merrymakers ; Caleb's eyes were not

for the swing-boats. His rival, his rival for

the hand and the heart of Polly Belton, was

well in view and just in earshot. " Sid,"

shouted Caleb, "Sidâ��I'll beat you yet!"

And at the shout actuality returned to the

dazed mind of Sidney Harrison, so that for a

second he, too, remembered Polly.

He was still on his horse, on this devilskin

of a bolting horse, bought for fifteen quid at

the Leicester Repository, which Polly had

christened The Yellow Peril. The horse had

neither bridle, head-collar, nor head-rope ;

but he had a mane. Sid's bridle-hand

abandoned the saddle-peak and grasped a

lock of that yellow mane. He leaned for-

ward. He shouted to his tiring steed,

' Boltâ��I'll teach you to bolt ! " and drove

hard with his heels at the sodden flanks.

The answer to that heel-drive nearly

flung Sid over Mustard-Pot's ears. Only

his right hand, still tenacious on the cantle,

saved him ; and, as his dazed eyes took in

his whereabouts, he wished, devoutly, that

the girth had parted and let him down. For

The Perilâ��so it seemed to Sidâ��had bolted

again ; and the canvases, the coco-nut shies,

fie lights, and the matchboard railings of

Coppingham Fair lay straight across his

path.

Even as Sid's mind fully realized this

horror, Lazybird drew level ; Caleb shouted,

" Pull up, you fool ! " and the steam calliope

burst hooting to melody. " Let 'em all

come ! " hooted the calliope; " let 'em all

come marching round to me."

And they cameâ��Lazybird, startled cut of

her equine wits by the blast of sound, rearing

and plunging against Caleb's curb-tugs ;

Mustard-Pot, unbridled, unaffrightf d his great

hocks working like pistons, steam spurting

from his outstretched nostrils, his lean neck

straight as a gun-barrel and his eyeballs

gleaming at the sight of homeâ��came like

lunatics, came like a cavalry charge, came

like thunderbolts into Coppingham Fair-

ground.

The rest was chaosâ��a chaos of splintering

matchboard and splitting canvas, of over-

turning booths and shrieking flappers, of

breaking bottles and clanging pans and

cursing hobbledehoys, of stampeding pony-

traps and stampeding motor-drivers ; a mad.

unimagined, unimaginable chaos, through

which, like an ice-ram through surface-ice,

the unaffrighted Mustard- Pot bored his

devastating way; while Lazybird, mad as

the moon-goddess herself, came kicking and

cow-kicking afterâ��till suddenly, so suddenly

that Sid Harrison's hand deserted the saviour

cantle, Mustard-Pot dug both forefeet into

the ground and stopped dead as mutton

among a maze of tent-pegs.

Caleb, wrenching Lazybird at last to her

haunches, saw his rival sail rocket-like

beyond those enormous ears ; saw his rival

disappear, head first, legs following, through

a screen of canvas ; knew the canvas for
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side of the circus-tent ; and watched,

too afnazed for action, while Mustard-Pot

tore at the canvas with anxious teeth, and,

having found the opening through which

his rider had sailed for pilot, followed

him in.

" Poor old Sid !" thought Caleb. " Poor

old Sid ! If he's come to harm, I'll never

forgive myself " ; and slipping from Lazy-

bird's drooping back, he rushed headlong

after Mustard Pot.

SID HARRISON, however, had come to

no corporeal harm. He lay, scarcely

stunned, under a blaze of lights on a

bed of trampled sawdust.

That much Caleb saw in a flash ; but the

rest of the pictureâ��for sweat blinded him

and his thumping heart blurred comprehen-

sionâ��was only revealed in sections : first,

a ring of astounded faces ; then a man in

full evening dress ; then a clown, a clown

with a scarlet countenance who ran for his

life, shouting, "'Ere ! What's this ? What the

devil's this ? " ; then Mustard-Pot, ambling

frantically after the clown, his teeth bared for

the seat of the clown's pants ; and, lastlyâ��

which section of the picture Sid's opening

optics also sawâ��Polly, Polly Belton, into

whose front-row stall the clown leaped for his

life, terrified out of her wits, her arms flung in

desperation round the neck of George Somers,

the pork-butcher of Rorkton.

VI.

AÂ»'D at that my friend Mustard-Pot ended

the tale ; and cantered away leaving the

grey mare, Silver Glory, to snuffle in my

receptive ears : ' Silly fellow ! That yarn

always upsets him. You see, it wasn't liis

circus, after all "â��a fact subsequently

confirmed to me, after the most tactful

inquiries, by the neat little fair-haired, blue-

eyed lady who dispenses far and wide

across' the Shires those pork-pies, hnms,

brawns, and sausages for which Rorkton is

so iustly famous. " Cale's wife had twins

last week," admitted Mrs. Somers, blushing

faintly, in answer to further questions, " and

Sid's married a London girl. He was always

a bit soft, was Sid."

But as to how far she actually planned to

get rid of her unwelcome suitors on the

evening when Mustard-Pot had his peculiar

attack of home-sirkuess, Wren Belton's

daughter did not enlighten me.

ACROSTICS.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC Xo. 100.

(Thf Second o/ the Serifs.)

HE stands for England : tin his day

Her greatest came and passed away.

1. The goal of those who would succeed.

'2. The basis of the Moslem's creed.

3. Tile grip that floors you like a shot.

4. The angle mangled by the Scot.

6. The place where mummers play their parts.

(1. The gift supreme in all the arts

7. The inmate of a changeless skin.

8. The prelude to symphonic din.

!>. The trappings of the royal power.

10. The magic of a witching hour.

11. The world-wide realm that joins to sing

With heart and voice : " (!od save the King ! "

EDI.

AnsverÂ» In Acrmttie Ð�Ð¾. 106 eliould be addrtssfd ta the

Acrostic Editar, THE STRAND MAGAZINE. Southampton

AVrpfÃ, Xtraml. London, W.C.2. and matt arrit'e Ð½Ð« later

OÃan by the fret post on Hay Wth.

To erery light one alifrnatiiv aneieer may bf aent, it

f/unild lie written at the side. At Ihr /mit n/ liis anewer ertry

tolvcr should writs hie pscvdorym and nothing dee. : .

ANSWER TO DOUBLE ACROSTIC Xo. 105.

THE flowers of spring that now appear

Tell us that summer, t(K>, is near.

1. The <>pi>osite of shallow take.

2. Good Â¡it addition is the snake.

:t. Fragile and weak. One letter goes.

4. Six feet, as every schoolboy knows,

fi. Protector he, in bygone day.

6. Act twice. The biid has pass<d away.

7. Goddess, of sunshine born and rain.

H. Length without breadth. There goes the train.

Ð£. The clothes wherein we are arraytd

Are fourâ��dull, diamond, heart, Â¡'.-ml spade.

PAX.

1. D ÐµÐµ P

2. A dde R

3. F ra I

'S. F r t ho M

5. Ð� live II

6. D Ã¶d O

7. I ri S

8. L in K

9. S Â« i t S

XoTES.â��Light 3. Frau. 5. Cromwell. 7. The rainbow.

Some of the lights of Xo. 103 lend themselves to other

answers, besides these intended by the writer. " Hi ey "

is accepted for the sixth, " Ice-floe " for the seo.ml. and

several words for the fourth.
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THROUGH LONDON

WITH THE WISH WAGON

Ð�? ON-Williamson

FEW

weeks ago

number

of authors

were asked to

tell in a "sym-

posium " what

was the book

of their hearts, the book which perhaps

they never would write, yet wished most of

all to write. 1 knew that the book of my

heart would be a book atout London : old,

old London, that smells of history as the

Thames smells of water and river weeds.

I was on a ship sailing away from London and

England to New York when I wrote that

answer. And thinking of London then I

seemed to see the town in a subtle and vivid

way, as 1 had never seen it before. My soul

had flown back, and jumped on board a

" wish wagon " which was waiting for me on

the shore.

Will you visit London with me, to-day, in

the Wish Wagon ?

Once I heard a woman complain that it

would take three days to " see London

thoroughly," whereas she'd 'â�¢ done Paris in

one." I sniffed snobbishly. But that was

before I discovered the Wish Wagon. I

sneered, because one could live in London

for years and not know it : the London (or

" Augusta ") of the Romans and Britons,

buried or sticking up in unexpected places ;

the London of the great kings and queens of

long ago, who could, with the stamp of a

royal foot, order a cathedral to be begun or

a dozen noble heads to be chopped off ;

the London of Shakespeare ; dear, spiteful

Pepys's London ; Dr. Johnson's dignified

London ; London of the dead poets, who

are more alive now than we ; Thackeray's

London ; Dickens's London ; the almost

uncountable Londons of yesterdays ;

Londons which have merged slowly, dreamily,

through fog and rain and silvery sunlight

into the gay and good, sad and bad, London

of to-day.

Well, the Wish Wagon can show us all

Londons in a day, without scamping or

scampering, for, you know, it travels as fast

as light.

We arrive in the morning. And we choose

(Author of " The Lightning Conductor." etc )

our morning.

It's Aprilâ��a

true - to - type

April, such as

Browning

meant when he

said, "Oh, to

be in England

now that April's there !" In Hyde Park

and far more lovable Kensington Gardens,

the May trees are rose-pink and snow-white.

The windows of the grand hotels, and the

smart houses of Mayfair where society lives,

display their flower-boxes for that well-nigh

immemorial pageant, the " London season."

But suppose we flash straight to the region

of the Strand, and the Embankment, and

Fleet Street ?

If you didn't know much about the history

of London you would see, as you raced from

the parks Strandwardâ��just a moving tide of

shark-like taxis, splendid motors, and huge

motor-buses (whose destination you can't

read because of the advertisements !), the

soft haze bringing out colours with startling

Leon Bakst effects. But if you did know

history, why, you would seeâ��well, the Tide

of Life flowing ; and you would thrill with

the knowledge that the London whither you

were bound hides more of the past, perhaps,

and links more bits of history together, than

does any other part of the old town.

In the Strandâ��a street once of palacesâ��

shops crowd one another, and so do streams

of Americans ; also English actors and

"actorines," hurrying where the big river

hurried long ago. The Americans are all

going to the Savoy, or the Cecil, or some other

big hotel : and the actors and " actorines "

are going to their agents. But take the

Savoy Hotel, just for instance ! Where it

stands now and flaunts its gay awnings stood

once the great palace built by Simon Mont-

fort, Earl of Leicester (who helped England to

get a Constitution) ; and later made more

splendid by Shakespeare's " Old John of

Gaunt, time-honoured Lancaster."

Fancy having your coffee and rolls only a

little above the level where King John of

France raged furiously as a prisoner, after

the battle of Poitiers, vowing vengeanceâ��

which he never got. But that was a little
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while before France and England understood

each other, wasn't it ? So it's pleasanter to

picture Chaucer and Froissart as guests there

â��not " paying guests," as some of us are

now !

Seeing the Savoy on this April morning,

it's almost too easy to realize how, when it

was a palace, the mob " sacked " it' (Wat

Tyler's mob, it was), playing " careless-

like " with barrels of gunpowder. I wonder

if the splendid things the wild men threw

into the Thames then were worth half the

pearls on the pretty ladies' necks to-day ?

Poor Savoy ! It lay in ruins then till

Henry VII. ran up a little hospital for the

poor. For the poor ! That might seem

funny in these times, when you're paying

your bill ! Of course, Queen Elizabeth got

hold of the place later, as she did of most

places she fancied in the brave days after

those dull ones spent fretting, as " Princess

Elizabeth " in the Tower.

As for huge Somerset House, where wills

are kept, and where one argues with pale,

firm men about income-tax, I think it must

ever have been a somewhat bleak if splendid

palace. Oliver Cromwell's body lay there

in stateâ��in a room where Henrietta Maria

had once danced a " masque." Another

shudder for Somerset House ! To say

nothing of the Roman baths and walled-in

Roman bodies which were found underneath.

It is quite cheering after all that to remember

how Peter the Great lodged in the neighbour-

hood when he was in London, learning about

shipyards and planning a new Russia. But

he was subject to nightmares and sweat-

ings." He must have had a prophetic soul

about his Russia ! Dear old Pepys, too,

lived just off the Strand, in Buckingham

Street ; and that wasn't far past the dazzling

days of the great nobles, when three hundred

watercourses ran between Palace Yard and

the Old Exchange. The pavement was com-

paratively new in his day, for it wasn't laid

till Henry VIII.'s reign ; and walking in the

crowded Strand now I chuckle to think how

" the road-bed was broken with thickets."

I suppose the only point in common between

Charles Lamb and Lord Beaconsfield was

that they both loved the Strand. Lamb

said : " Ã� often shed tears in the Strand for

fulness of joy at so much life " (in these days

the emotion isn't always joy /) ; and " Dizzy "

liked it better than " any street in Europe."

A curious tasteâ��when there were Piccadilly

and Pall Mall.

When Dizzy made his grandiloquent

remarks about the Strand he must have had

in mind also the dignified beauty of the

Adelphi, in the neighbourhood of whose site

(the Adelphi itself dates only from 1768) Real

People have never failed to congregate, from

tragic little Jane Grey, wonderful Walter

Raleigh, Francis Bacon (who was born in

York House), glove-selling-Anne Clarges (who

died Duchess of Albemarle), downâ��or upâ��

through the centuries to residents of tl.e

actual Adelphiâ��the Adam brothers, David

Garrick ; now beloved Barrie, and brilliant

Bernard Shaw. But, of course, it wasn't

the " Adelphi " till the Adam brothers built

Adelphi Terrace on the planâ��or thought

they didâ��of the Palace of Diocletian. We

all know that " Adelphi " means " brothers "

in Greek !

How history repeats itself in small ways

as well as big ! In old, old times the great

ladies who had lost money or were " bored

stiff " opened shops (as they do now) in

the New Exchange, or "Britain's Bourse,"

in the near Strand, and there were awful

scandals about the pretty shop-girls and

the " young fops." Such touches of nature

make us feel as if History were a sort of

" home from home " !

But don't forget, we must pass on to

St. Paul's Cathedral, just pausing at the

Temple. There's ' the sweetest, stillest spot

in London," or so think the doves. So

thought Dickens, too, and so think I. Let's

cut through a few labyrinthine old rabbit-

warrens and go along the Embankment for a

little way. We sha'n't mind missing the Law

Courtsâ��dreary thingsâ��shall we ? At the

Temple we can get back into the greyness of

busy Fleet Street if we choose, perhaps

slipping out of silence to noise through

Christopher Wren's noble gateway.

I love to recall that Dr. Johnson's beloved

Fleet Street was named after the tiny,

vanished river Fleet : but I don't wonder

the river vanished. It would. Ah ! but the

Thames is beautiful, gazed on from the

Embankment, and thought of from the

Embankment. It isn't difficult with just a

mustard-seed of imagination to picture the

magnificent velvet-draped and gilded barges

of Tudor and Plantagenet kings and queens :

wedding barges, judicial barges, funeral

barges, plying between Westminster and the

Tower. This stretch of the Thames is like an

artery between the brain andâ��no, not the

heart ! The Tower was never the heart,

though Westminster was always the brain, of

London. Let us sayâ��the spleen. When you

think of all the angry, wicked old deeds done

in the Tower, it seems quite appropriate to

call it London's spleen.

On a soft spring day like ours the river lies

a-dream ; and the wonderful reflections the

shining crystal holds so deep are part of the

dream become visible. You may or you

may not love the Houses of Parliament, and

you may think that the crack in a bell

harshens Big Ben's music ; but you can't

say that the great grey pile there, with its

towers, doesn't make as beautiful and exciting
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a dream as any river ever dreamed through

the ages !

That's only a thought, by the way. We'll

let the Wish Wagon wait (nobody'll see it :

it will interfere with no one) while we

wander through the Temple.

Though we've " parked " the Wish Wagon,

its magic is on us still, and we are able to

summon (as Aladdin summoned the Genie

of the Lamp) any Glorious Personage we need

to talk and walk

with us. In the

cool courts and

green gardens of

the Temple we

may summon

many Person-

ages ; not count-

ing the ancient

Knights Templar

who came, and

attracted the first

generation of

doves, in 1184.

We must have

Will Shake-

speare, of course.

No grey ghost of

Bacon, who is

welcome to haunt

his own Gray's

Inn, but glorious

Will himself who

illumined " this

realm, this Eng-

land " for as long

as sun and moon

may shine. Did

you know that

here in Middle

Temple Hall he

and his company

of players pre-

sented " Twelfth

Night " for Queen

Bess, and the hall

itself is one of

the finest bits of

her characteristic architecture in London-

town ? She was present at the play, of

course, with her red hair and her white

ruff high, her Maids of Honour smiling and

flirting, and her Favourite of the Moment

pretending to be interested in nobody save

his Queen. You may resurrect her, the

" Fairy Queen," seated at that great table

carved of wood from a wrecked ship of the

Armada.

But away with Queen Elizabeth ! We'll

meet her again, if not in the Temple. That

abode of silence in the midst of enormous

noise belongs really to less strident folk.

Let's go into the Temple Church, the loveliest

small church in Englandâ��perhaps in all the

Christopher Wren's noble

way to the Temple.

. Sptn't Ð� (Â¿ei>ei-al.

world. It was modelled after the church of

the Holy Sepulchre in Jerusalem, and might

be a chapel in the Palace of the Sleeping

Beauty, so lost, so still, so dream-dim it is,

with its dark marble knights who have lain

slumbering for eight centuries or more.

Even when the quaint lawyers of old sat

round the walls of the flint church (each on

his own bench with his own clients) those

knights were' already asleep in their dark

marble. And

they did not stir

when, through a

high-up, slit-like

window, a writh-

ing prisoner in a

coffin of a cell

had the grace

now and then of

hearing Mass.

I wish we

hadn't thought

of that prisoner,

es pecially as

there were many

of him. But

never mind. He

was abolished

long ago. And

it is sweet

rather than

sad to brood

in the

churchyard

over the

slab be-

n e a t h

which is

said to lie

the body

of Oliver

Goldsmith.

Why should

1 it be sad,

since his

soul talks

with ours ?

Charles

Lamb

hovers near,

too, for he

loved the

Temple

Church and

may have sprinkled flowers on that slab in the

churchyard. As for Dickensâ��but, we'd best go

out into the Fountain Court to find him. Do

you remember Tom Pinch, John Westlock, and

Ruth there ? I'm sure the doves remember.

They remember a great deal their ancestors

have told them, and retell it in cooing, as

poets tell stories in verse. Not everyone can

understand. But we can. And the doves

follow us to the Temple Gardens, whose

II
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Yes, despite the

iewelled look of the

windows, set in

white walls and

blue shadows that

rise from the

slabbed floor like

a tidal river ; de-

spite some beauti-

ful frescoes; despite

One of the architectural glories of Londonâ�� Middle Temple

Hall where Shakespeare and his company played

" Twelfth Night " before Queen Elizabeth, and where

still stands the table on which she used to sign State papers.

green peacefulness is so unsuspected from

the world outside. There we can repeat in a

whisper â�� oh, not louder ! â�� the words that

made those Gardens for ever famous :

Shakespeare's words describing the origin of

the \Yars of the Roses : â��

SUFFOLK .- Within the Temple Hall tve were loo loud :

The garden here is more convenient.

PLANTAGENET : Lei him that is a (rue-born gentleman,

And stands upon the honour of his

birth,

If he suppose that I have pleaded

truth.

From off this brier pluck a while rose

with me.

SOMERSET : Let him that is no coward, nor no flatterer,

Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with

me.

One is never hungry when travelling in

the Wish Wagon. One eats wishes, which

are restoring, and supposed to resemble

manna. But all the same, it would be a

pity to miss those quaint restaurants in the

City ! We're quite near. So after a look

through Guildhall, we lunch at the Guildhall

restaurant. You'd never have known it

existed if you hadn't been told. But you

won't forget it ! And now, it's really time

for St. Paul's Cathedral.

Ought I to confess that the idea of St.

Paul's and what it stands for are more to me

than the reality â�� the stone body of it ?

Vol. Ð«Ð�.-26.

the Whispering Gallery, and the strange sound

that murmurs for ever through the whole vast

building, a subdued roar as if from distant

seas, it is only the soul I love : the soul that

once animated sacred dust down in the

crypt : the soul that carried high those proud

if faded banners which mean England through

the Ages. You see, St. Paul'sâ��splendid as

it is in form and historyâ��doesn't appeal to

the heart as Westminster Abbey does. And

we're going to Westminster Abbey presently

â��after we've curdled our blood in the

Tower. Now, isn't it wonderful what you

ran do in a short time, without haste, when

you're in a Wish Wagon ?

Wre get a glimpse of London Bridge (no

historian, not the oldest, knows of a time

when there wasn't a bridge there), an eyeful
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of Billingsgate

Wharf, oldest of

all wharves and

smelliest, because

in Billingsgate

Market every kind

of fish is sold (in

these days there's

no slang there :

Bi lling-sgaters

pride themselves

on the elegance of

their language !) ;

we pass Love

Lane and Harp

Lane, and other

old streets whose

names are music

mixed with history; then there's Tower

Bridge, like a huge toy built for a Titan's

child ; there's All Hallows, Barking, a church

where wise ones go to " rub " old brasses ;

then the green oasis of Trinity Square, a

" garden of memories which no one remem-

bers." Butâ��well, perhaps it's pleasanter to

forget the public execution ground where

many great nobles, including the Protector

Somerset and the great Earl of Straftord, lost

their heads, or the places within the Tower

walls where queens and noble knights bowed

their heads of old ; and where in our war

daysâ��oh, we needn't bring up that !

I suppc*" could write volumes

(probably iVvâ��* Â«vÂ»> r>risoners

Fountain Court, in the Temple, at once brings to

mind Tom Pinch, John Westlock, and Ruth.

and the executions in the Tower of London

and on Tower Hill. The three English

queens should head the list (if you count

poor Jane Grey, who was called queen for the

wonder of nine days), and surely the fairest

flower ever broken there was of these three :

Anne Boleyn. As for Katherine Howard,

she may not be so popular, but her ghost is

more persistent. She still haunts the Tower

(as well as Hampton Court) crying out to

King Henry to hear her. On the death

anniversary her cries sound through the

moan of the wind over the Thames am! the

lap, lap of the dark tide. For a moment a

white figure trembles on the execution

ground ; and if the moon shines, there is seen

the shadow of an axe that falls â�� rises, and

is gone. Anne Boleyn 's ghost scorns the

Tower ! She hated it to the point of disgust

from the day she came from Greenwich by

water to the day she died, but loved Hampton

Court and the Garden there Henry made for

her, so it is to Hampton Court she chooses

to return.

Katherine Howard's ghost is not the only

noble one, however, that visits the Tower of

London, that ancient British, Roman, and

Saxon fortress ; Norman monument of

conquering William ; palace of Plantagenet

and Tudor kings, and grim State-prison to

this day. The little princes weep there

Cranmer prays ; Sir Walter Raleigh walks

Protector Somerset passes on his way to die

Essex is seen, handsome as in life ; Guy
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The Tower of Londonâ��and Traitors' Gateâ�� haunted by the ghosts of many famous figures.

PitÃ³loÂ«. Sport it General ttiui Ð¡Ð°Ñ�Ñ�-bttl.

Fawkes shrieks in the torture of the rack ;

Judge Jeffreys howls in the delirium tremens

\vhich (it's difficult not to be glad !) killed

him. But then, what can you expect of such

a place ? Think of the namesâ��enough to

lure back all the ghosts that ever anguished

in those dark dungeons ! The Outer Bail :

the Traitor's Gate : the Bloody Tower.

Oh, come, let's hurry and forget a few

things, in looking at the Crown Jewels.

Not that the Wakefield Tower itself is

cheerful. It must harbour droves of ghosts,

from the time of William Rufus to 1745 and

the Jacobite Rebellion. Still, the regalia

does brighten it a bit, and has done that bit

since 1856, when it occurred to Queen Victoria

â��or someoneâ��to keep the " Royal Head

Lights " there. " Uneasy lies the head that

â�¢wears a crown," indeed ! Look at this one,

the Imperial State Crown with four arches,

made for Queen Victoria's coronation and

altered for King Edward's ! But that isn't

all. There's King George's with eight arches ;

and so many other crowns and coronets that

presently you feel as if you had stared too

long at the sun, and were seeing baby suns.

Too bad that the Koh-i-Xoor is represented

merely by a model ; but there's the Black

Prince's ruby, which is so much older and

more thrilling. No wonder it attracted

Colonel Blood !

After the Tower of London, with its horrors

and its glories, everything else would be an

anti-climax, exceptâ��Westminster Abbey.

We'll go there, and give our souls a bath,

instead of lingering over the sights in between

as ordinary folk would have r.s do.

But we must arrive by one route or other.

Shall it be by way of Trafalgar Square ?

We don't need to stop at the National

Gallery, for our Wish Wagon can take us there

at any time, even through locked doors at

midnight when the pictures come out of

their frames and walk. All we want, on our

way to the Abbey, is to draw in another

deep breath of England's past and present

â��an out-of-dÃ¶ors breath and to be cheered

by the bronze lions. Lazy lions they seem,

crouched under the soaring Nelson column ;

lazy lions, never -regarding the small boys

who play by the sparkling water and may

be among England's sailors some day.

Westminster Abbey ! Sweet chimes wel-

come us. Under the blue sky the old, old

stones show the soft grey of a dove's breast,

ruffled with carvings instead of plumes. As
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you and I stand,

gazing up at the

noble North transept

with its pinnacled

buttresses and the

glory of its immense

Rose window, for an

instant we seem to

r,eeâ��as in a mirageâ��

the "Island of

Thorns " looming out

of mist-veiled

CHAUCER.

marshes, where

the skill and

above all the

faith of Eng-

land's earliest

architects dared

to found Eng-

land's greatest

religious monu-

ment. How won-

derful even those

beginningsof this

finished s p 1 e n-

dour must have

seemed, rising

firm as God 's

promises on that

one piece of solid

ground among

quicksands !

There ! If the

marshes weren't

" quicksands,"

please don't cor-

rect me. I don't

wish to know it.

What I should

like to know

aboutthe making

of the Abbey is,

whether the

monk - architects

had sense of

humour enough

to smile when they swept away a temple

of Apollo, just using such bits of it as came

in handy, to build their tribute to the

Christians' God ?

Probably they had a sense of humour,

because a sense of beauty often goes with it,

the humour giving mental balance and

preventing grotesque mistakes in life. Any-

how, monkish figures are* said to haunt the

oldest parts of this oldest Abbey, and I hope

they are those monks who had the first

inspiration. I should like them to know

some of the wonderful things that have

helped to make the music of the great poem

in stone which they began ; how, within

Poets' Corner in Westminster Abbey, in which Chaucer

and Spenser were the first two poets to be buried.

I'kilt. II. .V King.

those walls every king of England since

Harold (one can't count Edward V., who

never reigned) has been crowned ; how even

the Parliaments of early days met in this

Chapter House ; how no ceremonial that

concerns Britain can be worthily celebrated

save in the Abbeyâ��their Abbey ; and how

among the tombs of kings and queens are

those of men royal of mind, heart, or soul

who have served England, made her proud

or glad.

Oh, the beauty of those ancient tombs to

the left of the

mosaic - paved

Sanctuary, where

Sovereigns are

crowned ! That

one of Aveline.

Countess of Lan-

caster, and the

littlestatueat the

head of Aymer de

Valence ! But it

is the Po e t s'

Corner which

calls us away

from the beauty

of sculptured

knights and

ladies, and even

angels.

Going in by

the small en-

trance in the

South transept,

which seems

almost secret, as

if you alone had

discovered it. you

are close to Poets'

Corner. Only

two poets were

laid there at

first,Chaucer and

Spen ser, for

whose sake the

name " Poets '

â�¢'Ð£

Corner " was given.

But the welcome

spread and spread,

and other great ones

were made neigh-

bours of the poets

when they left this

earth to live among

the stars. 1 hear my-

self repeating in the

shadows there (it is

brighter as I look

up !), " Life would

not be worth living

for any of us if the

SPENSER.
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dead really died. It is the glory of the

deathless dead that lights our way."

At first glance the beauty of King Henry

VII.'s chapel stops our breath. The jewel

of England!

There are things

that try to be like

it in other places,

but nothing is

like it.

Compared t o

the chapel of

Edward the Con-

fessor, Henry

VII.'s tribute to

his religion is

newâ��begun only

in 1509, worked

out in Tudor-

Gothic, or by

magic. But it is

so beautiful, it

makes you feel

that the world

could never have

lived content

before its birth.

The stone of the

niched and sta-

tued walls and

the wonderful

fan - tracery

vaulting is not

mere stone. It

is Thought. The

ethereal effect is

unbelievable till

you've seen it.

The effigy of Charles II. â�� one of the Westminster

Waxworks. The figure of Nelson is visible on the

right and that of the Duke of Buckingham on the left.

rholo HariJ Weller

The light is mys-

teriously beauti-

ful, like the light

between moon-

set and dawn.

Then comes a shaft of sunshine, and the

columns with their fluted fans suddenly are

turned to sheaves of sacred lilies. You feel

that you can bear no more beauty. But

some musician is practising on the great

organ. It is the last touch. The music

lends perfume to the lilies and a sweet, sad

fragrance to the old Tudor roses.

Yes,'we were right to go to Westminster

Abbey precisely when we did. Its beauty

and hopefulness took the tragedies of the

Tower o'u t'of our minds and put us in tune

with the day again. Now just a rushâ��but

not an ordinary tourist rush !â��up the little

winding'- stairs to the Abbot Islip's Chapel,

to" see-" the Westminster Waxworks. They

aro famous, yet hardly anyone seems ever

to know about them. Funeral effigies they

were, perfpet copies of the dead. There is

Queen Elizabeth, rather ghastly and fantas-

tic : hair, costume, and all, intact since the

day when her prayer for " one moment of

time " was prayed in vain. King Charles

the Second, so patheticâ��with his large,

wistful dark glass eyesâ��that you could cry

over him ; Nelson

(though his wax-

work should be

at. St. Paul's,

where his body

lies) ; and others.

But those three

are the best,

worth walking

miles to see.

We, luckily,

needn't walk.

When we leave

the Abbey, the

Wish Wagon

takes us to

Whitehall â�� the

Museum, I mean.

And ' if ye have

tears, prepare to

shed them now!"

You may admire

Cromwell as a

strong and i list

man (/ do !) and

you may admit

that King Cha rÃes

the Martyr was,

to say the least,

trying, and ex-

tremely Stuart-

like. But you

can't, calmly, see

the long window

through which he

walked out on

to the scaffold

for all the world

to see. And the

Nelson relicsâ��to step a long way on in

historyâ��make you " bite your heart."

Little intimate things, almost part of his

so utterly human self. His small-looking

clothes. His purse, in which there was never

too much money. His last, loving letter

to Emma Hamilton : a bit of the Union

Jack that covered him on the Victory

when he lay dead, his sailors sobbing. You

could sob, too. So, to cheer yourself up,

do for goodness' sake hurry and look at that

fascinating model of the Battle of Waterloo.

Now there's Buckingham Palace, and

St. James's Square, and Pall Mali to glance

at, before you go on to old " Pickadil," which

was the first name of stately Piccadilly.

Of course, we ought to have seen queer old

Cheapside, and Holborn and Staple Inn,

that perfect row of Tudor houses in the

midst of comparative modernity. We should

have visited the other " Inns," too : Gray's
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and Lincoln's. But in a Wish

Wagon you mustn't be a slave

to routine. Just a glimpse of Pall

Mall, very dignified nowadays,

though it was named after a game

of skill, and forgetful of Xcll

Gwynne, who used to talk to King

Charles from her garden on a

terrace, he standing on a green

beneath. Perhaps the dignity began

when Gainsborough lived and

painted in Pall Mall, for rank and

fashion flocked to drink his tea and

see his pictures.

" Pickadil " comes next. Yes,

that was the name, early in the

seventeenth century, of the " busi-

est rich man's street in Europe "-

that runs from the top of the Hay-

market to Hyde Park Corner. Once

upon a time there was a famous

old " ordinary " which called itself

" Pickadil," because it was on

the hem or outskirts of London,

" Pickadil " in ancient diction-

aries meaning " the round hem

set about the skirt of a

garment."

Even though it's the

fashion to sneer at the

Royal Academy, and

say that each year's

pictures are duller than

the last, nevertheless

Burlington House is

the Royal Crown

Piccadilly, even

when Lord Bur-

lington was the

host of Handel,

and so many other

starlike geniuses

that his mansion

was known as

" Galaxy House."

Now shall we go

out of Piccadilly

by way of narrow,

brilliant Bond

Street, the Rue

de la Paix of

London ? Yes, but we

mustn't miss Regent

Street, with its fi n Ñ�

shops and gracious,

crescent curve. If we

did, poor Nash, who

built it as a speculation,

would not forgive us.

And Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð£, for the first

time in our wonderful day, we'll hurry a little,

because I have a special plan for sunset.

Chelsea is a long way, but we must be there

â�¢with the twilight ; you'll see why. And

of

as

between now and

then you must

wander a little

in Mayfair, the

Mayfair not of

fashionable to-

day, but Mayfair

of the past. That

is why I waited

till this hour.

Already there's a

dimness, a dream-

iness in the air.

It is like a curtain

â�¢which hides tired

slaves of society,

tearing about to

each- other's

houses, but

shows us people

of long ago:

Shelley walking

home to Half

Moon Street, his

head high.apoem

in the making

behind his eyes ;

Emma Hamilton

in great beauty,

alighting before

her door in

Clarges Street.

In Curzon Street

we'resure tomeet

Lord Beacons-

field; and Horace

Wai pole will be

strolling through

Berkeley Square.

There he goes,

past the most

famous haunted

house in London !

You remember,

B u 1 w e r wrote

of it.

At last, Chelsea, and sunset ! Carlyle's

house, Rossetti's house, the Royal

Hospital, the Chelsea pensioners,

pathetic and beautiful old soldier-

men. Then, the tree-shaded Chelsea

Embankment and the glass-smooth

Thames, as the sky grows red. It

is the red of a strange, burning rose ;

a dusky red ; and in the river

reflected lights go down like illu-

/; minated roots of magic plants. A

young crescent moon shines through

the pink haze, curved and white as

a baby's arm. Night falls. Wish

Wagons do not travel in the dark. We

must go home. Our signal has come. But

we have seen a few things ; just a few

that London has to show !

The histouc building

in Whitehall now

the United Service

Museum from

which Charles I.

walked on to the

scaffold.
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THE thing really started

in the Parkâ��at the

Marble Arch end,

where blighters of every descrip-

tion collect on Sunday afternoons and stand

on soap-boxes and make speeches. It isn't

often you'll find me there, but it so hap-

pened that on this particular Sabbath,

having a call to pay in Manchester Square,

I had taken a short cut through and found

myself right in the middle of it. On the

prompt side a gang of top-hatted birds were

starting an open-air missionary service ; on

the O.P. side an atheist was hauling up his

slacks with a good deal of vim, though

handicapped a bit by having no roof to his

mouth ; a chappie who wanted a hundred

million quid to finance him in a scheme for

solving the problem of perpetual motion was

playing to a thin house up left centre ; while

in front of me there stood a little group of

serious thinkers with a banner labelled

" Heralds Of The Red Dawn " ; and as I

came up one of the Heralds, a bearded egg

in a slouch hat and a tweed suit, was slipping

it into the Idle Rich with such breadth and

vigour that I paused for a moment to get an

earful. While I was standing there some-

body spoke to me.

" Mr. Wooster, surely ? "

Stout chappie. Couldn't place him for a

second. Then I got him. Bingo Little's

uncle, the one I had lunch with at the time

when young Bingo was in love with that

waitress at the Piccadilly bun-shop. No

wonder I hadn't recognized him at first.

When I had seen him last he had been a

rather sloppy old gentlemanâ��coming down

to lunch, I remember, in carpet slippers and

a velvet smoking-jacket ; whereas now

dapper simply wasn't the word. He abso-

lutely gleamed in the sunlight in a silk hat,

morning coat, lavender spats, and sponge-bag

ILLUSTRATED Ð�Ð£
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Dressy

trousers, as now worn,

to a degree.

"Oh, hallo!" I said.

" Going strong ? "

" I am in excellent health, I thank you.

And you ? "

" In the pink. Just been over in France

for a change of air. Got back the day before

yesterday. Seen anything of Bingo lately ? "

" Bingo ? "

" Your nephew."

" Oh, Richard ? No, not very recently.

Since my marriage a little coolness seems to

have sprung up."

" Sorry to hear that. So you've married

since I saw you, what ? Mrs. Little all

right ? "

" My wife is happily robust. Butâ��erâ��

not Mrs. Little. Since we last met a gracious

Sovereign has been pleased to bestow on me a

signal mark of his favour in the shape ofâ��

ahâ��a peerage. On the publication of the

last Honours List I became Lord Bittlesham."

" By Jove ! Really ? I say, heartiest

congratulations. That's the stuff to give the

troops, what ? Lord Bittlesham ?" I said.

" Why, you're the owner of Ocean Breeze."

" Yes. Marriage has enlarged my .horizon

in many directions. My wife is interested in

horse-racing, and I now maintain a small

stable. I understand that Ocean Breeze is

fancied, as I am told the expression is, for a

race which will take place at the end of the

month at Goodwood, the Duke of Richmond's

seat in Sussex."

" The Goodwood Cup. Rather ! I've got

my chemise on it for one."

" Indeed ? Well, I trust the animal will

justify your confidence. I know little of

these matters myself, but my wife tells me

that it is regarded in knowledgeable circles

as what I believe is termed a snip."

At this moment I suddenly noticed that

Copyright, 1922, by P. G. Wodehouse.
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the audience \vas gazing in our direction with

a good deal of interest, and I saw that the

bearded chappie was pointing at us.

" Yes, look at them ! Drink them in ! "

he was yelling, his voice rising above the

perpetual-motion fellow's and beating the

missionary service all to nothing. " There

you see two typical members of the class

which has down-trodden the poor for cen-

turies. Idlers ! Non-producers ! Look at

the tall, thin one with the face like a motor-

mascot. Has he ever done an honest day's

work in his life ? No ! A prowler, a trifler,

and a blood-sucker ! And I bet he still owes

his tailor for those trousers ! "

He seemed to me to be verging on the

personal, and I didn't think a lot of it. Old

Bittlesham, on the other hand, was pleased

and amused.

" A great gift of expression these fellows

have," he chuckled. " Very trenchant."

" And the fat one ! " proceeded the

chappie. " Don't miss him. Do you know

who that is ? That's Lord Bittlesham !

One of the worst. What has he ever done

except eat four square meals a day ? His

god is his belly, and he sacrifices burnt-

offerings to it till his eyes bubble. If you

opened that man now you would find enough

lunch to support ten working-class families

for a week."

" You know, that's rather well put," I

said, but the old boy didn't seem to see it.

He had turned a brightish magenta and was

bubbling like a kettle on the boil.

" Come away; Mr. Wooster," he said.

" I am the last man to oppose the right of

free speech, but I refuse to listen to this

vulgar abuse any longer."

We legged it with quiet dignity, the

chappie pursuing us with his foul innuendoes

to the last. Dashed embarrassing.

NEXT day I looked in at the club, and

found young Bingo in the smoking-

room.

" Hallo, Bingo," I said, toddling over to

his corner full of bonhomie, for I was glad to

see the "chump. " How's the boy ? "

" Jogging along."

" I saw your uncle yesterday."

Young Bingo unleashed a grin that split

his face in half.

" I know you did, you trifler. Well, sit

down, old thing, and suck a bit of blood.

How's the prowling these days ? "

" Good Lord ! You weren't there ! "

" Yes, I was."

" I didn't see you."

" Yes, you did. But perhaps you didn't

recognize me in the shrubbery."

" The shrubbery ? "

" The beard, my boy. Worth every penny

I .paid for it. Defies detection."

I goggled at him.

" I don't understand."

" It's a long story. Have a martini or a

small gore-and-soda, and I'll tell you all

about it. Before we start, give me your

honest opinion. Isn't she the most wonderful

girl you ever saw in your puff ? "

He had produced a photograph from

somewhere, like a conjurer taking a rabbit

out of a hat, and was waving it in front of me.

It appeared to be a female of sorts, all eyes

and teeth.

"Oh, great Scott!" I said. "Don't tell

me you're in love again."

He seemed aggrieved.

" What do you meanâ��again ? "

" Well, to my certain knowledge you've

been in love with at least half-a-dozen girls

since the spring, and it's only July now.

There was that waitress and Honoria Glossop

and "

" Oh, tush ! Not to say pish ! Those

girls ? Mere passing fancies. This is the

real thing."

" Where did you meet her ? "

" On top of a bus. Her name is Charlotte

Cordav Rowbotham."

" My God ! "

" It's not her fault, poor child. Her father

had her christened that because he's all for

the Revolution, and it seems that the original

Charlotte Corday used to go about stabbing

oppressors in their baths, which entitles her to

consideration and respect. You must meet

old Rowbotham, Bertie. A delightful chap.

Wants to massacre the bourgeoisie, sack Park

Lane, and disembowel the hereditary aris-

tocracy. Well, nothing could be fairer than

that, what ? But about Charlotte. We

were on top of the bus, and it started to rain.

I offered her my umbrella, and we chatted of

this and that. I fell in love and got her

address, and a couple of days later I bought

the beard and toddled round and met the

family."

" But why the beard ? "

" Well, she had told me all about her father

on the bus, and I saw that to get any footing

at all in the home I should have to join these

Red Dawn blighters ; and naturally, if I

was to make speeches in the Park, where at

anv moment I might run into a do/en people

I knew, something in the nature of a disguise

was indicated. So I bought the beard, and,

by love, old boy. I've become dashed

attached to the thing. When I take it off

to come in here, for instance, I feel absolutely

nude. It's done me a lot of good with oft

Rowbotham. He thinks I'm a Bolshevist of

sorts who has to go about disguised because

of the police. You really must meet old

Rowbotham, Bertie. I tell you what, are

you doing anything to-morrow afternoon ? "

' Nothing special. Why ? "
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" Good ! Then you can have us all to tea

at your flat. I had promised to take the

crowd to Lyons' Popular CafÃ© after a meeting

we're holding down in Lambeth, but I can

save money this way ; and, believe me,

laddie, nowadays, as far as I'm concerned, a

penny saved is a penny earned. My uncle

told you he'd got married ? "

- " Yes. And he said there was a coolness

between you."

" Coolness ? I'm down to zero. Ever

corpuscles. If he didn't spot me yesterday,

why should he spot me at Goodwood ? Well,

thanks for your cordial invitation for to-

morrow, old thing. \Ve shall be delighted to

accept. Do us well, laddie, and blessings

shall reward you. By the way, I may have

1 saw that the bearded chappie was pointing at us

" Yes, look at them ! Drink them in ! There you

see two typical members of the class which has

down-trodden the poor for centuries. '

since he married he's been launching out in

every direction and economizing on me. 1.

suppose that peerage cost the old devil the

deuce of a sum. Even baronetcies have gone

up frightfully nowadays, I'm told. And he's

started a racing-stable. By the way, put

your last collar-stud on Ocean Breeze for the

Goodwood Cup. It's a cert."

" I'm going to."

" It can't lose. I mean to win enough on

it to marry Charlotte with. You're going to

Goodwood, of course ? "

" Rather ! "

" So are we. We're holding a meeting on

Cup day just outside the paddock."

" But, I say, aren't you taking frightful

risks ? Your uncle's sure to be at Goodwood.

Suppose he spots you ? He'll be fed to the

gills if he finds out that you're the fellow who

ragged him in the Park."

" How the deuce is he to find out ? Use

your intelligence, you prowling inhaler of red

misled you by using the word ' tea.' Xone

of your wafer slices of bread-and-butter.

We're good trenchermen, we of the Revolu-

tion. What we shall require will lie some-

thing on the order of scrambled eggs, muffins,

jam, ham, cake, and sardines. Expect us

at five sharp."

" But, I say, I'm not quite sure "

" Yes, you are. Silly ass, don't you see

that this is going to do you a bit of good when

the Revolution breaks loose ? When you

see old Rowbotham sprinting up Piccadilly

with a dripping knife in each hand, you'll be

jolly thankful to be able to remind him that

he once ate your tea and shrimps. There

will be four of usâ��Charlotte, self, the old

man, and Comrade Butt. I suppose he will

insist on coming along."

" Who the devil's Comrade Butt ? "

" Did you notice a fellow standing on my

left in our little troupe yesterday ? Small,

shrivelled chap. Looks like a haddock with
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lung-trouble. That's Butt. My rival, dash

him. He's sort of semi-engaged to Charlotte

at the moment. Till I came along he was the

blue-eyed boy. He's got a voice like a fog-

horn, and old Rowbotham thinks a lot of

him. But, hang it, if I can't thoroughly

encompass this Butt and cut him out and

put him where he belongs among the discards

â��well, I'm not the man I was, that's all.

He may have a big voice, but he hasn't my

gift of expression. Thank heaven I was

once cox of my college boat. Well, I must

be pushing now. I say, you don't know-

how I could raise fifty quid somehow, do

you ? "

" Why don't you work ? "

" Work ? " said young Bingo, surprised.

" What, me ? No, I shall have to think of

some way. I must put at least fifty on

Ocean. Breeze. Well, see you to-morrow.

God bless you, old sort, and don't forget the

muffins."

1 DON'T know why, ever since I first knew

him at school, I should have felt a rummy

feeling of responsibility for young Bingo.

I mean to say, he's not my son (thank

goodness) or my brother or anything like

that. He's got absolutely no claim on me

at all, and yet a large-sized chunk of my

existence seems to be spent in fussing over

him like a bally old hen and hauling him

out of the soup. I suppose it must be some

rare beauty in my nature or something. At

any rate, this latest affair of his worried me.

He seemed to be doing his best to marry into

a family of pronounced loonies, and how the

deuce he thought he was going to support

even a mentally afflicted wife on nothing a

year beat me. Old Bittlesham was bound

to knock off his allowance if he did anything

of the sort ; and, with a fellow like young

Bingo, if you knocked off his allowance, you

might just as well hit him on the head with

an axe and make a clean job of it.

" Jeeves," I said, when I got home, " I'm

worried."

" Sir ? "

" About Mr. Little. I won't tell you about

it now, because he's bringing some friends of

his to tea to-morrow, and then you will be

able to judge for yourself. I want you to

observe closely, Jeeves, and form your

decision."

" Ven,' good, sir."

" And about the tea. Get in some muffins."

" Yes, sir."

" And some jam, ham, cake, scrambled

eggs, and five or six wagonloads of sar-

dines."

" Sardines, sir ? " said Jeeves, with a

shudder.

" Sardines."

There was an awkward pause.

" Don't blame me, Jeeves," I said. " It

isn't my fault."

" No, sir."

" Well, that's that."

" Yes, sir."

I could see the man was brooding tensely.

I'VE found, as a general rule in life, that

the things you think are going to be the

scaliest nearly always turn out not so

bad after all ; but it wasn't that way with

Bingo's tea-party. From the moment he

invited himself I felt that the thing was

going to be blue round the edges, and it was.

And I think the most gruesome part of the

whole affair was the fact that, for the first

time since I'd known him, I saw Jeeves

come very near to being rattled. I suppose

there's a chink in everyone's armour, and

young Bingo found Jeeves's right at the

drop of the flag when he breezed in with

six inches or so of brown beard hanging on

to his chin. I had forgotten to warn Jeeves

about the beard, and it came on him abso-

lutely out of a blue sky. I saw the man's

jaw drop, and he clutched at the table for

support. I don't blame him, mind you.

Few people have ever looked fouler than

young Bingo in the fungus. Jeeves paled a

little ; then the weakness passed and he

was himself again. But I could see that he

had been shaken.

Young Bingo was too busy introducing

the mob to take much notice. They were

a very â�¬3 collection. Comrade Butt looked

like one of the things that come out of dead

trees after the rain ; moth-eaten was the

word I should have used to describe old

Rowbotlmm ; and as for Charlotte, she

seemed to take me straight into another and

a dreadful world. It wasn't that she was

exactly bad-looking. In fact, if she had

knocked off starchy foods and done Swedish

'exercises for a bit, she might have been quite

tolerable. But there was too much of her.

Billowy curves. Well - nourished perhaps

expresses it best. And, while she may have

had a heart of gold, the thing you noticed

about her first was that she had a tooth of

gold. I knew that young Bingo, when in

form, could fall in love with practically any-

thing of the other sex ; but this time I

couldn't see any excuse for him at all.

" My friend Mr. Wooster," said Bingo,

completing the ceremonial.

Old Rowbotham looked at me and then

he looked round the room, and I could see

he wasn't particularly braced. There's

nothing of absolutely Oriental luxury about

the old flat, but I have managed to make

myself fairly comfortable, and I suppose

the surroundings jarred him a bit.

" Mr. Wooster ? " said old Rowbotham.

" May I say Comrade Wooster ? "
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I had forgotten to warn Jeeves about the beard, and it came on him absolutely out

of a blue sky.

' I beg your pardon ? "

" Are you of the movement ? "

" Wellâ��er "

" Do you yearn for the Revolution ? "

" Well, I don't know that I exactly yearn.

I mean to say, as far as I can make out, the

whole nub of the scheme seems to be to

massacre coves like me ; and I don't mind

owning I'm not frightfully keen on the idea."

" But I'm talking him round," said Bingo.

" I'm wrestling with him. A few more

treatments ought to do the trick."

Old Rowbotham looked at me a bit doubt-

fully.

" Comrade' Little has great eloquence," he

admitted.

" I think he talks something wonderful,"

said the girl, and young Bingo shot a glance

of such succulent devotion at her that I

reeled in my tracks. It seemed to depress

Comrade Butt a good deal too. He scowled

at the carpet and said something about

dancing on volcanoes.

" Tea is served, sir," said Jeeves.

" Tea, pa ! " said Charlotte, starting at

the word like the old war-horse who hears

the bugle ; and we got down to it.

Funny how one changes as the years roll on.

At school, I remember, I would cheerfully

have sold my soul for scrambled eggs and

sardines at five in the afternoon ; but some-

how, since reaching man's estate, 1 had

rather dropped out of the habit ; and I'm

bound to admit I was appalled to a goodish

extent at the way the sons and daughter of

the Revolution shoved their heads down and

went for the foodstuffs. Even Comrade

Butt cast off his gloom for a space and

immersed his whole being in scrambled eggs,

only coming to the surface at intervals to

grab another cup of tea. Presently the hot

water gave out, and I turned to Jeeves.

" More hot water."

" Very good, sir."

' ' Hey ! what's this ? What's this ? "

Old Rowbotham had lowered his cup and

was eyeing us sternly. He tapped Jeeves on

the shoulder. " No servility, my lad ; no

servility ! "

" I beg your pardon, sir ? "

' Don't call me ' sir.' Call me Comrade.

Do you know what you are, my lad ? You're

an obsolete relic of an exploded feudal

system."

" Very good, sir."

" If there's one thing that makes the blood

boil in my veins "

" Have another sardine," chipped in young



4<Ñ�Ð¾

Comrade Bingo

Bingoâ��the first sensible thing he'd done

since I had known him. Old Rowbotham

took three and dropped the subject, and

Jeeves drifted away. I could see by the

look of his back what he felt.

At last, just as I was beginning to feel

that it was going on for ever, the thing

finished. I woke up to find the party getting

ready to leave.

Sardines and about three quarts of tea had

mellowed old Rowbotham. There was quite a

genial look in his eye as he shook my hand.

" I must thank you for your hospitality,

Comrade Wooster," he said.

" Oh, not at all ! Only too glad "

" Hospitality ! " snorted the man Butt,

going off in my ear like a depth-charge.

He was scowling in a morose sort of manner

at young Bingo and the girl, who were

giggling together by the window. " I wonder

the food didn't turn to ashes in our mouths !

Eggs ! Muffins ! Sardines ! All wrung from

the bleeding lips of the starving poor ! "

" Oh, I say ! What a beastly idea ! "

" I will send you some literature on the

subject of the Cause," said old Rowbotham.

" And soon, I hope, we shall see you at one

of our little meetings."

Jeeves came in to clear away, and found

me sitting among the ruins. It was all

very well for Comrade Butt to knock the

food, but he had pretty well finished the

ham ; and if you had shoved the remainder

of the jam into the bleeding lips of the

starving poor it would hardly have made

them sticky.

" Well, Jeeves," I said, " how about it ? "

" I would prefer to express no opinion,

-sir."

" Jeeves, Mr. Little is in love with that

female." ,

So I gathered, sir. She was slapping him

in the passage."

I clutched my brow.

" Slapping him ? "

" Yes, sir. Roguishly."

" Great Scott ! I didn't know it had got

as far as that. How did Comrade Butt seem

to be taking it ? Or perhaps he didn't see ? "

" Yes, sir, he observed the entire proceed-

ings. He struck me as extremely jealous."

" I don't blame him. Jeeves, what are we

to do ? "

" I could not say, sir."

" It's a bit thick."

" Very much so, sir."

And that was all the consolation I got from

Jeeves.

I HAD promised to meet young Bingo next

day, to tell him what I thought of his

infernal Charlotte, and I was mooching

slowly up St. James's Street, trying to think

how the dickens I could explain to him.

without hurting his feelings, that I con-

sidered her one of the world's foulest, when

who should come toddling out of the Devon-

shire Club but old Bittlesham and Bingo

himself. I hurried on and overtook them.

" What-ho ! " I said.

The result of this simple greeting was a

bit of a shock. Old Bittlesham quivered

from head to foot like a poleaxed blanc-

mange. His eyes were popping and his face

had gone sort of greenish.

" Mr. Wooster ! " He seemed to recover

somewhat, as if I wasn't the worst thing

that could have happened to him. " You

gave me a severe start."

" Oh, sorry ! "

' My uncle," said young Bingo in a hushed,

bedside sort of voice, " isn't feeling quite

himself this morning. He's had a threatening

letter."

"I go in fear of my life," said old

Bittlesham.

' Threatening letter ? "

" Written," said old Bittlesham, '' in an

uneducated hand and couched in terms of

uncompromising menace. Mr. Wooster, do

you recall a sinister, bearded man who

assailed me in no measured terms in Hyde

Park last Sunday ? "

I jumped, and shot a look at young Bingo.

The only expression on his face was one of

grave, kindly concern.

" Whyâ��ahâ��yes," I said. " Bearded man.

Chap with a beard."

" Could you identify him, if necessary ? "

" Well, Iâ��erâ��how do you mean ? "

The fact is, Bertie," said Bingo, " we

think this man with the beard is at the

bottom of all this business. I happened to

be walking late last night through Pounceby

Gardens, where I'ncle Mortimer lives, and

as I was passing the house a fellow came

hurrying down the steps in a furtive sort

of way. Probably he had just been shoving

the letter in at the front door. I noticed

that he had a beard. I didn't think any

more of it, however, until this morning, when

Uncle Mortimer showed me the letter he had

received and told me about the chap in the

Park. I'm going to make inquiries."

" The police should be informed," said

Lord Bittlesham-.

" No," said young Bingo, firmly, 'â�¢ not at

this stage of the proceedings. It would

hamper me. Don't you worry, uncle; I

think I can track this fellow down. You

leave it all to me. I'll pop you into a

taxi now, and go. and talk it over with

Bertie."

" You're a good boy, Richard/' said old

Bittlesham, and we put him in a passing

cab and pushed off. I turned and looked

young Bingo squarely in the eyeball.

" Did you send that letter ?" I said.
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" Rather ! You ought to have seen it,

Bertie ! One of the best gent's ordinary

threatening letters I ever wrote."

' But where's the sense of it ? "

" Bertie, my lad," said Bingo, taking me

earnestly by the coat-sleeve, " I had an

excellent reason. Posterity may say of me

what it will, but one thing it can never sayâ��

that I have not a good solid business head.

Look here ! " He waved a bit of paper in

front of my eyes.

" Great Scott ! " It was a chequeâ��an

absolute, dashed cheque for fifty of the

best, signed Bittlesham and made out

to the order of R. Little. " What's that

for ? "

" Expenses," said Bingo, pouching it.

" You don't suppose an investigation like

this can be carried on for nothing, do you ?

I now proceed to the bank and startle them

into a fit with it. Later I edge round to

my bookie and put the entire sum on Ocean

Breeze. What you want in situations of

this kind, Bertie, is tact. If I had gone to

my uncle and asked him for fifty quid, would

I have got it ? No ! But by exercising

tact Oh ! by the way, what do you

think of Charlotte ? "

â�¢â�¢ Wellâ��er "

Young Bingo massaged my sleeve affec-

tionately.

" I know, old man, I know. Don't try

to find words. She bowled you over, eh ?

Left you speechless, what ? / know ! That's

the effect she has on everybody. Well, I

leave you here, laddie. Oh, before we partâ��

Butt ! What of Butt ? Nature's worst

blunder, don't you think ? "

" I must say I've seen cheerier souls."

" I think I've got him licked, Bertie.

Charlotte is coming to the Zoo with me this

afternoon. Alone. And later on to the

pictures. That looks like the beginning of

the end, what ? Well, toodle-oo, friend of

my youth. If you've nothing better to do

this morning, you might take a stroll along

Bond Street and be picking out a wedding

present."

I was appalled at the way the sons and daughter of the Revolution shoved their heads

down and went (or the foodstuffs.
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1LOST sight of Bingo after that. I left

messages a couple of times at the club,

asking him to ring me up, but they didn't

have any effect. I took it that he was too

busy to respond. The Sons of the Red Dawn

also passed out of my life, though Jeeves

told me he had met Comrade Butt one

evening and had a brief chat with him. He

reported Butt as gloomier than ever. In the

competition for the bulging Charlotte, Butt

had apparently gone right back in the

betting.

' Mr. Little would appear to have eclipsed

him entirely, sir," said Jeeves.

" Bad news, Jeeves; bad news ! "

" Yes, sir."

" I suppose what it amounts to, Jeeves,

is that, when young Bingo really takes his

coat off and starts in, there is no power of

God or man that can prevent him making a

chump of himself."

'â�¢ It would seem so, sir," said Jeeves.

Then Goodwood came along, and I dug

out the best suit and popped down.

I never know, when I'm telling a story,

whether to cut the thing down to plain facts

or whether to drool on and shove in a lot of

atmosphere and all that. I mean, many a

cove would no doubt edge into the final

spasm of this narrative with a long descrip-

tion of Goodwood, featuring the blue sky,

the rolling prospect, the joyous crowds of

pickpockets, and the parties of the second

part who were having tl.eir pockets picked,

andâ��in a word, what not. But better give

it a miss, I think. Even if I wanted to go

into details about the bally meeting I don't

think I'd have the heart to. The thing's too

recent. The anguish hasn't had time to pass.

You see, what happened was that Ocean

Breeze (curse him !) finished absolutely no-

where for the Cup. Believe me, nowhere.

These are the times that try men's souls.

It's never pleasant to be caught in the

machinery when a favourite comes un-

stitched, and in the case of this particular

dashed animal, one had come to look on the

running of the race as a pure formality, a

sort of quaint, old-world ceremony to be

gone through before one sauntered up to the

bookie and collected. I had wandered out

of the paddock to try and forget, when I

bumped into old Bittlesham : and he looked

so rattled and purple, and his eyes were

standing out of his head at such an angle,

that I simply pushed my hand out and shook

his in silence.

" Me, too," I said. " Me, too. How

much did you drop ? "

" Drop ? "

" On Ocean Breeze."

" I did not bet on Ocean Breeze."

" What ! You owned the favourite for

the Cup, and didn't back it ! "

" I never bet on horse-racing. It is

against my principles. I am told that the

animal failed to win the contest."

" Failed to win ! Why, he was so far

behind that he nearly came in first in the

next race."

" Tut ! " said old Bittlesham.

" Tut is right," I agreed. Then the

rumminess of the thing struck me. ' But

if you haven't dropped a parcel over the

race," I said, " why are you looking so

rattled ? "

" That fellow is here ! "

" What fellow ? "

That bearded man."

It will show you to what an extent the

iron had entered into my soul when I say

that this \vas the first time I had given a

thought to young Bingo. I suddenly remem-

bered now that he had told me he would be

at Goodwood.

' He is making an inflammatory speech

at this very moment, specifically directed

at me. Come ! Where that crowd is."

He lugged me along and, by using his weight

scientifically, got us into the front rank.

" Look ! Listen ! "

YOUNG Bingo was certainly tearing off

some ripe stuff. Inspired by the

agony of having put his little all on

a stumer that hadn't finished in the first

six, he was fairly letting himself go on

the subject of the blackness of the hearts

of plutocratic owners who allowed a trust-

ing public to imagine a horse was the

real goods when it couldn't trot the length

of its stable without getting its legs crossed

and sitting down to rest. He then went

on to draw what I'm bound to say was

a most moving picture of the ruin of a

working-man's home, due to this dishonesty.

He showed us the working-man, all optimism

and simple trust, believing every word he

read in the papers about Ocean Breeze's

form ; depriving his wife and children of

food in order to back the brute ; going with-

out beer so as to be able to cram an extra

bob on ; robbing the baby's n-.oney-box

with a hatpin on the eve of the race ; and

finally getting let down with a thud. Dashed

impressive it was. I could see old Row-

botham nodding his head gently, while poor

old Butt glowered at the speaker with ill-

concealed jealousy. The audience ate it.

" But what does Lord Bittlesham care,"

shouted Bingo, ' if the poor working-man

loses his hard-earned savings ? I tell you,

friends and comrades, you may talk, and you

may argue, and you may cheer, and you may

pass resolutions, but what you need is

Action ! Action ! The world won't be a

fit place for honest men to live in till -the

blood of Lord Bittlesham and his kind



P. G. Wodehouse

4Â°3

The policeman was shoving his way back through the crowd, with Bingo in his right

hand and Comrade Butt in his left.

flows in rivers down the gutters of Park

Lane ! "

Roars of approval from the populace,

most of whom, I suppose, had had their

little bit on blighted Ocean Breeze, and were

feeling it deeply. Old Bittlesham bounded

over to a large, sad policeman who was

watching the proceedings, and appeared to

be urging him to rally round. The police-

man pulled at his moustache, and smiled

gently, but that was as far as he seemed

inclined to go ; and old Bittlesham came

back to me, puffing not a little.

" It's monstrous ! The man definitely

threatens my personal safety, and that

policeman declines to interfere. Said it was

just talk. Talk ! It's monstrous ! "

" Absolutely," I said, but I can't say it

seemed to cheer him up much.

Comrade Butt had taken the centre of the

stage now. He had a voice like the Last

Trump, and you could hear every word he

said, but somehow he didn't seem to be

clicking. I suppose the fact was he was too

impersonal, if that's the word I want.

After Bingo's speech the audience was in

the mood for something a good deal snappier

than just general remarks about the Cause.

They had started to heckle the poor blighter

pretty freely when he stopped in the middle

of a sentence, and I saw that he was staring

at old Bittlesham.

The crowd thought he had dried up.

' Suck a lozenge," shouted someone.

Comrade Butt pulled himself together with

a jerk, and even from where I stood I could

see the nasty gleam in his eye.

" Ah," he yelled, " you may mock, com-

rades ; you may jeer and sneer ; and you

may scoff ; but let me tell you that the

movement is spreading every day and

every hour. Yes, even amongst the so-

called upper classes it's spreading. Perhaps

you'll believe me when I tell you that here

to-day on this very spot we have in our

little band one of our most earnest workers,

the nephew of that very Lord Bittlesham

whose name you were hooting but a moment

ago."

And before poor old Bingo had a notion of

what was up, he had reached out a hand and

grabbed the beard. It came off all in one
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piece, and, well as Bingo's speech had gone,

it was simply nothing compared with the

hit made by this bit of business. I heard

old Bittlesham give one short, sharp snort

of amazement at my side, and then any

remarks he may have made were drowned

in thunders of applause.

I'm bound to say that in this crisis young

Bingo acted with a good deal of decision

and character. To grab Comrade Butt by

the neck and try to twist his head off was

with him the work of a moment. But before

he could get any results the sad policeman,

brightening up like magic, had charged in,

and the next minute he was shoving his way

back through the crowd, with Bingo in his

right hand and Comrade Butt in his left.

" Let me pass, sir, please," he said,

civilly, as he came up against old Bittlesham,

who was blocking the gangway.

" Eh ? " said old Bittlesham, still dazed.

At the sound of his voice young Bingo

looked up quickly from under the shadow

of the policeman's right hand, and as he did

so all the .stuffing seemed to go out of him

with a rush. For an instant he drooped

like a bally lily, and then shuffled brokenly

on. His air was the air of a man who has

got it in the neck properly.

SOMETIMES when Jeeves has brought in

my morning tea and shoved it on the

table beside my bed, he drifts silently

from the room and leaves me to go to it :

at other, times he sort of shimmies respect-

fully in the middle of the carpet, and then

I know that he wants a word 'or two. On

the day after I had got back from Good-

wood I was lying on my back, staring at

the ceiling, when I noticed that he was still

in my midst.

"Oh, hallo," I said. "Yes ? "

" Mr Little called earlier in the morning,

sir."

" Oh, by Jove, what ? Did he tell you

about what happened ? "

" Yes, sir. It was in connection with that

that he wished to see you. He proposes to

retire to the country and remain there for

some little while."

" Dashed sensible."

" That was my opinion also, sir. There

was, however, a slight financial difficulty to

be overcome. I took the liberty of advancing

him ten pounds on your behalf to meet

current expenses. I trust that meets with

your approval, sir ? "

" Oh, of course. Take a tenner on the

dressing-table."

" Very good, sir."

" Jeeves," I said.

" Sir ? "

" What beats me is how the dickens the

thing happened. I mean, how did the

chappie Butt ever get to know who he

was ? "

Jeeves coughed. :

" There, sir, I fear I may have been some-

what to blame."

' You ? How ? "

" I fear I may carelessly have disclosed

Mr. Little's identity to Mr. Butt on the

occasion when I had that conversation with

him."

I sat up.

" What ! "

" Indeed, now that I recall the incident,

sir, I distinctly remember saying that Mr.

Little's work for the Cause really seemed to

me to deserve something in the nature of

public recognition. I greatly regret having

been the means of bringing about a tem-

porary estrangement between Mr. Little and

his lordship. And I am afraid there is

another aspect to the matter. I am also

responsible for the breaking off of relations

between Mr. Little and the young lady who

came to tea here."

I sat up again. It's a rummy thing, but

the silver lining had absolutely escaped my

notice till then.

" Do you mean to say it's off ? "

" Completely, sir. I gathered from Mr.

Little's remarks that his hopes in the direc-

tion may now be looked on as definitely

quenched. If there were no other obstacle,

the young lady's father, I am informed by

Mr. Little, now regards him as a spy and a

deceiver."

" Well, I'm dashed ! "

" I appear inadvertently to have caused

much trouble, sir."

" Jeeves ! " I said.

" Sir ? "

" How much money is there on the

dressing-table ? "

" In addition to the ten-pound note

which you instructed me to take, sir, there

are two five-pound notes, three one-pounds,

a ten-shillings, two half-crowns, a florin,

four shillings, a sixpence, and a halfpenny,

sir."

" Collar it all," I said. " You've earned

it."

(Next month: "The Great Sermon Handicap.")
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THE tramp

who plodded

at the roadjÂ«

edge was

aware of the car only

in time to leap aside

as it swished past

him, almost brush-

ing his elbow. It

was being driven at

an insane speed,

going like some

great canary-

coloured projectile,

and he had time

only to note that its

occupants were a

monocled youth at

the wheel and a

gaudy sort of girl at

his side, before it

took the bend ahead

almost on two wheels

and vanished. He stared after it with an

amaze that soured into resentment.

' The murderin' fools ! " he said aloud.

" Pity they don't break their bloomin'

necks ! "

He gathered up the curious contents of the

bundle he had let fall in his jump for safety,

muttering as he did so. He had found this

Kentish main road in general a kindly one ;

he had obtained lifts on homeward-bound

market-wagons, and food of a sort had been

plentiful. The canary-coloured car was an

outrage ; his anger was that of a man whose

clear rights have been infringed. He went

forward upon his way still breathing desultory

maledictions.

"Murderin' fools," he was repeating, as

his unhurrying feet brought him to the bend

about which the car had disappeared.

" Pair ofâ��â��"

He ceased abruptly ; there was no need

of further ill-wishing. A hundred yards

ahead of him, the car had left the road and

charged the ditch that ran beneath the high

hedge beside it, and now lay with its near-side

wheels crumpled under it, its screen a bristle

of shining splinters of glass, and the whole of

it a wreck and an ensign of disaster. Upon

the grassy bank of the hedge, the pinks and

yellows of the girl's attire lay in a tragic and

crumpled heap. As the tramp stared, there

arose to sight from the other side of the car

the overcoated figure of the fool who had

driven it, capless now, holding a handker-

chief to his face and steadying himself upon
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his feet with the

other hand upon a

mud-guard. He

seemed to be calling

out feebly and inar-

ticulately.

The tramp broke

into a run, and soon

reached the car. He

flung down his

bundle and stood

looking, at the un-

conscious figure of

the girl.

She lay on her

back, with her head

drooping downwards

toward the ditch,

cushioned upon the

gay - coloured rum

that had been her

hat. Upon the pallor

of her face the un-

changing pink of the cheeks and the hard

fixed bow of the mouth stood out like blood-

stains, giving to her stillness a very horrid

quality of death, and her ungloved hand, out-

stretched upon the grasses, was splayed as

though fixed in a last effort of defence. And

with it all there was, for the tramp, at any

rate, a special atrocity in the delicate and

pretty fashion of all her accoutrement, her

luxurious and costly-looking femininity, that

should have made her immune from these

violences. He looked across at the youth

with a savage face.

" Killed 'er, 'ave you ? " he said. " Well,

you'll be 'ung for it ! "

The youth, still pressing the handkerchief

to one side of his face, moaned weakly.

" 's my eye," he said, tremulously.

"Smashed my glass; ''fraid it's done for!

Here ! " He detached the hand by which

he held on to the car, fumbled at a pocket,

and managed to bring forth some loose

money. " Go 'n fetch doctor ! " he said.

" Go to blazes ! " snarled the tramp, and

bent to the girl.

He had no notion what to do with her.

She showed no obvious wound, but as he

raised her so as to lay her with her head

uppermost she weighed as lifeless as a shape

of stone upon his hands. There were puddles

of water in the ditch-bottom ; he soaked his

neck-cloth in one of these and squeezed it

upon her face. Trickles of mud ran here and

there and gave to her half-obliterated rouge

and powder a new and affrighting ghastliness.

by Perceval Gibbon,
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"Miss," he called to her. "'Ere, miss!

Open yer eyes iust a minute ! Can't you

'ear me, miss ? "

But Miss heard nothing. The tramp

looked up with a face in which a kind of

austerity had replaced all the savage anger

of a couple of minutes before.

" You've done it," he said. " The way

you was drivin' that carâ��murder's the only

name for it. What was sheâ��your wife ? "

Shaken, bruised, and wounded as he was,

the youth met the tramp's question with

a gape of utter astonishment. I

â�¢ Wife !" he said. "Wife! Her!"

And actually from under the red and

oozing handkerchief there sounded the

thin cackle of a laugh.

The tramp stared at him ; he was

genuinely and deeply shocked. He was

no )udge of the quality of a woman, but

he knew something about men, and it

seemed to him that while the girl to

whom he had been ministering was

pitiful and appealing, the youth who

laughed was merely vile and despicable.

Words gathered themselves within him

tumultuously.

BUT he was saved from the mighty

oratory that hovered on his lips.

Those broad and easy roads serve

many travellers, and from around the

bend there came the hum of an approach-

ing car. In a few seconds more it had

pulled up beside them, and the two men

it contained had sprung out.

' Hallo ! " exclaimed one of them.

' Bad smash, eh ? The lady's injured,

I'm aJraid."

The lady's dead ! " retorted the

tramp, vehemently. " An' 'e "â��with a

rigid finger pointing in fierce denuncia-

tionâ��" 'e did it ! Drivin' like a mad-

man, 'e was ! Nearly run over me,

quarter-mile back there."

The man who had spoken looked at

him in surprise, with a faintly super-

cilious cock to his well-shaped brows.

But he answered nothing, and suddenly

it was borne upon the tramp that these

two decent-appearing new arrivals would

discount any charges he brought against

the youth by his tatters, his uncouth speech,

and all his character of one who had no place

in their ordered world.

The youth, with his handkerchief still to his

face, was dribbling disjointed explanations.

" Tyre burst, I s'pose," he was saying.

" Broke my eyeglass in the smash ; 'fraid

I've lost my eye."

" Let's have a look ! " suggested the

second of the two newcomers, advancing

upon him, while the other knelt down beside

the girl. He had taken a flask from his

pocket, -and went to work to force some of

the contents between the slack lips. All of

them pointedly disregarded the tramp.

The man who worked over the girl looked

up at last.

" I say, Jack ! " he called. " I think we'd

better get 'em into your car and rush 'em

into Maidstone. The lady hereâ��I'm awfully

afraid " A shrug expressed the nature

of his fears.

The other

agreed. " Yes, an' this eye

" 1 he murdeiin' fools ! " he said aloud. " Pity

they don't break their bloomin' necks ! "

wants attending to pretty badly," he said.

" You hold the lady in the back seat, and

we two'll go in front."

And thus it was arranged. It was only

when they were all but ready to start that

the last speaker took indirect notice of the

presence of the tramp. His cool eye dwelt

on him appraisingly for a couple of moments ;

then :â��

" Better take the rugs an' things with us,"

he said. " No use leavin* them to be

stolen ! "

And when he had piled the movables

from the wreck into his own car, he drove on.
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" Well, I'm blowed ! " said the tramp,

as he stood alone beside the debris of the

canary-coloured car. " Murderâ��in broad

daylight' ! But who's goin' to believe me ? "

He was assured that no one would. He

had not even actually seen the accident take

place ; and the girl was almost certainly

dead, and, therefore, past bearing out his

testimony. He shrugged resignedly, and

stopped to gather up his bundle again. With

his hand upon it he paused, and remained

from the hollow of his grimed palm, which

set off and enhanced its look of useless and

lavish costliness.

" Diamonds ! " he gasped. " Gold an' dia-

monds ! Must 'ave ripped it off 'er when she

fell! Why, 'ere's 'undreds of pounds' worth!"

He turned it back and forth in his big,

blunt-ended fingers ; and suddenly, with

quick; furtive movements of the head, he

glanced about him lest anyone should be

watching. It was at that moment that the

stooping, staring at something that had

fallen among the weeds at the foot of the

bank.

" 'Ere ! " he said. " What's this ? "

He reached for it, picked it up, and rose

to examine it. It was a brooch, a pretty

thing made in the form of a lyre, such as a

woman might use to fasten a scarf across her

bosom. It twinkled up to his startled eyes

thing became his. a means towards plenty

and pleasure. He thrust it deep into his

pocket and took his bundle in hand.

His conscience troubled him not at all.

James Webb, from time to time deck-hand

on Thames barges, dock-labourer, Jack-of-

all-trades upon many water-sides, and now,

since the spring was fine and the summer

promised well, a tramp of the southern
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counties of England, \vas so little a thief in

the grain that he was genuinely unaware

that he was stealing at all. The girl was

dead, so she didn't own it ; she wasn't the

young fool's wife, so he didn't own it ; and,

anyhow, a thing picked up in the grass like

thatâ��it was a gift tossed to him by sheer

circumstance. Onlyâ��-it was a thing to

keep quiet about, lest it should be taken

away from him.

He arrived in Maidstone soon after noon.

A large policeman looked searchingly and

disapprovingly at him as he slouched past.

He saw the glance, and stiffened defensively,

as though the official eye could see through

the stuff of his warm corduroys to the

treasure in his pocket. He knew what he

wanted, and presently he found itâ��the plate-

glass front of the town's chief jeweller.

Most of the articles were ticketed with

their prices, but a few of the larger pieces,

set forth on pads of white velvet, were

unmarked. It was one of the latter that

gained his attention, a heart-shaped pendant

crusted with brilliants. Mentally he com-

pared it with the brooch in his pocket.

" Not 'arf as many diamonds nor yet not

such big ones. Wonder why they don't

stick the price on it ? "

For that was his purpose, to gain some

idea as to the value of his find ready for the

time when he should turn it into cash. He

frowned thoughtfully at the bright window,

and was suddenly aware of a dapper assistant

within watching him suspiciously through the

glass of the door. Upon a sudden impulse he

pointed with a finger to the diamond heart, and

beckoned the assistant forth with his head.

The assistant stared a moment, then

jerked open the door and stood upon the

threshold, eyeing him from head to foot.

" What d'you want ? " he demanded.

Webb again pointed to the little heart

behind the glass. " Mister," he inquired,

" what's the worth o' that heart-thing you

got there ? You ain't put no price on it."

" That ! You thinking of buying it ? "

queried the other.

" Not without knowin' the price, any'ow,"

retorted Webb.

The jeweller's shopman sniffed. ' Better

treat yourself to something cheaper, my

man," he said, loftily. "That heart is

worth "â��he hesitated, and decided to be

crushing while he was about it, and a big lie

costs no more than a little oneâ��" it's worth

a cool thousand pounds, that is ! Are you

sure you won't take a couple of 'em ? "

" Thousand " To the jeer Webb replied

nothing at all. He backed away from the

little shopman as though in fear. He backed

till he had reached the farther edge of the side-

walk ; then, with a last scared look at the

triumphant jester, he turned and blundered

on up the street. For he had believed

utterly. The capricious and unaccountable

fortune that will enrich a man one day and

undo him the next had singled him out for

this stupendous gift, and it frightened him.

He had an urgent need to look upon his

\vealth again. He found a quiet spot in a

big street and, with much precautions against

possible spies, he drew it forth. It was as

lie had thought ; it had many more and

much larger stones than the thousand-pound

heart ; altogether there was twice as much

of mere mass to it. It might even be worth

two thousand. He swore reverently as he

reflected upon it.

" But it'll take some gettin' rid of," he

warned himself. " Can't go into a pawnshop

like this an' ask 'em for thousands o" pounds.

Iâ��I got to get some different clo'es."

He surveyed himself and frowned in

thought. It was impossible plausibly to

connect the figure which he cut in his own

eyes with the Eldorado which beckoned to

him. Pawnshops, as he knew: them, were

the very homes and headquarters of suspicion

and distrust ; and he had no idea of how to

find the discreet dealers in stolen goods who

give a value for value and ask no questions.

" I got to get some different clo'es," he re-

peated to himself, and had a vision of himself

noblv clad, armoured against the doubts of

usurers, laying down his treasure confidently

upon a counter whence presently he picked

up its price in handful after handful oÃ

spendable money.

" An' that means gettin' a job," was his

conclusion. " Couple o' monthsâ��or p'r'aps

threeâ��ought to do it. Can't go an' miss a

chance like this 'ere ! "

He listed his meditative head ; his pro-

gramme was made. The blind brick walls

about him alone were witnesses to the

stiffening of resolution that ran through him

and made of the drooping tramp a man with

a direction and a purpose.

IT %vas !ate evening ere he completed the

journey on foot over the hill-road that

links Maidstone with Chatham ; his

instinct led him unerringly towards the

waterside now that work was in question.

And the same instinct, like that of a

homing bird, led him to a suitably mean

street and to a correspondingly unpreten-

tious public-house. In a stuffy little com-

partment not much bigger than a telephone

call-box he laid his bundle down and de-

manded beer and bread and cheese.

" Come far ? " asked the girl, who pushed

the tankard towards him, with perfunctory-

civility.

He nodded. " Walked over from Maid-

stone," he answered. Now that he was in

search of work there was no need to tell her
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more. She was a large and buxom girl,

with a mud and pleasant face and something

of directness and simplicity in her regard.

She picked up the shilling which he laid down

and moved towards the cash-register at the

back of the bar. , . â�¢

" Here ! Let's 'ave a look at that ! "

A harsh voice arrested her. Webb, lowering

his tankard at the sound of it, was aware of

a shirt-sleeved man behind the bar who held

out his hand for the shilling which he had just

paid over. He took the coin from the girl's

hand, examined it, and rang it twice on the

bar.

'' All right ! " he said then, restored it to

her, gave Webb a glance that seemed to

challenge him to make any comment on the

matter, and moved away.

11 What was all that ? " Webb asked the

girl when she returned with his change.

She gave a wry little smile. " There's a

lot o' bad money about lately," she said. " I

took a bad half crown this morningâ��at least,

he says it was me."

" Was it you ? " asked Webb.

" I don't know. But I know I got to

pay for it," she answered. " Either that or

pass it off on someone else. An', o' course,

I can't do that."

' But someone passed it on you," said

Webb.

She nodded, resignedly. '' That's what

he says," she answered. " But I couldn't

do that."

She spoke with such a tranquil conviction

that Webb had no reply. He did not

altogether understand, but he was impressed,

none the less. In her place he would have

seen no evil in passing on his loss to another ;

but he liked the steadfastness of honesty that

went so well with her quiet and patient eyes.

He had the good fortune to find employ-

ment the following morning. A wharf

extension was building, and before noon he

was one of a gang of men at work unloading

stone from a flotilla of lighters for the

construction. It was not easy nor agreeable

work ; the stuff had to be piled by hand into

barrows and taken ashore over plank gang-

ways-â��a day-long monotony of lifting and

hauling that tired his slackened muscles to

the utmost. The dinner-hour found him

already stiff and aching, with a powerful

inclination to leave the job and depart again

to the freedom and ease of the roads, the

variety and interest of tramping. But upon

rising that morning in the common lodging-

house where he had slept he had pinned the

brooch within the waistband of his trousers,

where a hand thrust through the belt could

feel its presence. He felt for it now, while

he sat upon a stone heap and ate the food he

had brought with him, and the touch of it

â�¢was sufficient to restore his resolution.

AÃD the end of the day also brought its

reward, in the sense of satisfaction

that in the fruit of a task accom-

plished and . also in the knowledge that

some sixth of a week's wages was earned

towards the achievement of his purpose.

He sat that evening in the general kitchen

of the lodging-house, his elbow upon the

table, his head in his hand, and reviewed

once more the prospect that opened before

him. Tramps, labourers, and the like were

busy about him with talk, and cooking ;

but he saw nothing of them. He was

gazing beyond them to where there moved,

against an indeterminate background, an

impressively clad figure to which all the

world was a buyable chattel. It rode

in cabs, it refreshed itself frequently, it

laboured not at all. It was comely and

clever ; it was himself as he would be.

He saw no more of the girl who had first

greeted him on his arrival in Chatham till

his wages had been paid him on the following

Saturday. His programme of thrift allowed

him little to spend upon mere indulgences,

but his days of work and his evenings in the

foul and noisy kitchen had left him a little

lonely, and he had a pressing need for a while

of companionship. The shabby little bar

seemed to him cosy and hospitable, and the

sight of the girl, large and serious and kindly,

gave him an odd sense of respite from the

rigour of his purpose. Moreover, the fact

that she recognized him warmed him with a

feeling of welcome.

" Found work ? " she inquired.

" Yes, I got a job," he answered. " I'll

likely be 'ere two or three months, now."

She smiled. She had a slow and kindly

smile that he found pleasant to see. " You'll

be in here sometimes, then ? " she suggested.

He nodded. " Sure to be," he agreed.

" Ain't got nowhere else to go. An' you ?

Been takin' any more bad money lately ? "

Her smile faded at that. " I don't know

how it "appens," she said, dolefully. " I'm

sure I'm as careful as I can be. But it keeps

comin' in. Another half-crown an' a two-

shillin'-pieceâ��an' I've got to make it good ! "

" It's a shame," said Webb, warmly.

" Must be some feller that's got you marked

down. Why don't you go to the police an'

'ave them put a detective on." ,

She sighed. " The landlord's done that

a'ready," she answered. " But it is a shame.

It isn't only that I got to lose by it ; but to

think there's a man like that goin' about !

It makes you sickâ��feedin' himself an' buyin'

his drinks with money that don't belong to

him ! Wouldn't you rather starve ? "

" I'd like to catch 'im," said Webb.

" That's what I'd like to do. He wouldn't

pass no more bad money for a bit, I'll bet.

But why should you 'ave to pay ? "
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She made a helpless gesture with her hands.

" It's that or get the sack," she said. " I

got five of 'em now that I've 'ad to pay for."

" Let's 'ave a look," he suggested.

She felt in her pocket and produced an

envelope and emptied its contents on the bar.

There were three half-crowns and two florins.

\Ycbb picked up one of the former and

examined it curiously.

" 'E's a clever workman, whoever 'e is,"

he commented. ''You could pass one o'

these on me any time an' I'd never know.

'Ardly anybody'd know. A man 'ud take it

an" go off an' spend it and not be any the

worse." He was watching her as he spoke ;

she only nodded regretfully. *' What you

goin' to do with 'em ? " he asked.

She shook her head. ' I don't know,"

she said. 'â�¢ Try an' put 'em where nobody'll

ever find 'em, I suppose.'

" Throw 'em in the river, perhaps," he

suggested, half-facetiously. " I'm workin'

down there ; 'ow'd you like me to take 'em

an' heave 'em in for you ? "

He had not imagined for an instant that

she would accept his offer, but to his astonish-

ment she smiled almost eagerly.

" Will you ? " she said. " Do ! Then

I'll know they can't do no more harm."

He stared at her. " You mean it ? " he

demanded.

She seemed not to understand. " 'Course

I mean it," she protested.

"Right!" said Webb. "I'll do it." And

he swept up those plausible tokens of value

and dropped them into his jacket-pocket.

IT was policy as well as a sense of humour

that prompted him in his manner of dis-

posing of them, for he was anxious that

she should have independent testimony that

he had really thrown them into the river.

The dinner-hour on Monday was reaching its

end and the men were sitting about among

the stone-heaps, smoking and awaiting the

summons to renew work. Webb, sitting

among them, dropped a hand to his trousers

pocket and brought out the coins and

inspected them as they lay in his hand.

" Hallo, Jim ! " called one of the others.

" Been robbin' a till or what ? "

The rest of them turned to look. Webb

smiled at them.

" Can any o' you fellers swim an' dive ? "

he asked. " 'Cos if so, I'll make it worth

your while."

" How ? " came the chorused query.

" Like this," lie answered, rising to his

feet. He took one of the half-crowns between

finger and thumb and held it forth for them

to see. Then, while they watched him

breathlessly, he flung the broad coin forth

over the water. It sparkled in a long arc

and hit the surface fifty yards away.

" What yer doin', yer fool ? " yelled some-

body. Webb grinned at him and a second

coin followed the first. " 'E's mad ! " cried

another, and rose as though to prevent him,

but the third and fourth coins went the way

of the others. He backed away from the

man who would restrain him.

" Only this left," he cried. " Pity to keep

it all by itself, ain't it ? " And tlie last of

the coins spun forth and plopped into the

river.

The men stared at him as he went back to

his seat upon the stones and resumed tiis

pipe. For every one of them, the sum he

had thrown away was considerable.

" Well ! " commented one, expelling a

deep breath. " Jim's mad, an' that's all

about it ! Or else 'e's come into a fortune."

Webb had his hands tucked into his belt ;

beneath the fingers of one lay the little

jewelled lyre. He smiled again.

If he wanted publicity for his disposal of

the coins he assuredly got it in the amplest

measure. By evening he was notorious

along the waterside ; and when, next morn-

ing, he offered the explanation of his action,

he was scarcely less famous. But when

next he visited the public-house the girl

greeted him with a smile of merry apprecia-

tion.

It came to be almost his only recreation,

the glass of beer and the hour of chat â�¢with

her across the bar in the intervals of her

service. Week followed week, and his visits

had the quality of ritual. The tale of his

savings grew ; he reached the point at which

he was able to calculate the date when he

would be able to leave the dull toil of his

employment and go to London to realize

upon his wealth. His resolution in this

respect had never faltered ; it was always

in London that he had glimpsed his gilded

future. Not even his genuine liking for the

girl could shake his determination to be

done with Chatham as soon as his plans

should be ripe. Twice again he threw away

base coins for her, and the fact of her fixed

and unalterable honesty, a quality as con-

stant in the make-up of her mind as the

shape of her features in the contours of her

face, became less marvellous to him.

The climax of their acquaintance came

one evening when he entered the little bar

to find no other customer there. " Evenin',

miss," he greeted, as usual, and ordered his

very modest drink. She smiled at him,- the

slowly-widening and friendly smile for which

he had come to look, filled his glass,

and set it down before him. He thrust a

ten-shilling note across in payment and she

turned to get change from the cash-register

behind her. At the same moment the shirt-

sleeved and pot-bellied landlord bustled to

the machine and began to work upon it.
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He took one oÃ the half-crowns between finger and thumb. " Can any o' you fellers swim

an' dive ? 'Cos, if so, I'll make it worth your while."
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" 'Ow much ? " he demanded, taking the

note from the girl. " Right ! " He struck

the appropriate key and handed her a little

pile of silver and coppers in return. She

passed it to \Vebh, who pocketed it and

leaned against the counter chatting, till it

was time to push his glass over to be

replenished. He paid for it this time with

a half-crown that he fished at random from

his pocket. And, as on the evening of his

first visit, the landlord intercepted the girl

and took the coin from her.

" 'Ere ! " he demanded suddenly of Webb.

"' What's this you're tryin' on ? "

He bounced the coin upon the bar ; it

rang as flat as lead. His little eyes were

savage as he glared at Webb.

" What yer talkin' about ? " retorted

Webb. " If it ain't good, that's your look

out. You give it me in my change for me

last drink. 1 'adn't no other 'arf-crown on

me ! "

The landlord pushed the coin over to him.

" You look out I don't call a p'liccman," he

threatened. " I 'anded out yer last change

meself, and there warn't no 'arf-crowns

among it. You pick up yer 'ome-madc

money an' pay for yer beer, will yer ? "

' I tell you I got it from you ! " insisted

Webb.

" Miss ! " The pot-bellied man turned

to where the girl stood behind him, looking

on and listening. Webb could no longer see

his face when he turned, nor the warning

and commanding wink with which he

prompted her. But over the bulging shoul-

der he could see her face and its trouble.

" Miss ! You 'anded 'im the change I

give yer," barked the fat man. " Speak up ;

you're witness there wasn't no 'arf-crown in

it, was there ?" . , - ^ v

She did not answer at first, but stood

nervously tangling her fingers before her.

" Speak up ! " ordered the'landlord. " Got

a tongue in yer 'ead, 'aven't-yer ? Tell 'im

there wasn't none ! "

There was another pause ; then she sighed.

" Yes, there was," she answered, in her

mild and steady voice.

The landlord swore, and she shrank back

from him. Webb laughed, but he was

thrilled, too. He knew he might safely

have counted upon it, but it was yet stimu-

lating and heart-warming to watch her un-

swerving truth at work.

" Now's the time to send for a policeman,"

he jeered. " Unless, p'r'aps, you'd like me

to fetch one."

The landlord gave him a ferocious look

and banged down a sound coin in place of

the imposture which yet lay on the bar.

" You'll clear out to-morrow, you will,"

lie rasped at the girl. " 'Ad enough o' your

tricks, I 'ave."

And he stamped his indignant way

towards his den of an office, and left them

together.

THEY stood, one to each side of the

pewter-topped counter, and looked at

each other. The girl's eyes were wet

with distress.

' Oh ! " she broke out. " What does he

want me to do things like that for ? It's

likeâ��it's likeâ��steah'n' ; I can't bear them.

An' now I've got to go, an' I don't know

what I'm goin' to do."

" Hush ! " said Webb. " It's my turn to

stand by you now. I never saw nobod\

like you. I don't believe you could do a

dirty thing if you tried. Supposin', nowâ��

supposin' you an' me was to fix up together !

I bin savin' money all the weeks I bin 'ere,

an' soon I'll 'ave moreâ��'eaps an' 'eaps

more. We'd go to London ; p'r'aps we c'd

even 'ave a pub of our own. What say ? "

She looked at him steadily. ' You mean

â��get married ? "

He nodded. Then, misreading her silence,

he leaned across the bar and, in tones little

louder than a whisper, he told her the story

of the accident on the Maidstone road, of his

find, of his plan and his prospects. And to

clinch his tale he fumbled within his waist-

band, pricked his finger on the pin of the

brooch, and managed to extract it. He

showed it to her, lying gleaming in the cup

of his hand.

' A thousand poundsâ��any'ow," he said.

" Thinkâ��a thousand pounds ! "

He heard her gasp, and looked quickly up

at her face. What he saw there made his

jaw drop.

" You ! " she breathed, in a sort of in-

credulity of horror. " Youâ��like all the

others ! And I did think you were decent

an' honest ! 1 was just goin' to "

She broke off abruptly.

" But what's the matter ? " he demanded.

" 'Tisn't as if I'd stole it. There it was,

lyin' in the grass for anybody to pick up.

An' the woman was dead."

She shook her head. " But it ain't

yours," she said. " You ought to have

taken it to the police-station. But to keep

it like that an' to ask me to come an' live on

itâ��oh, it's wrong, it's all wrong."

There was always that confident as-

surance, that trenchant discrimination

between clear right and clear wrong, in

her manner and voice. He was unutterably

abashed.

" Thenâ��then you won't "

She shook her head again. " I couldn't,"

she said, decidedly. " I'd rather starve,

an' I did think you would, too."

She turned away, and he, leaving his drink

untasted, turned in silence to the door.
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IT was twenty minutes later that a sturdy

young man in worn working clothes,

and with a face whose hard seriousness

imperfectly masked a certain trepidation,

made his way to the desk of the sergeant

on duty at the police-station.

" Well ? " inquired that officer, briefly.

For answ-er the young man slapped down

upon the desk a trinket that winked in the

electric light.

" 'Ad any inquiries 'bout this bein' lost ? "

he asked.

The stout sergeant examined it with

interest. " Where'd you get it ? " he said.

James Webb told him the story.

" Ah ! " said the sergeant. " An' you've

teen holdin' on to it in case a reward was

offered, eh ? You might 'ave got into trouble

over that, you know. 'Oweverâ��Billings ! "

A young constable came forward. The

sergeant handed him the brooch.

" Take that across the road to the jeweller's

an' ask 'em what they think of it."

James Webb was given the seat by the fire

vacated by Billings, and sat staring moodily

at the coals till the policeman returned and

dropped the brooch on the sergeant's desk.

" Well ? "

Billings grinned, with a sidelong glance

at the listening Webb.

" 'Ere ! " the landlord demanded suddenly of

Webb. " What's this you're tryin' on ? "

Â«He bounced the coin upon the bar ; it rang

as Rat as lead.

" Says he'll sell you them by the dozen

at ten shillings apiece."

Webb breathed deeply. Without a word

he took the brooch which the smiling ser-

geant handed to him, and went forth. He

passed slowly in the direction of the little inn.

" I'll get her to teach me that honesty

trick of 'ers," he said. " I cert'ny ain't no

good at the other thing ! "
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HOW TO MAKE

THE BEST OF LIFE

Arnold Bennett

Ã�.-TEMPERAMENT AND HABITS.

DEALING WITH THE TEMPERAMENT.

TO make the best of life it is

absolutely necessary to satisfy,

without over-indulging, your tem-

perament. This is the most im-

portant thing of all. Reason is excellent,

reason is admirable ; but it is not, and

should not be, the sole guide of life ; and

those wondrous persons who invariably act

according to the dictates of reason are usually

enormous bores, disagreeable, priggish, and

without imagination. Fortunately there are

very few of them.

To say that man is a reasoning animal is a

Reason and Temperament.

poetical extravagance. Man is sometimes a

reasoning animal. But he is a temperamental

animal all the time. He is born with a

certain temperament ; it never stops in-

fluencing him ; it is like the influence of the

wind or the tide on a ship, except that its

influence is always, always in the same

direction. No man can change his tempera-

ment, and scarcely any man succeeds in

modifying it in the slightest degree. When

you are born you are done for, in the matter

of temperament. The colour of your eyes

may alter, generally does ; but your tem-

perament won't. It will show itself in your

last breath. This

may be regrettable,

but it is so, and the

fact should be faced.

Arrange your exist-

ence, or let others

arrange it for you,

without fully con-

sulting your tem-

perament, and there

will be trouble.

Make an enemy of

your temperament,

and you will make

the worst of life.

The temperament is

bound to win, and

you will array the

forces of reason

against it in vain.

In such combats

reason is a bow-and-

arrow soldier and

temperament is a

tank. Therefore
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come to terms with

your temperament,

and however young

you are, and how-

ever wise and bald

and ponderous your

advisers, let no one

set you permanently

on a path to which

it objects.

By temperament

I mean the general

bent and character

of a man's vitality.

Some men are born

to command, others

â��and by far the

greater numberâ��to

obey. Some men

love responsibility;

the vast majority

of us hate it ; in

the late war there

were at least five

millions of armed

Britons who loathed

responsibility like

the pest, but that

was a temporary phenomenon. Some men

are passionate ; more are fishes. Some men

must have change, of place, of action, of

aim ; others desire only to do the same thing

at the same time every dayâ��the season-

ticket-holders of life. Some men prefer to

work alone, others prefer to be surrounded

by their fellows who are doing just what they

themselves are doing. Some men prefer not

to work at all. But beware of saying that a

man is temperamentally idle. It may happen

that a man is idle for years and then bursts

into a prolonged fever of activity ; and this

may be due to a change in his bodily

condition, or to the sudden victory of a

temperament that had been thwarted. Some

men are ambitious ; the majority are not.

And a good thing, too ! For a world full

of Napoleons would soon be a world full

of corpses and one Napoleon, who would

have no subjects except subjects for

dissection.

It is needless to give further examples of

different temperaments. I have suggested

some of the most striking contrasts in them.

There are hundreds more, and each reader

can find his own. Every temperament is a

paramount fact, exceeding and surpassing

reason. Must a man, then, yield himself

completely to his temperament ? Certainly

he must not. Although no lasting happiness

can be attained if the temperament is utterly

thwarted, on the other hand a total surrender

to temperament is likely to result in both

individual and general unhappiness. Per-

haps in a few cases the temperament is

However young you ate, and however wise and bald and ponderous

your advisers

wholly good ; perhaps in a few it is wholly

evil. But most temperaments have in them

the seeds of both good and evil.

Temperaments have to be checked, like

parliamentary majorities and other tyrants.

You cannot overthrow them at will, but you

can keep them in order, and the business of

the reasoning faculty is to keep them in

order. A man's temperament may urge him

to appropriate other people's property with-

out leave and without paying for it. He is

called a thief if he is poor, and she is called

a kleptomaniac if she is rich. The conse-

quences of not putting a curb on such a

temperament will be evil all round ; but

happily society takes this temperament in

hand, and, while the temperament is never

thereby altered, the natural results of it are

in a measure averted. The temperament

which urges its possessor always to give is

less fortunate ; society will not interfere with

it, and indeed it is encouraged in excess on all

sides and works much harm. But as a rule

the evil possibilities of a temperament are

perceived with some clearness by its possessor

and with more clearness by his friends ; and

reason has a fair chance of avoiding disastrous

and absolute defeat in the battle with its

powerful adversary.

The answer to the question : " How far

must a temperament be checked ?" is :

" You have got to judge for yourself."

All one may safely say is that a tem-

perament cannot be advantageously scotched

and it cannot advantageously be given

full liberty. Between these two extremes
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common sense must draw a line. Vague and

difficult advice, .you say ! Yes ! But life

itself is vague and difficult.

THE CHOICE OF A CAREER.

It is in the choice of a career that the first

great reckoning with temperament must

occur. Of this crisis in life two things are to

he said. It is of tremendous, overwhelming

importance ; and the difficulty of it can

scarcely be exaggerated. Frightful and

tragic mistakes are made ; yet the marvel

is not that the mistakes are so numerous, but

that they are so few. Neither the parent

nor the youth is properly qualified to give a

decision. Parents have a wonderful way of

forgetting how they felt when they were

young. Parents have also a wonderful way

of repeating the errors which their elders

committed in regard to themselves. Parents,

like other human beings, habitually mistake

inessentials. Almost certainly the youth,

like the parent, will be influenced by circum-

stances which facilitate the apprenticeship

to a career, regardless of the fact that in life

the early difficulties are trifles compared with

the later. The business of youth is to conquer

difficulties ; the business of age is to avoid

them. To shirk responsibilities in youth is

to create difficulties for age. It is a form of

cowardice. And whereas apprenticeship lasts

'only a few years, a baulked temperament

irritates day and night till tiie grave.

" I am a lawyer." says the parent. " I

have a good practice. You will succeed to

it. It is ready made for you. What in the

name of common sense is all this silly talk

about wanting to be an engineer ? I never

heard such rubbish."

Reason thinks it has vanquished tempera-

ment, but temperament is a vindictive and

satanic creature. It never really yields.

A thief if he is poor a kleptomaniac if she is rich.

their own preferences and desires for the

voice of omniscient wisdom. Parents seldom

study the psychology of their children.

Parents are apt to hold the singular belief

that they have conferred a benefit on their

children by bringing them into the world,

and that therefore their children owe them

aÃ®i sorts of heavy debts, including blind

obedience. It is no uncommon sight to see

a parent who has made a horrid mess of his

own life assuming quite blandly the role of

an autocratic Solomon to his son.

On the other hand, if parents know little

of youths, youths often know no more of

themselves. Their temperaments may not be

even half developed at the moment of the

choice, for not infrequently, since the method

of education may depend on the career

chosen, the choice must be made at an

extremely early age. Again, the youth may

accept a passing caprice for a permanent

temperamental bent. The chances are ten

to one that he is attracted by externals and

never forgives. It will have its revenge,

assuredly on the youth, possibly on both the

youth and the parent.

At.the root of many blunders, in the choice

of a career is the almost universal assumption

'that the youth is ambitious. I have already

said that the majority are not, but the state-

ment needs some explanation. Nearly all

decent youths think they are ambitious, and

they are encouraged in this notion by parents,

who are unable to believe that the progeny

which they have begotten and conceived is

not remarkable. And undoubtedly nearly all

decent youths would like to be brilliantly

successful, to stand out from their fellows,

to be rich and powerful, to command luxuries.

But there is a difference between this

vague longing, which comes and goes, and

which every one of us has felt, and the

continuous, urgent, acute desire to get on.

He who wishes the end wishes the means to

the end. The means to the realization of

ambition are initiative, enterprise, resource,
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Frightful and tragic mistakes are made.

tireless energy, invincible optimism, and

egotism. How many individuals genuinely

want to make the sacrifices and to expend the

energy required for the realization of am-

bition ? Exceedingly few. Ambition is like

seven devils with whips thrashing you

forward. It brings happiness only in so far

as it satisfies a temperamental instinct.

Those who are ambitious, and successfully so,

are not happier than those who satisfy their

temperaments in any other wav.

And yet parents will persuade youths, and

youths will persuade themselves, to launch

upon difficult and hazardous careers demand-

ing qualities which the said youths

obviously do not possessâ��simply

because of the delusion that to be

ambitious is necessarily laudable !

Too often a parent who himself has

not been successfully ambitious will

try, for egotistic reasons, to realize

an ambition vicariously through his

son, regardless of the son's tempera-

ment.

" I have failed. You must suc-

ceed."

The parent is applauded, and

unquestionably there is good in the

idea ; nevertheless, the parent may-

be committing a crime against the

son.

I agree that it is better to have

loved and lost than never to have

loved at all. But, though it is a

good thing to try, I do not agree

that it is a good thing to try for

that which you lack the machinery

to attain. Failure has consequences.

If nothing succeeds like success,

nothing fails like failure. Failure

may permanently injure the moral

of a man. It may render even

minor successes impossible in the

future Failure

should never be

carelessly risked, any

more than typhoid

fever. Nobody is

the same after it.

" Here is this fellow,"

you exclaim, " preaching

against ambition and

against trying ! Surely ambi-

tion ought to be encouraged ! "

No, I am not preaching against

â�¢ ambition or against trying.! I am

preaching against spurious ambition

and against trying in the wrong direction.

My only aim is to kill dangerous illusions.

As for discouraging ambition, it cannot be

done. Ambition will outâ��if there is enough

of it !

Fewer mistakes, with fewer suppressed or

expressed tragedies, would occur in the

choice of careers if the people chiefly con-

cernedâ��the youth and his advisers or his

autocratsâ��would begin by considering the

general qualities of the youth instead of the

advantages of any particular career. That

is to say, if they would argue from generals

to particulars and not from particulars to

generals. The great majority of youths

would do equally well, or equally badly, in

half-a-dozen different vocations, provided all

these vocations fall within a certain range.

If a youth shows an aptitude for retail trade

(a most fascinating affair), it doesn't matter

much whether he retails grocery, drapery,

Those who are ambitious, and successfully so, are

not happier than those who satisfy their tempera-

ments in any other way.
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tobacco and cigars, cutlery, or children's

toys. And if he has a childless uncle in the

drapery trade but manifests a leaning

towards grocery, then he will be well advised

to lean at once the other way towards

drapery ; his temperament will not be

thereby thwarted with fatal results.

If, on the other hand, the youth has an

itch for wandering, little notion of time, a

distaste for routine, a disgust for pen and

inkâ��(such deplorable persons do unfortu-

nately exist and occasionally, of course by

mere fluke, they build empires)â��then it is

perfectly futile to say to him :â��

. " Now your father is branch manager of

a bank ; your uncle is accountant in an

insurance office ; your godfather is a lim-

pet in Whitehall ; and your Aunt Lucy's

cousin has considerable influence in the

Tramways Department of the London

County Council. See what a fine choice

of careers for you ! Choose which ever you

fancy. We will leave you perfectly free to

pick."

You might as usefully leave him free to

kill himself by drowning, hanging, ball-

cartridge, or whisky. You and he must

positively first discover what his qualities

and what his defects are, and then afterwards

gaze around for

the vocations in

which the quali-

ties would help

towards success

and the defects

be relatively

harmless. And

you must rule

out all vocations,

however brilliant

and promising, in

which the quali-

ties of the youth

would be value-

less and the de-

fects disastrous.

There are two

sorts of cases,

one rare, the

other frequent, in

which the choice

gives rise to little

trouble. The

first is that of

the youth whose

' See what a fine choice of careers for you !

Choose which ever you fancy."

temperament is so powerfully inclined in a

particular direction that he knows infallibly

what he wants and takes care that every-

body else shall know it too. The choice

is made from the very start. Trouble of

course may arrive in giving effect to it ;

but however grave such trouble may be

the youth should count himself fortunate.

He has been blessed above his fellows. His

temperament simply refuses to be baulked,

and real failure cannot overtake him.

The second sort is that of the youth who

doesn't much mind what he is put to, since

he has no strong preferences and a tempera-

ment that is without intensity. This sort of

man abounds in the land and in all lands.

He does not live, but exists. He is not

unhappy. He is certainly far less unhappy

than the man who, possessing a marked

temperament, has not been able to humour

it, has made an enemy of it. But he knows

nothing of the deep, natural satisfactions of

the other man who is doing all the time

precisely the thing that he was born to do

and that he can do well. This man has the

tide with him and the wind, all the forces of

Nature with him, and he alone is genuinely

alive and making the best possible of life.

A WORD TO THE AMBITIOUS.

Strange as it may seem, the ambitious,

energetic man has a rather important lesson

to learn from the common person who

contentedly stays in the groove to which

destiny appointed him. Not one ambitious

man in a hundred ever learns this lesson or

even dreams in his arrogance that the fellow

over whose head he is climbing has anything

to teach him.

The ambitious

man seeks after

one of three

prizes, sometimes

after two of them,

sometimes after

all three : power,

money, know-

ledge. These

commodities take

a lot of getting.

Half a life, three-

quarters of a life,

may be consumed

in getting them.

The eyes of the

ambitious man

are therefore

fixed upon a dis-

taiit goal. His

gaze never leaves

the goal, and the

narrow, difficult

path leading up

to it. He be-

comes a man of one idea, which all his

activities must subserve. Time is precious ;

at first he dare not waste it ; then he

loses the desire to waste it ; finally he

hates to waste it and cannot bring him-

self to waste it. His habits are definitely

formed, and fixed habits are to wrought iron

â�¢what wrought iron is to putty. They can

be neither bent nor broken ; they develop
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into the prison-

cell of the man

who has formed

them.

He attains his

ambition ; per-

haps he is fifty

years of age ; he

may be fifty-five

or sixty. He is

incapable imme-

diately of believ-

ing that he has

attained it ; but

at length he does

realize the enor-

mous fact.

"I have ar-

rived !" he says

to himself, incredulous, and he has to

repeat and repeat : "I have arrived ! I

have arrived ! I have arrived ! "

Then he says to himself :â��

I wish to heaven my master

hadn't lost me."

The ambitious man says to himself: "I have arrived!"

" There is no longer any need for me to

toil as I have toiled, nor to confine my

interests as I have hitherto confined them.

1 will relax. I will enlarge my interests. I

will let myself go. I will catch

pleasure as it flies."

And, being a man of decision, he

retires to bed one night with the

firm resolution to start the new

life the next morning. And he

can't start the new life the next

morning. He is just like a dog

\vho has lost his master. His

master was the terrific induce-

ment to work. The inducement

has vanished. He thinks boldly :â��

" My master was a tyrant, gro-

tesquely addicted to discipline, cruel,

hard to please, with no real under-

standing of dogs. Good riddance

to him ! I am my own master

now. I will have a devil of a

time."

He wags a foolish tail, trots

aimlessly here and there, sees and

smells nothing of exciting interest,

is disillusioned, drops off to sleep

in the roadway, and has a narrow

escape of being killed by a motor-

car. At last he thinks :â��

" I wish to heaven my master

hadn't lost me," and falls to

envying all the other dogs who are

following obediently at the heels

of cruel tyrants.

The common world beholds the

victim of great success and ex-

claims :â��

" This man has attained all that

he wanted. He wears a grim

face. Why is he not uproariously

happy ? "

And well may the common world

ask the question ! The answer, how-

ever, is easy. The man is not happy
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He avoids women

because, having disposed of his object in

life, he has no other genuine interests,

and because he is the slave of his austere

habitsâ��habits not only of action but of

thought. For half a century he has been

living in the future ; now he would live in

the present and cannot. For half a century

he has eschewed the common world ; now

he would rejoin the mass of mankind, but

finds that he is out of touch with it.

His existence is drawing inexorably to

a close. Nobody can say that he has

wasted it, or that he has not had the

immense satisfactions that spring from the

full and successful exercise of unusually fine

faculties.

But has he made the best of life ? The

proof that he has not is clear enough in the

simple fact that his chief sensation is a feeling

of disappointment. He has lived, and lived

intensely, yet the cry in his heart is :â��

' I want to begin to live, and somehow I

can't."

He has lived intensely, but not fully. He

has spent two-thirds of his life in making

himself what amounts to a monomaniac, and

the impossibility of undoing that sinister

work desolates and dejects him.

There is more in life than the successful

exercise of the dominant faculties, supremely

important as this is. And the ambitious

man should strive, while he is yet young, to

fix in his superior noddle that the dominant

faculties are not everything, neither are they

sufficient to themselves. The ambitious

youth pegs himself down to his special work.

He labours morning, afternoon, and evening.

He bars out the world. He has no time for

the world and rather scorns it. He avoids

women, adopting a somewhat con-

descending attitude towards them, as

if saying : â��

" Girls are all right in their place,

but I am called to a higher fate, and

have no leisure for gewgaws of any

description."

He is a monk under a rule as stern

as that of the Trappists. His industry

is as overwhelming as the Falls of

Niagara, and the shaken beholder

marvels and admires and says :â�¢â��

' Here is the model young man."

And the model young man fancies

himself, and indeed has some grounds

for fancying himself. But he thinks

that he is doing a very fine thing, an

unexceptionably fine thing, and what

he is doing is not unexceptionably

fine. Exception can and must be

taken to it.

He should consider the mediocre

people, those lilies of the field. They

toil little ; they spin little ; but they

are not cut off. If they do not live

for the future they at any rate live in the

present, and they try their best to obtain

some distraction every day. It cannot be

denied that they waste time and waste

it deliberately. Now to waste a certain

amount of time is excellent, just as to waste

a certain amount of money is excellent. The

man who looks twice at every halfpenny and

at every half-hour is as vast a nuisance

as he who invariably follows the dictates of

reason. Think of a world in which all

waste was rigorously suppressed. It would

be a terrible world. Yes, a moderate amount

of wasteâ��of time, money, brainsâ��is a

valuable, an indispensable factor in a soundly

organized existence. Waste is generally

another name for distraction, and distraction

â��distraction without an aim, distraction for

its own sakeâ��is essential to right living.

If a man does not acquire the habit of

distraction when young, he is making trouble

lor his age. A schoolboy learns how to be

a man, and a man should learn how to be

an old man. How shall he ÐµÑ�Ð¾Ñ� unless he

practises the art and craft of enjoyment ?

" I enjoy my work," you say. Yes, we know

all about that, but the enjoyment of work is

not the kind of enjoyment I mean. I mean

the kind of enjoyment that unbends the

mind. Many ambitious men never really

unbend their minds for thirty years. Then,

when they have achieved, they find that

" heaven has been pleased to give them

nuts to crack after their teeth are gone."

A fate that seldom happens to the ordinary

man !

I do not wish to extol the ordinary man.

He is all right and very necessary to the

scheme of things, but the ambitious man is
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a better. Only, the ordinary man succeds

in this one particular where the other too

frequently fails. He spreads pleasure pretty

evenly through his whole life. He doesn't

deprive himself for forty years in order to

have an indigestible surfeit for ten years.

And he has had the wit to discover that

women, in spite of all that is said against

them, are civilizing to the male and the

unrivalled unbenders of the masculine

mind.

Naturally, the ambitious man will not

imitate the unambitious. But he might

deign to take a hint from the unambitious.

He might go a little way in imitation ; he

might effect some compromise between living

in the present and living in the future. He

will object that he has not the time. The

objection is overruled. There is something

wrong with a scheme which renders life

incomplete during the years when the

capacity for savouring life is at its highest.

THE PERIL OF TOO MUCH HABIT .

The over-cautious will certainly exclaim

here :â��

â�¢' But this is dangerous advice you are

giving ! "

It is. All advice, however, is dangerous,

both to the giver and to the taker. And to

be alive at all is a highly dangerous experi-

ence. Those who really wish to avoid all

perils should arrange to expire, and even

then ! This applies to the ambitious

and to the unambitious equally. I sadly

admit that it is quite possible, in the strife

for perfection, to check good habits too

severely and so fall into the other extreme

of bad habits. But in my view .the risk is

worth running. I am not at all sure whether

the worst of all sinners is not the self-

righteous, self-opin-

iated, self-compla-

cent prig. If I had

to choose between

passing the rest

of. my existence

alone on a desert

island with this

gentleman and

passing the rest of

my existence alone

on a desert island

with an incompe-

tent and negligent,

broad-minded fail-

ure, I should un-

doubtedly vote for

the latter. There

is something to be

said for failuresâ��

they are usually

broad-mi nde d.

Whereas an exces-

sive indulgence in good habits is bound to

develop priggishness.

The truthâ��and when I use this huge word

" truth " I, of course, mean only one facet

of the truthâ��the truth is that life ought to

be a feat of balancing, guided by a sense of

proportion. To employ a simile : The right

path lies, sometimes straight, sometimes

curving, along a ridge from ^-hich the ground

slopes downward on either side, now gradu-

ally, now steeply. Any simpleton can see

and keep the path when the slope from it is

steep and terrifying ; it is the gradual slope

which is to be feared, even by the wariest.

And the gradual slope always gets steeper

as it proceeds, so that after a certain point

of declension has been reached it cannot be

re-climbed, or it can only be re-climbed by

the most transcendent effort of will and

energy and persistence, an effort of which the

majority would be incapable. As similes

lose their value if carried too far, I will here

drop this particular simile.

The .balancing aforementioned is accom-

plished by means of habits, chiefly mental

habits, of which physical habits are merely

the creation. Beware of absolutely fixed

habits. They are nearly always the sign

that the sense of proportion has gone or is

going, and that one part of the mental

organism is flourishing at the expense of

another. Fixed habits become ruthless ; in

the end they will demand terrific sacrifices

from their rivals in the organism. You may

read in the paper such an item as the fol-

lowing : " Mr. Joshua Crath died yester-

day at the age of eighty-eight. He was to

the end a prominent member of the choir

of Winchester Cathedral, and it was his

boast that he had not missed a single

service for sixty-nine years."

Alone on a desert island with this gentleman !

VoL Ixiu.â��28.
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The record is appalling. Not to miss

services is laudable on the part of a chorister,

but not to miss a service for sixty-nine years

is a crime against the humanity in oneself.

It is plain that after Mr. Joshua Crath had

done, say, twenty-five years without a

break, his life must have been reduced to

one sole objectâ��not to miss services in Win-

chester Cathed^l. The habit of not missing

services in Winchester Cathedral must have

come to occupy the throne of an autocrat

in his organism. The conscience of Mr.

Crath's organism was that habit, and it

had no other conscience. Every social and

family consideration was judged by one

standard. Will attendance at the services

in Winchester Cathedral be interfered with ?

If so, away with it !

This is an extreme example, but examples

of the same species are to be found in all of

us. When a wife says (not without wifely

pride) of her husband : " John- always works

at so-and-so, or plays at so-and-so, at such

and such a time. Nothing will induce him

self-control ; but the object of breaking is

to find out what the habit has been doing for

one, how far it has been interfering with the

well-being of other faculties, and also in-

cidentally with the well-being of other

people. What has been deemed to be a

good habit, a habit conducive to the fullest

exploitation of the organism, may well turn

out to be a bad habit producing more harm

than good. The all-round effect of habitsâ��

not the obviously beneficial onlyâ��must

positively be tested, and it can only be tested

by temporarily breaking the habits and

examining the total results of so doing.

Few, if any, habits have an exclusively

beneficial influence on the organism as a

whole. The affair of living to the best

advantage is extremely complicated. We

know little of the physical part of the organ-

ism. We know far, far less of the mental

part of the organism, though important

discoveries about it have recently been made.

A man at the end of his life has scarcely

begun to know himself. And yet the right

Fixed habits become ruthless.

to miss it," then the husband should look out

for himself. The chances are a thousand to

one that he is off the high ridge. His sense

of proportion is waning. An implacable

tyrant is ascending the throne, and what

ought to be a republic is being transformed

into an absolute monarchy.

When a habit gets fixed, break it at any

cost, and see what happens. The mere

breaking is good in itself, being a proof of

way of treating the organism has to be founc'

by the young : if it is not found early, an<

kept, the great job is muddled past recovery

A hard task for the young, especially a:

Providence in its wisdom has deprived tin

young of the faculty of learning from tin

old ! The young can only succeed hi

remembering that, in a sense much dcepc

than is generally realized, man is a creatur

of habit.

Next month : " Establishing Good Humour."
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No. 6 â��THE WINDS OF DEATH.

By NORMAN GREYES.

I KNOW nothing of psychology, or any

of the mental or nervous phenomena

connected with the study of this abstruse

subject. What happened to me during

the autumn following my visit to Paris

remains in my mind unexplained and in-

explicable. I shall just set it down because

it becomes a part of the story.

A strong man, in the possession of vigorous

health, living an out-of-door life in a quiet

country neighbourhood, I suddenly became

afraid. I had the strongest conviction that

some terrible disaster was hanging over me.

Every morning, when I took up my gun for a

tramp or stepped into my car for any sort

of an excursion, I felt a chill presentiment

of evil. It was not that I lost my nerve. I

was still shooting and playing golf as weil

as or better than ever. I drove my car and

went about the daily pursuits of life with an

even pulse. My fears were unanalysable,

and it really seemed as though' they reached

me through the brain rather than the nerves.

I felt evil around me, and I looked always

for an enemy. I woke often in the night

and I listened for footsteps, unafraid yet

expecting danger. I altered my will and

sent it to the lawyer's. Several matter?

connected with the letting of my farms I

cleared up almost hastily with my agent. I

was conscious of only one enemy in the

world, and it was practically impossible that

he should be in England. Yet I expected

death.

I was living at the time at Greyes Manor,

the small but very pleasant country house

which had come to me with my inheritance.

My establishment was moderate, even for a

bachelor. There was my housekeeper, Mrs.

Copyright, 1922, by E.

Foulds, who had been in the service of my

uncle, an elderly lady of sixty-four, who had

lived at Greyes all her life, was related to half

the farmers in the neighbourhood, and was

a pleasant, high-principled, and altogether

estimable-person. Adams, her nephew, was

my butler and personal servant. There was

a boy under him, also of the district; a cook

and three maid-servants whom I seldom saw.

The only other member of my household was

Miss Simpson, a secretary engaged for me

through a well-known office in London, to

whom I dictated, for several hours a day,

material for the work on Crime which I had

made up my mind to write directly I had

relinquished my post at Scotland Yard.

She was a woman of about fifty years of age,

small, with grey hair parted neatly in the

middle, the only sister of a clergyman in

Cambridgeshire, an agreeable and unobtru-

sive person, whom I invited to dine down-

stairs once a week, but whom I otherwise

never saw except when engaged upon our

work, or in the distance, taking her daily

bicycle ride in the park or the lanes around.

Out of doors there was Benjamin Adams, my

gamekeeper, the brother of my butler ; and

Wilson, my chauffeur, who came to me from

a place in Devonshire with excellent refer-

ences, a simple-minded and almost over-

ingenuous youth. These comprised the little

coterie of persons with whom I was brought

into contact day by day. Not one of them

could possibly have borne me any ill-will ;

yet I lived amongst them, waiting for death.

One morningâ��I remember that it was

the ist of Novemberâ��I set out for a long

tramp, accompanied only by Adams, the

keeper, and a couple of dogs. We were on

the boundary of my land, looking for stray

pheasants in a large root field. On my right

Phillips Oppenheim.
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was a precipitous gorge which extended for

about half a mile, thickly planted with small

fir trees. I was walking, by arrangement,

about twenty yards ahead of Adams, when I

was suddenly conscious of a familiar sensa-

tion. There was the zip of a bullet singing

through the air, a report from somewhere in

the gorge, a neat round hole through my felt

hat.

" Gawd A'mighty ! " yelled Adams, leap-

ing into the air. " What be doing ? "

I showed him my hat. He stood with his

mouth open, looking at it. There was no

further sound from the gorge except the

tumbling of the stream down at the bottom.

It was an absolutely hopeless place to search.

"We'll be getting home, Adams," I said.

" There be some rascal about, for sure,"

the man gasped, gazing fearfully towards

the gorge.

" As he can see us," I pointed out, " and

we certainly shall never be able to see him,

I think we'll make for the road."

A JAMS complained sometimes of his rheu-

matism when I walked him too fast,

but on this occasion he was a hundred

yards ahead of me when we reached the

lane. On our homeward way he was voluble.

" There be James Adams, my nephew,"

he said, " and William Orocombe, who do

farm them lands. They be harmless folk,

if ever such were. Some lad, I reckon, have

got hold of the rook-scaring rifle."

" Do either of them take in tourists ? " I

asked.

Adams was doubtful. That afternoon I

motored over to make inquiries. Neither of

the farmers accepted tourists, neither of

them had seen a stranger about the place,

and as regards rifles, the only one I could

discover had obviously not been discharged

for a year. I drove on to the County Police-

Station and left a message for the inspector.

He came over to see me that evening, solemn,

ponderous, and unimpressed.

" I suspect some farmer's lad were out

after rabbits, sir," was his decision.

â�¢ I showed him my hat.

" Farmers' lads," I pointed out, " don't.

as a rule, shoot rabbits with a rifle which

carries a bullet that size."

He scratched his head. The matter was

certainly puzzling, but apparently without

absorbing interest to him.

" Them lads be powerful mischievous,"

he remarked, wagging his head.

I dismissed him after the usual refresh-

ments had been proffered and accepted. A

few further inquiries which I myself made

in the neighbourhood led to nothing. I

took my little two-seater out to call on a

friend a few afternoons afterwards, and

found the steering-gear come to pieces before

1 had gone a mile. I was thrown into a ditch,

but escaped without serious injury. I scarcely

needed Wilson's assurance to convince me

that he knew nothing of the matter, but

even in its damaged state it was quite

obvious that the pins had been wilfully with-

drawn from the pillar. The fact that 1 was a

prisoner in the house for several days from

an injury to my knee, and worked at un-

accustomed hours, was responsible for my

accidental discover)' of Miss Simpson's diary.

I came into the room unexpectedly, and

found her writing. It never occurred to me

but that she was engaged upon my work,

so I looked over her shoulder. She was

writing in a diary, completing her entry for

the day before :â��

AT. G. worked for two hours, practised golf

in park, lunched in. took out two-seater in

afternoon. Met with accident but was able

to walk home. Said little about his injuries,

which were not serious. Accepted invitation

shoot Woolhanger Manor next Tuesday at

eleven o'clock. Probably return across moor

at dusk.

Miss Simpson was suddenly conscious of

my presence. She placed her hand over the

page.

" This is my private diary, Sir Norman,"

she asserted.

" So I gathered," I replied. " What is

your interest in my doings, Miss Simpson ? "

' A personal one," she assured me. " I

appeal to you as a gentleman to let me have

the volume."

I confess that I was weak. An altercation

of any sort, however, ending, without doubt,

in a struggle for the possession of the diary

with this quiet-looking, elderly lady was

peculiarly repugnant to me. I rang the

bell.

" I shall order the car to take you tc

Barnstaple for the five o'clock train, Miss

Simpson," I said.

She rose to her feet, grasping the boo!

firmly.

" What is your complaint against me, Sii

Norman ? " she asked.

" During this last week," I told her

" two attempts have been made upon irn

life. I am naturally suspicious of peopU

who keep a close account of my persona

movements."

She stood for a moment looking at m<

through her gold-rimmed spectacles in ;

dazed, incredulous sort of way. Then shi

turned and left the room. I never saw he

again.

That same afternoon, on my return fron

the village, where I had gone to post a lette

with my own hands, I found a grey limousin

touring car, covered with mud, outside m

front door, and Adams announced that
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gentleman was waiting to see me in the

study. To my surprise and infinite satis-

faction, it was Rimmington.

" I have this moment posted a letter to

you," I said, as we shook hands.

" Anything doing down here ? " he asked,

quickly.

" Too much for my liking," I answered.

" What will you haveâ��tea, ora whisky-and-

soda ? "

He accepted the tea, and ate buttered

toast in large quantities.

" I have come straight through from

Basingstoke," he explained. " The Chief

rather got the wind up about you."

" Tell me all about it," I begged.

" I wish I could," Rimmington replied,

as he accepted a cigar and lit it. " You

read the papers, I suppose ? "

" Regularly."

" You've seen what a terrible time they've

been having round New York ? Eleven un-

discovered murders in ten days, and several

million dollars stolen. The New York police

have been working steadily for some time,

and made their coup last week. They made

half-a-dozen arrests, but the head of the gang

escaped."

" A known person ?" I asked.

" Personally," was the confident reply,

" I don't think there is the slightest doubt

but that he is the man who has passed at

different times as Thomas Pugsley, James

Stanfield, and originally Michael Sayers.

He has vanished from the face of the earth,

so far as the New York police have ascer-

tained, but they obtained possession of an

uncompleted letter which he must have

ÐªÐµÐµÐ¿ typing at the time of the raid. The

first page he probably destroyed or took with

him. The second page refers to you. Here

is a copy."

RIMMINGTON withdrew from his pocket-

book a half-sheet of paper and passed

it to me. I read it slowly, word for

word :â��

Things here have come to their natural end.

The last fortnight has been productive, but

there is danger in any further prosecution of

our energies. There is only one man who

stands 1>! the way of mv return to London. You

/mow well of whom I speak. I wait day by

day for your news of him, and hope to hear

of no more blunders. See that the woman

you know of, too, is carefully watched. She

may be as loyal as she seems, but there are

moments when I have had mv doubts. If

N. G. can be disposed of

" Interesting," I remarked, " very ! To

whom was the letter addressed ? "

" To a firm of leather brokers in Ber-

mondsey," Rimmington replied, " and it

was written on the notepaper of a firm of

hide brokers in New York."

" The letter is from our friend, right

enough," I decided. " There have been two

attempts upon my life within the last two

days, and 1 have just sent away a secretary

who was keeping a careful note of my

doings."

We talked for an hour or more, and arrived

without difficulty at a common understand-

ing. Rimmington undertook to send a good

man down from Scotland Yard to make

inquiries in the neighbourhood, and he

promised also to trace my late secretary's

antecedents through the office from which

she had come. In the meantime, he begged

me to return to London with him. The

suggestion was not at first altogether attrac-

tive to me.

" I don't like being driven away from my

own home," I grumbled. " Besides, there

will be nothing for me to do in London at

this time of the year."

" Greyes," he said, earnestly, " listen to

me. You can play golf round London, and

get on with your book. You are far safer

there than you would be in an unprotected

neighbourhood like this. But apart from

that altogether, we want you up there. This

wave of crime in New York has ceased.

Paris, too, is quieter. The Chief is pro-

foundly impressed with the belief that it is

because operations are being transferred to

London. That odd sheet of letter which I

have shown you confirms the idea. I am

perfectly convinced in my own mind that

we are going to be up against it hard within

the next few weeks."

" When do you want me to come ?" I

asked.

" Back with me to-night," he answered,

promptly. '' There is a full moon to-night,

and my chauffeur knows every inch of the

road. We can leave after dinner and break-

fast in London."

" Very well," I agreed. " I will order an

early dinner, and we can start directly after-

wards."

I had told Rimmington of all the material

things which had happened to me down at

Greyes Manor, but I had not spoken of that

curious sense of impending evil which had

clouded my days and the prescience of

which had been so remarkably verified. We

were scarcely crossing the first stretch of

Exmoor, however, when the memory of it

came back to me, and with the memory an

overpowering return of the feeling itself. I

filled a pipe, stretched myself out in a corner

of the car, and set myself to fight this grim

ogre of fear. It was no easy matter, how-

ever. All through the night I was haunted

with fancies. The gorse bushes on the moors

seemed like crouching men, the whistle from
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a distant railway station a warning of im-

pending danger. In a small town-village

before we arrived at Taunton a man stood

in the open doorway of his house, looking

out at the night. He scanned us as we passed,

and turned away. Through the uncurtained

window of his sitting-room I saw a telephone

on his table. At Wiveliscombe a man with a

motor-bicycle stood silent as we passed. He

leaned forward as though to see the number

of our car. In ten minutes he raced past us,

his powerful engine making the night hideous

with its unsilenced explosions. Across Salis-

bury Plain, as we drew near Stonehenge, a

cruelly cold wind was blowing. We drank

from a flask which I had brought, and

wrapped ourselves up a little closer. At

some cross-roads, high up in the bleakest

part, another car was waiting, its lights out,

its appearance sinister. We passed it, how-

ever, at fifty miles an hour, and the man who

was its solitary occupant scarcely looked up

at us. We passed through Amesbury, up

the long rise to Andover, through Basing-

stoke, and settled down into a steady fifty

miles an hour along wonderful roads. The

â�¢ moon was paling now, and there were signs

of dawn ; right ahead of us was a thin streak

of silver in the clouds, slowly changing to a

dull purple. Before we had realized it, we

were in the outskirts of London, our pace

gradually reduced, but still racing through

the sombre twilight. At Isleworth, just as

we had passed under the railway arch, I felt

the brakes suddenly applied, and thrust my

head out of the window. We had come

almost to a standstill, stopped by a stalwart

policeman who, notebook in hand, had beon

talking to the occupant of a touring 'car

drawn up by the side of the road. He came

up to the open window.

" Are you gentlemen going through to

Ixindon ? " he inquired.

" We are," I told him. " What can we

do for you ? "

The words had scarcely left my lips when

I knew that we were in -a trap. I realised

it just in time to save my life. I struck with

all my force at the ugly little black ^revolver

which was thrust almost into-my face. There

was a report, a sharp pain at the top of my

shoulder, and the revolver itself slipped

from the man's crushed fingers. I was

within an ace of having him by the throat,

but he just eluded me. The touring car

was now passing us slowly, and he leapt into

it, leaving his helmet lying in the road.

A third man, who seemed to rise up from

underneath our car, tore along and jumped

in behind, and they shot forward, travelling

at a most astonishing pace. Rimmington

shouted to our chauffeur down the tube,

with the idea of pursuing them. We started

forward with a series of horrible bumps,

and came almost immediately to a standstill.

I sprang out. Both our back tyres had been

stabbed through with some sharp instrument.

In the distance, the other car had rounded

the corner and, with screaming siren, was

racing away for London.

By JANET.

IT was towards the middle of October when

1 heard from my husband for the first

time for many months. For a long time

my luck had been atrocious.. I lost the greater

part of the money paid me for the recovery

of Mrs. Trumperton-Smith's diamonds, b\

an investment in a small millinery business

which I discovered too late to be already

moribund. I had lost post after post for

the same maddening reason. My looks had

suffered through privation, and my shabby

clothes were unbecoming enough, but if I

had been Helen of Troy herself "I could

scarcely have evoked more proposals of the

sort which must bring to an end ordinary

relations between employer and emplnvft.

My good resolutions began to weaken. I

had almost made up my mind to appeal for

help in quarters which would necessarily

have meant the end of my more or less honegt

life, when one morning a young man who

looked like a bank-clerk was ushered shame-

lessly by my landlady into my bed-sitting-

room. I was folding up a coat which I was

going to take to the pawnbroker. I was not

in a very pleasant frame of mind, and I was

furious with my landlady.

What do you want ? " I asked, coldly.

' This is not a room in which I can receive

visitors."

" My visit is one of business, madam,."

he answered. " Are you MrÂ«. Janet Staii-

field ? "

â�¢ I am generally known by that name," I

replied.

He opened his pocket-book and counted

oiit two hundred pounds in bank-notes upon

the table. After my first exclamation, I

watched him, spellbound.

With the compliments of the bank

manager," he said, as he took up his hat

and turned away.

" Who sent the notes ? " I called out after

him. 'â�¢ What bank is it from ? " .

The bank of faith, hope, and charity,"

he answered, with a smile. '' Good morning! "

He was gone before I could get out another

word. I took up the notes greedily. I had

done my best to live without my husband's

help ever since certain news as to his doings

in America had reached me. For some reason

which I did not myself altogether under-

stand, I had, I thought, cut myself off from

any association with him -and his friends.

Yet, in my present straits, my attempt at
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1 was within an ace of having him by the throat, but he just eluded me.
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independence seemed hopeless. The money

was a necessity to me.

I paid my landlady, and made her a present

of my dilapidated wardrobe. I possessed

the art of knowing how and where to buy

things, and before lunch-time that day I

was installed in a small flat in a residential

suite situated in Albemarle Street, wearing

clothes which were in keeping with my sur-

roundings, and with an evening dress and

cloak in reserve My neck and throat and

fingers were bare, for 1 had seen nothing of

my jewellery since our ill-omened adventure

in Paris. At five minutes to one, however,

even this condition was amended. A youth

from the hall-porter's office put a package

inte my hand which had just been left by a

messenger. I opened it and found half-a-

dozen familiar morocco cases. A portion of

the jewellery which I had never thought to

see again was in my hands. It was now clear

to me that my husband had either already

returned or was on the point of doing so,

and that my help was needed. Nevertheless,

three days went by without a sign or message

from anybodyâ��three days during which I

lived after the fashion of a cat, curled up in

warmth and luxury, clinging to the feel of

my clothes, revelling in the perfumes of my

liath, eating good food and drinking wine with

slow but careful appreciation. 1 felt the life

revive in me, the blood flow once more

through my veins. During those three days,

nothing in this world would have driven me

back to my poverty. I would have committed

almost any crime rather than return to it.

ON the fourth day 1 met Norman Greyes.

I was leaving a hairdressser's shop in

Curzon Street, when he swung round

the corner of Clarges Street, carrying a bag

of golf-clubs, and evidently looking for a

taxicab. I was within a foot or two of him

before he recognized me. I was conscious of

a keen and peculiar thrill of pleasure as I

saw something flash into his stern, unim-

pressive face. Enemies though we were,

he was glad to see me.

" Good morning, Sir Norman," I said,

holding out my hand. " Are there no more

criminals left in the world that you take

holiday ? "

He smiled, and put his clubs through the

open window of a taxicab which had just

drawn up by the side of the kerb.

" I am tired of hunting criminals," he

confessed. " Besides, they are turning the

tables. They are hunting me."

" Indeed ?" I answered. " That sounds

as though my husband were coming back."

" There are rumours of it," he admitted.

" Are you staying near here ? "

" I am living at the Albemarle Court," I

told him. " \Yhy not have me watched ? If

he does come back, I am sure I am one of

the first people he would want to visit."

" It is a wonderful idea," he agreed, with

a peculiar gleam in his keen grey eyes.

" I would rather bribe you, though, to give

him up."

" How much ?" I asked. " He has treated

me very badly lately."

" Dine with me to-night," he suggested,

" and we will discuss it."

I am convinced that Norman Greyes is my

enemy, as he is Michael's, and that I hate

him. Nevertheless, he has a power over me

to which 1 shall never yield, but which I

cannot explain or analyse. At the thought

of dining alone with him 1 felt a little shiver

run through my body. He stood looking

down at me, smiling as he waited for my

answer.

" I shall be charmed," I assented, boldly.

" At my rooms," he suggested ; " number

thirteen. About eight o'clock ? "

" Why not at a restaurant ?" I asked.

" Out of consideration for you," he replied,

promptly. " You are probably more or less

watched and your movements reported to

the organization of which your husband is

the chief. If you are seen dining alone with

me in a public place, they may imagine that

you have come over to the enemy."

" You are most thoughtful," 1 replied,

with all the sarcasm in my tone which I

could command. " I will come to your

rooms, then."

He nodded quite pleasantly, raised his cap,

and stepped into the taxicab. I 'Watched

him for a moment, hating him because he

seemed to be the one person who had the

power to ruffle me. He was dressed just as

I like to see men dressed, in grey tweed, loose

but well-fitting. He wore a soft collar, and

the tie of a famous cricket club. His tweed

cap was set just at the right angle. He

moved with the light ease of an athlete. I

hated his shrewd, kindly smile, the clearness

of his bronzed complexion, the litlle humorous

lines about his eyes. I went straight back

to my rooms and wrote him a few impulsive

lines. I wrote to say that I would dine with

him at any restaurant he liked, but not in

Clarges Street, and that he could call for me

at eight o'clock.

At half-past three that afternoon I received

the invitation which I had been expecting,

and at four o'clock I stepped out of a taxi-

cab and entered the offices of a firm of

solicitors situated in a quiet square near

Lincoln's Inn. An office-boy rose up from

behind a worm-eaten desk and invited me

to seat myself on a hard wooden chair whilst

he disappeared in search of Mr. Young-

husband, the principal partner in the firm.

The office was decorated by rows of musty

files and a line of bills containing particulars
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of property sales, the solicitors in each case

being the firm of Younghusband, Nicholson,

and Younghusband. After a few minutes'

delay, the boy summoned me and held open

a door on the other side of the passage.

" Mr. Younghusband will see you, madam,"

he announced.

THE door was closed behind me, and I

shook hands with a tall, elderly man

who rose to welcome me in somewhat

abstracted fashion. He was untidily but

professionally dressed. He wore old-fashioned,

steel-rimmed spectacles, reposing at the pre-

sent moment on his forehead. The shape of

his collar and the fashion of his tie belonged

to a bygone generation. There were rows of

tin boxes extending to the ceiling, a library

of law-books, and his table was littered with

papers. He reseated himself as soon as I

had accepted his proffered chair, pushed a

thick parchment deed on one side, crossed

his legs, and looked at me steadily.

" Mrs.â��erâ��Morrison ? " he began, using

the name by which I had been known during

the last few months.

" That is more or less my name," I ad-

mitted. " I received a telephone message

asking me to call this afternoon."

" Quite so, quite so," he murmured, a little

vaguely. " Now let me see," he went on,

looking amongst some papers. " Your hus-

band appears to have been a client of the

firm for many years, but my memoryâ��oh,

here we are," he broke off drawing a slip of

paper towards him. " My instructions, cabled

from New York, were to hand you the sum of

two hundred pounds. You received that

amount, 1 believe ? "

" 1 received it, and have spent the greater

part of it," 1 replied.

His expression became a little less benign.

" Dear me, dear me ! " he exclaimed.

" That sounds rather extravagant."

" 1 have been without any means of sup-

port for many months," I told him.

He scratched his upper lip thoughtfully.

" Your husband has, I gather, been en-

gaged in operations in New York of a delicate

nature. The world of finance has always its

secrecies. He appears now, however, to

have brought his operations to a close. You

are aware, perhaps, that he has landed in

England ? "

My heart gave a little jump. I could not

tell whether the sensation 1 experienced had

more in it of joy or of fear.

" Is he safe ?" I asked.

" Safe ? " Mr. Younghusband repeated, a

little vaguely. " Why not ? "

There was a moment's silence. I looked

around at the shabby but imposing contents

of the office, at the lawyer's mildly puzzled

expression. I drank in the whole atmo-

sphere of the place, and I was dumb. Mr.

Younghusband suddenly smiled, and tapped

with his forefinger upon the table. He

was like a man who has suddenly seen

through a faulty phrase in some legal

document.

" I apprehend you," he said. " For a

moment I was not altogether able to appre-

ciate the significance of your question. New

York is a curious place, and I understandâ��

erâ��that the financial operations in which

your husband has been concerned, although

profitable, may have made him enemies. He

travelled back to England, indeed, under an

assumed name. Let me see, I have it some-

where," he went on, fumbling once more

amongst a mass of papers. " I had it in my

hand only a few minutes ago. Here we areâ��

Mr. Richard Peters. I am instructed to say,

madam, that your husband would welcome a

call from you."

" You have his address ? "

For the moment Mr. Younghusband looked

vague again. Then, with a little smile of

triumph, he turned over the slip of paper

which he held in his hand.

" His address." he repeated. ' Pre-

cisely ! I have it here â�� No. n, Jackson

Street."

" May-fair ? "I inquired.

" Mayfair," he assented. " The address

reminds me, madam," he went on, " that

you must be prepared to see your husbandâ��

erâ��not in the best of health. He is, in fact,

in a nursing home."

" Is he seriously ill ?" I asked.

" I believe not," was the deliberate reply.

" You will have an opportunity of judging

for yourself within half an hour. I am to

ask you to visit him as soon as you can find

it convenient."

I sat quite still. I was trying to get these

matters into my mind. The lawyer glanced

at his watch and immediately struck the bell

in front of him.

" You will forgive me, madam," he said,

rising to his feet. " I have a meeting of the

Law Society to attend. My compliments

to your husband. Tell him to let me know

if I can be of further service to him."

The boy was holding open the door. Mr.

Younghusband, with a courteous, old-

fashioned bow, evidently considered the

interview at an end. I went back to my

taxicab, a little bewildered, and drove at

once to Jackson Street. A nurse in starched

linen frock and flowing cap consulted a little

slate, and led me to a bedroom in one of the

upper storeys.

"Mr. Peters is getting on famously,

madam," she announced, encouragingly.

" The doctor hopes to be able to let him out

at the end of the wee];. Please step in. You

can stay as long as you like. . . . Your wife is



430 The Sinister Quest of Norman Greyes

here, Mr. Peters," she went on, ushering me

through the doorway.

She closed the door, and I advanced

towards the bedside, only to step back with

a little exclamation. I thought that there

must be some mistake. The man who sat

up in bed. watching me, seemed at first sight

a stranger. His hair, which had been dark,

was now of a sandy grey, and he wore a

short, stubbly moustache of the same colour.

His cheeks had fallen in, his forehead seemed

more prominent, there was an unfamiliar

scar on the left side of his face. :

" Michael ! " I exclaimed, incredulously.

" Capital ! " he replied. " You see no

resemblance to Mr. James Stanfield ?."

" Not the slightest," I assured him. " The

whole thing is wonderful. But what is the

matter with you ? "

" Nothing," was the impatient rejoinder.

" I have had to starve myself to get thin.

I took the place and the name of a business

acquaintance upon the boat. It was quite

a smart piece of work. I am supposed to be

suffering from a nervous breakdown. Bosh !

I haven't a nerve in mv body."

" You left me alone for a long time," I

reminded him.

" I was fighting for my life," he answered,

grimly. " You don't know the inner work-

ings of the game, so I can't explain. I was

hemmed in. As soon as I broke away, they

were never on to me again. I brought off

the coup of my life in New York, butâ��things

went wrong, Janet. You know what that

means."

I watched his face whilst I listened to

him speak. The man was re-establishing

his strange ascendancy over me, but for the

first time I felt the thrill of fear as he spoke.

" You killed someone ?" I whispered.

" I had no intention of doing anything of

the sort," he answered. " It was Hartley,

the banker, himself. He forced me into a

fight at close quarters. We exchanged shots.

I was wounded. So was he. He was in

miserable health, though, and he never

recovered. The shock killed him as much as

anything. I got away all right, but it means

all or nothing for the future."

" If you have enough," I suggested, " why

not try the other end of the world ? "

His thin lips curled scornfully.

" I have thought of everywhere," he

answered ; " of Indo-China, the South Sea

Islands, New Guinea, the far South American

States. They are all hopejess."

" What about our meeting ?" I asked.

" I am known."

" It is a problem to be solved," he said,

slowly. " There is risk in it ; yet the thought

of parting with you, Janet, is like a clutching

band laid upon my heart."

It was the first word of the sort he had

ever spoken to me, and again for some reason

I shivered.

" What is your need of me now ?" I

demanded.

" To get rid of Norman Greyes," he replied.

'"T'HERE was a silence during which I felt

I that' he was studying my face, and

although I do not believe that a muscle

twitched or that my eyes lost their steady

light, still I was thankful for the darkened

room. We heard the subdued noises of the

house, the distant hum of vehicles, every

now and then the sharp honk of a motor-

horn. In the. tops of the trees just outside

some birds were twittering.

" I have figured it all out," he went on.

" I am safe hereâ��safe except from that one

man. Even as I am now, he would recognize

me. The moment I moveâ��and there are

big things to be done hereâ��I shall feel him

on my trail. It is his life or mine."

" Why do you think that I can do this ? "

I asked.

His lips curled once more in the faintest

of mirthless smiles.

" Because, although he does not know it,

Norman Greyes feels your attraction. He

is too strong a man to succumb, but he can

never resist dallying with it, because it

provides him with something new in life.

You suggest to him a sensation which he

obtains nowhere else. I know men like books,

Janet, and I have seen these things."

" Do you know women, too ?" I ventured.

" Sufficiently," he answered.

" How do you propose that I should do

this ?" I asked.

He raised himself a little in the bed.

" Norman Greyes," he said, " is one of

those men whom it is hard to kill. A fool

walks to his death. Norman Greyes wears

the aura of defiance. They have tried during

the last few weeks. One of the finest marks-

men in England missed him with a rifle at a

hundred, yards. He is a reckless motorist,

yet he 'drove a car with safety when the

steering-wheel collapsed. Nevertheless, if he

had stayed in Devonshire we should have

had him. They tell me that he is'in London."

" He is within a few yards of this spot,"

I announced, " and I am dining with him

to-night."

For a moment his eyes flashed at me like

steel caught in the sunlight.

" I met him at the corner of the street

this morning," I explained.

" I ask no questions," was the cold reply.

" I shall know if you are ever faithless.

A little present for you, |anet."

He brought his hand from under the pillow

and handed me an exquisitely-chased gold

box. a curio of strange shape and with small

enamel figures inlaid. I exclaimed with
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delight. He touched the spring. It was

filled with white powder, on the top of which

reposed a tiny powder-puff.

" Be careful not to let any of the powder

get near your mouth," he enjoined. '' A

pinch upon the food or in the glass is suffi-

cient. Take it."

" Michael," I exclaimed,

" what is the matter with

you ? "â�¢

'Nothing. I am supposed

to be suffering from a nervous

breakdown. Bosh ! I haven't

a nerve in my body."

I dropped it into the silk bag I was carry-

ing. I was trying to tell myself that I had

killed a man before.
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" That half-ounce cost me one hundred

pounds," he said. " Men scour the world for

it. You can handle the powder freely.

There is no danger until it gets into the

system."

'' And then ? "

" It makes a helpless invalid of the

strongest for at least two years."

By NORMAN GREYES.

I HAVE come to the conclusion that in

future I shall do well to avoid Janet

Stanfield. As the cold, mechanical assist-

ant of a master of crime, she interested me.

woman dined with me. She was more

beautiful than I had ever imagined her, by

reason of the slight flush that came and went

in her cheeks. Her eyes seemed to have

increased in size and to flash with a softer

brilliance. We sat at a corner table against

the wall at Soto's, where the room was, as

usual, filled with beautiful women. There

was no one who attracted so much attention

as my companion. There was no one whc

deserved it.

" You think I am looking well ? " she asked,

in reply to some observation of mine.

" Wonderfully," I replied. " Also, if I may

be allowed to comment upon it, changed

Janet was certainly in a strange and nervous state. She suddenly turned back

I have even devoted a chapter of my forth-

coming book to an analysis of her character.

I am beginning to realize now, however, that

even the hardest and cruellest woman cannot

escape from the tendencies of her sex. In all

the duels I have previously had with her she

has carried herself with cold and decorous

assurance. There has never been a moment

when I have seen the light of any real feeling

in her eyes. Last night, however, a different

You look as though you had found some new

interest in life."

She laughed, a little bitterly.

" Where should I seek it ? " she demanded.

" Perhaps the change is internal." I

suggested. " Perhaps your outlook upon

life is changing Perhaps you have made

up your mind to put away the false gods."

" I have travelled too far along one road,"

she answered, hardly.
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It was at this stage in our conversation

that I made up my mind that it were better

for me to see this woman no more. Our eyes

met, and she suddenly was not hard at all. I

seemed to look into her soul, and there were

things there which I could not understand.

I was thankful that the dancing began just

then. It helped us over a curious gulf of

silence. Janet danced with little knowledge

of the steps but with a wonderful sense of

rhythm. I was ashamed of the pleasure it

gave me to realize, as we moved away to the

music, that this woman of steel had a very

soft and human body.

Janet was certainly in a strange and ner-

vous state that evening. We danced for

some time without resting. Then she sud-

denly turned back to the table. I had

paused for a moment to speak to some

acquaintances. When I rejoined her she

Yet she sat there tenst and speechless. I

made up my mind to finish my coffee and go.

I had raised the cup to my lips, even, when

she suddenly swayed across the table,

knocking my arm with her elbow. My

coffee was spilt and the tablecloth was ruined.

Janet Itegan to laugh. For a moment she

seemed to have a fit of breathlessness.

Then, as she watched the cloth being

changed, she became herself again. She had

the air of one who had met a crisis and

conquered it.

" 1 am so sorry for my clumsiness," she

said, penitently. " Let us dance again

whilst they rearrange the table."

This time her feet moved less airily to

the music. She seemed heavier in my

arms.

" Who gave you that beautiful gold

powder-box ?" 1 inquired, more for the

to the table. I had paused (or a moment to speak to some acquaintances

was pale, and the hand which was holding

her little gold powder-box was shaking.

" Has anything happened ?" 1 asked her,

a little concerned. " Are you not feeling

well ? Perhaps the dancing "

" I loved it," she interrupted. " I am

quite well."

sake of making conversation than iVom any

actual curiosity.

Something of the old light flashed for a

moment in her eyes. Her reply struck me

as curious.

" Satan," she acknowledged. " I have

made up my mind, however, to send it back."

(Another thrilling story in this series will appear next month.)
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HUNCHED up in the corner of a

taxi, Gerald Buchanan beheld the

truth. He was the most inept

love-maker in the world.

In his favour two things alone stood out.

He came of a distinguished family, and he

had won a Cambridge half-blue for running.

Everything else was to his disadvantage.

He had no brains. In the presence of ladies

he became all hands and feet. And this was

not the worst, for he wore glasses, without

which he was very nearly blind.

Gerald was in love. Meet the ladyâ��

Millicent Farquharâ��and know that this

very night there had been a dance. Out on

the balcony under a star-lit sky, with

Millicent, the soft night air had made the

moment seem propitious for him to state

his case, and he clearly remembered lowering

his head, with a view to doing so, devotedly

towards the halo of her hair. Upon that

instant she had bobbed her head unexpectedly

upward, and those miserable pince-nez of

his had gone in a flat spin over the marble

balustrade, crashing upon the gravel path

below, where t he v broke into a hundred

pieces. No man living could have continued

to make love after that. Besides, the very

same thing had happened more than once

before. Millicent, indeed, was always knock-

ing oft liis glasses.

Nevertheless, she had scolded him all the

time he was blundering back with her down

dim-lit passages. Once he had heard her

say : " Surely you have a spare pair with

you ? " But he had been compelled to

answer " No. I keep a pair in various places,

here, there, and everywhere, so that, if need

be, I can go to the nearest rallying point

and get a refit, but I never carry any with

me. A thing like a spectacle-case spoils the

set of a fellow's jacket absolutely. I shall

have to go to my club."

After all, when he had once suggested

wearing horn-rimmed spectacles, which he

could hook on to his ears and retain com-

fortably in place through all emergencies,

it had been Millicent who had voted against

them.

" If you must wear glasses," she had said,

" for goodness' sake wear the most incon-

spicuous kind you can."
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Now he had lost her for the evening.

She had chosen to go on to a supper party

wliere she thought she would be expected,

and.she had very palpably been annoyed.

He could not quite see how he could help it,

but he was suitably contrite until she had

gone ; and now, wedged in the corner of

lus own taxi, he realized the truth.

In this mood he called at his club, re-

appeared with new pince-nez defiantly set

upon his nose, and stood for a moment

gazing thoughtfully up the road until, at

last, decision came to him. Then he turned

to the man at the wheel with the gesture

of one who is deliberately taking the down-

ward path, and said : " Drive me to

Pepper's."

For one who seeks real solace. Pepper's is

clearly indicated.

TOWARDS dawn Gerald paid the fare of

his hired car with an absent movement

of the hand, and, with a farewell gesture,

began to walk in a somewhat uncertain

manner up the winding drive of the large

house, oubide which he had been deposited.

At the front door he stopped, compared lus

key shrewdly with the keyhole, inserted it,

and turned the lock. Next he was in the

hall, and here, with the lights turned fully

upon him, he stood blinking towards the

staircase, upon which there stood a grey-

haired little man wrapped up in great

quantities of dressing-gown, who peered with

hard eyes fixedly into the hall.

" You don't mean to say," this little man

began, in a husky whisper of despair, " you

can't pretend you've forgotten the race ? "

For a little while Gerald could only stare,

but all the time that he saw his father

standing there, with one hand pitifully

outstretched and widening eyes, he was

regaining complete sobriety. For it was

true. Merciful heavens ! He had forgotten.

" I have been out of town for a fortnight,"

his father told him, " and I could scarcely

believe my ears when they told me that you

had gone out to-night. It seemed incredible.

This race means everything to me. 'VYhat-

tver has made you forget it, Gerald, like

this ? "

His father was looking absolutely tragic.
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Gerald could not explain. He was in

love, and that was all there was to it, but

it was difficult to make this point con-

vincing. He knew, too, just what it meant

to his father. When he had been the veriest

tot, scarcely able to crawl, this fanatical

father of his, one-time Mile Amateur Cham-

pion of England, had backed him to win

this race. Every year throughout his life

he had been reminded that when he was

twenty-one he was to run against Hastings's

only son ; and Hastings and his father were

friends who, in their hostile moods, were

Potash and Perlmutter over again. He and

young Hastings had both reached the

twenty-one year mark, as it were, during

the war, and the race had accordingly had

to wait, but it had all been fixed up now,

long ago, and to-day they were to run.

The course was three miles ; they were to

call it a private trial, and they were to run

it at Fenner's.

At last he found speech.

"I'm most awfully sorry," he began.

" Until this moment the thing had simply

gone clean out of my head since you men-

tioned it last. Still," he added, hastily,

" it'll be quite all right. I'm perfectly fit."

" Fit ? " repeated his father, aghast.

" Why, you're smoking Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð£ ; and you've

been drinking. It's nearly four o'clock m

the morning ! "

Gerald made a quick, deprecating move-

ment. He would have given anything to

have been able to explain, but he could find

no reasonable words at all. The thing that

he had done was indefensible. His father

seemed to stand there for ages, supporting

himself with one hand against the wall and

one upon the banisters, and at last he said,

dully : " Hastings will laugh right out in

our faces. I can't believe you've done a

thing like this. I was absolutely confident."

He turned and went slowly back up the

stairs, shaking his head continuously from

side to side, whilst Gerald stayed in the hall

like a paralytic, gazing after him as he went

and wishing with all his might that someone

would make a dramatic entry from behind

and kick him violently where he stood.

Then he sat down and buried his head in his

hands. He was the most unmitigated failure

on the earth. He was the world's most

perfect ass. ,

Yet it was not till the last lap of that

great race came that he realized the grim

reality of it to the full. His wind had all

gone to pieces, and he could not last out

the pace. He made two separate and

distinct attempts to draw up alongside

Hastings, but without avail, and so he

finished wearily, beaten, and knowing exactly

why.

That evening he went to his father and

said : "I'm more sorry than I can say to

have disappointed you like this. It was that

night-out spoilt my chance. I clean forgot."

He wanted to add : " You see, I'm in love,

and I'd had a bit of a knock." But that was

useless.

His father looked up at him solemnly and

said : " You don't quite understand. The

thing that's troubling me is the wager.

When Hastings and I were young and we

made that wager, we staked too high, each

challenging the other's confidenceâ��fiftyâ��

one hundredâ��make it two-fifty. We'd both

been such runners, you see, and we each had

insuperable belief in our own boys. We made

it five hundred poundsâ��and now his son has

beaten mine. Well, I can take defeat as

well as any man, but to-day things are not

quite as I thought they would be, and five

hundred pounds means a lot to me. I thought

we were so sure to win. Five hundred would

have tided me over an anxious spell. Instead,

I've to find five hundred, and I hadn't made

any arrangements."

Gerald looked at him with slowly parting

lips.

" Why, I'd no idea. You should have

told me this before, dad."

I thought there would be no need."

Gerald swallowed once, the better to clear

his voice, and then he spoke up again.

' I must get down to work at once. I'd

no idea. You must stop my allowance, of

course."

His father stood up with a smile that

seemed to live only on one side of his face.

" Well, it's not quite so bad as that," said,

he. " It's just very unfortunateâ��very."

He clapped Gerald manfully upon the back.

Clearly he was going to forgive him. Further,

it seemed for one moment that the situation

would very likely become dramatic, and

Gerald was at his very worst in any kind

of drama. He lifted his hand a little

anxiously towards his nose, and said :â��

' Take care, dad. These glasses of mine

are pretty expensive things, and, if anyone

touches me unexpectedly, they sometimes

explode."

ON the sunny side of Piccadilly a young

man and a girl were causing obstruction

by standing in conversation on the

pavement. The young man was Gerald, and

he was speaking.

"So I must go gently until things

straighten out. I was under a misappre-

hension. We haven't the money I thought."

" The car that you spoke about won't be

coming along, then ? "

He shook his head regretfully ; he wanted

to say : " I wonder if you would wait," but

something in Millicent's manner had taken

the heart out of him quite unexpectedly.
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Nevertheless he kept looking hopefully

towards the soft curve of her cheek, because

if a dimple came into it suddenly he would

know that she was" smiling after all, but it

seemed that the sign was never going to

come. This was extraordinarily disappoint-

ing. It seemed, moreover, that she was

about to go.

" I suppose," he blurted, rather desper-

ately, " you wouldn't care to come into the

Park on Sunday ? We could sit in Rotten

Row on a couple of those green chairs they

let outâ��and talk."

He could not see her eyes without crouch-

ing low down and looking up under her hat,

but he was suddenly aware that she was

smiling at last ; not, however, with him in

his trouble, but at him for his egregious

folly. She moved as if to pass him by, and

he cupped his hands ready to catch his

pince-nez if she should knock them off.

" As a matter of fact, I'm motoring up to

Taplow with a man on Sunday. I don't

know whether you know himâ��rather a

famous runner, so p'r'aps you do. Hastingsâ��

his father has given him this new car for

winning some trial a few days ago. He beat

some rather important person. I don't know

who it was."

Gerald had drawn back and was looking

at her as if she were suddenly unreal, and

now he pointed a finger stiffly towards

himself, and said, quite hopelessly : ' Why,

good gracious, that was me ! "

He was not quite sure whether she believed

him or not. She looked at him quaintly, and

then she wa%-ed one hand nonchalantly, said

' Well, bye-bye," and was gone, whilst he

still stood, his hands just where he had held

them to catch his glasses, his lips a little

apart, and lust enough in his stricken

attitude to suggest a man who has let some

costly piece of china fall with a crash upon

the pavement. This was the end. He had

been paid in full.

TIME passed, and he seemed uncertain

where to go or what to do, but he

grew tired eventually of being bumped

and bored by passers-by, and so he turned

into Shaftesbury Avenue and begar to walk

up the street. For some little while he

simply stretched one leg dismally before

the other, his hands feebly clasped upon

a stick behind his back, and every feeling

that he had parched into nothing. Then,

quite unwittingly, his eyes were held by

the figure of a girl who had been coming

towards him from Cambridge Circus. For

a while he did not recognize in this girl

any friendly feature ; he just thought that

her hat and her costume were rather

refreshing to the eye, and that she was

probably good at golfâ��this much and no
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more, until, that is to say, she suddenly

turned from a shop window and, meeting

him face to face, looked at him hard, and

smiled, and held out her hand. Instan-

taneously he forgot all else. He just swung

his stick under one arm, and took her gloved

hand into both of his with a perfect yelp

of intense relief. And so he stood looking

at her ecstatically, and now and again he

just said " Peggy ! " whilst she began to

laugh gently at his thankfulness.

In a far corner of the Trocadero tea-room

they regarded one another across a table.

" Something's the matter, isn't it ? " said

Peggy at last. '' You look as though life

held no nuts. Tell me what it is."

To tell was the one thing Gerald wanted

most of all to do. He wanted to get the

whole agonizing business off his chest, and

Peggy was just the girl to listen. Peggy

used to live next door. Peggy and he

had played stump cricket together for hours

on end. He wanted to reach out and grip

her by the hand again to make sure that she

was there. She was such a jolly good sort.

Peggy, indeed, had taken a spare pair of his

glasses with her when she had moved because

he had said it might be a good excuse to

call upon her sometimesâ��but then the war

had come.

Well, he told it all, and in conclusion he

had only to add, with a touch of pathos :

1 You see, then, that everything I've touched

seems to have come unstuck, and, as you

observe me now, I'm simply sitting amidst

the ruins of the might-have-been."

"Dear me!" said Peggy. "I wonder,

now, what you had better do ? "

" Pick up the pieces," suggested Gerald,

hopefully.

" What I should want to do, if I were you,

would be to win that five hundred back."

" A good plan, but how ? "

' Couldn't you race again Ã�â��this man will

be so confident. You could double the

stakes."

Gerald suddenly stiffened into an upright

position, and thumped a clenched hand upon

the table.

" You've hit it," said he. " Now, I should

never have thought of that all by myself.

We will race again, and I'll make it his

favourite distance. Then he'll be bound to

"agree. Last time we raced three miles, and

I was supposed to be best at that. Now

we'll go seven milesâ��cross-countryâ��his

speciality. He won't know how good I am,

and Hastingsâ��old Hastingsâ��he'll do any-

thing for a gamble. He'll put up a thousand

like a lamb. One minute, thoughâ��a point.

How are we going to find that pile of money Ã�

My dad can hardly scrape up five hundred

as it is."

" Make certain to win," said Peggy,
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cheerfully. " There's no need to show the

money, surely ; and if you should loseâ��

well, it's a debt of honour, and you'll find a

\vay to pay it. Sell upâ��you and your father

go broke together. I know your dad. ^A

long shot always appealed to his fancy.

Make the betâ��-then win. That's what I'd

want to do if I were you."

Again Gerald thumped the table. Waiters

came running to the spot. But Gerald was

concentrated upon a new resolve. He waved

them aside.

" I'll do it," said he. " That's a promise

from meâ��to you. And if I win, why, the

dad might be able to give me a car, eh ?

And then p'r'aps Millicentâ��this girl I'm

telling you aboutâ��p'r'aps she'd come for a

ride with me then ? " He looked up like an

intelligent child.

" I'm quite sure she would," said Peggy.

" X/OU have learned your lesson, and I

J haven't lost my trust," said Gerald's

father. " My son must surely be as

good as a Hastings. We will stake ; and if

you should lose again "â��he shut his teeth

with a resonant snapâ��" then we'll go broke

together, just as you say, father and sonâ��

there'll be no disgrace in that." He looked

up pugnaciously, as if in challenge to all

the world.

" He's running in the County Cross-

Country Championship," Ã�aid Gerald. " I've

found that out, and so I shall enter too, and

we'll stake the ancestral home on that."

THE comic doors of a white-faÃ§aded

restaurant spun on their axis and de-

posited first Peggy, then an elderly gen-

tleman, sideways upon the pavement, and

here they stood for a moment regarding each

other in the approving manner of those who

have made a singularly tasteful supper.

The latter was disposed to maintain the

dignity of his mood by calling a taxi-cab,

but in the very act of raising his hand

majestically aloft he was restrained by a

light touch upon the arm.

" Do let's walkâ��just to Charing Cross.

I love London at night, and I like to show

you off $o people. Not very many -girls go

out with a judge, you know."

The elderly gentleman looked down and

allowed his eyes to rest for a moment upon

this, his very satisfactory daughter. The

folds of Peggy's cloak outlined her compact

shapeliness in very charming taste. Her

light scarf lay shining like night frost upon

the cluster of her hair, and, catching her as

he did, half profile, he was unusually struck

by the fascination of her smile.

" We will walk," said he. " I am not at

all sure that I don't rather like to show you

off mvself."

So that was how it happened.

A group of well-dressed young men,

somewhat incongruous by reason of the

various angles at which they wore their

hats and the untidy way they carried

opera cloaks, were standing at the corner

of Piccadilly Circus, and if Peggy had driven

home she would not have passed that way.

But there, she was walking, and as her

father steered her a little wide of these few

young men she turned to look at them, for

she had caught the sound of a familiar

name. And thus she saw. In the centre

of the group stood Gerald Buchanan, and

they were patting him very effusively upon

the back, whilst, as they patted him, his

silk hat was toppling farther and farther

over one eye ; and he did nothing to prevent

it. Indeed, he was smiling largely. That

was all. From that unedifying moment a

walk through the West-end lost its charm.

Peggy's hand grew a little tighter upon her

father's arm. The judge misunderstood, and

walked on rather more pompously than

before, supposing that this added pressure

merely meant Peggy's increasing pride in

his so noble bearing. But thereafter Peggy

had nothing much to say. All the things

that occurred to her were only things she

could think, and they were things like this :

He promised. Why did he say he would

do it if he never meant to try ? I wanted

him to win."

Days followed, and there was little for

Peggy to think about but this one thing.

She had packed her trust, as it were, in a

cardboard box, and the bottom had fallen

out. Then one day, shopping in Regent

Street, she came unexpectedly upon Gerald's

father, and he stopped and lifted his hat in

the specially charming way that old men

do, and smiled upon her.

She thought that he looked a little serious,

perhaps because the promised day was

drawing very near ; and she had to ask :

" Do you think Gerald is going to win

this time ? "

He looked at her quaintly. " Did you

know ? "

" Oh, yes. I knew." She did not add that

most of it was her doing. And so he

hesitated.

'â�¢ He can if-he will. But there's something

going on. One or two men who see a good

deal of Hastings have told me he's betting.

There are one or two there at the club who

are willing to bet on anything, and he's

taking short odds. His boy's a clean-cut

favourite. I went down myself to find out

what odds I could get about my boy, and

they seem to think nothing of his chance at

all. They shrugged their shoulders. I can't

understand it. These same few fellows

offered me five to one."
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He paused. " Why are they laying against

my boy like that ? "

Peggy could only shake her head. Then

Mr. Buchanan gravely pursed his lips. " I

must go on. I took the odds gladly, of

course. I am bound to believe in Gerald.

But why are they doing it ? What do they

know ? "

He held out his hand, a troubled, sus-

picious frown upon his forehead, lifted his

hat again, and was gone. Peggy stayed for

a moment looking sorrowfully after him, for

she could have told him what they knew.

They knew Gerald wasn't training.

SHE turned' abruptly, and presently went

to a call-box and telephoned Gerald's

club. He was not to be found, but she

left a message, and going home thoughtfully

waited for him to ring up. The call came

towards tea-tirne, and his voice travelled

dutifully over the wire towards her.

" Hallo, Peggy ! What's in the wind ? "

She answered him curtly. " The raceâ��do

you know somebody's offering five to one

against you ? "

" Is that really so ? " said Gerald. " Good

odds, Peggy. I should take them." He was

actually cheerful about it. She could have

stamped her foot.

" I hate being taken in," she answered,

quietly.

There was a moment's pause.

" H'm!" said Gerald, at last. " Now, I

wonder, could we just have a wee spot of

dinner somewhere to-night. What do you

say ? "

" Xo," said Peggy. " That's what I say."

Gerald was not to be denied.

" A cup of tea, then ? Come along now.

Couldn't you ? "

" I didn't ring up for a meal," said Peggy.

There was a moment's silence.

" Can I call round for an hour to-night ? "

asked Gerald, rather more gravely. " Would

you be in ?"

" You cannot call round for five minutes,"

said Peggy, " until you learn how to behave

yourself like a man. Whenever you come I

shall be out." And then she hung up the

receiver and turned, and, moving towards

the window, lifted her hand to the curtain

and stood there a moment so very unhappily

that one might have supposed she was

perfectly ready to cry.

And at his end Gerald stood looking at

the receiver as though it had done him some

personal injury for which it would never be

forgiven. Then, when he had hung it up

at last regretfully upon its hook, he went

slowly into the Â¿moking-room and sat down

upon the nearest chair, resting his chin

gently but firmly upon the backs of his

folded hands. He could see Peggy now

almost as clearly as though she were there

before him, and she was extraordinarily

dear and sweet. Further, she was a very

gallant sportsman. He suddenly beheld a

truth which had been slowly dawning upon

him for some time. Millicent had seemed

pretty to him, but she was pretty because

she had plenty of time in which to make

herself so. He knew no girl who could look

so pretty with so little pains as Peggy.

Millicent had been fascinating because, as

he saw now, she must have had lots of

experience at her back. Peggy, if he remem-

bered rightly, had looked her best on a

toboggan.

He rose up resolutely, collected his hat

and stick, and set out calmly but sternly for

Peggy's house. Long after tea-time was done

he reached it, and knocked defiantly upon

the door. A maid flung it open and faced

him as if by witchcraft.

" I want Miss Sa ville."

The answer was immediate.

" Miss Sa ville is out."

He stared, half hesitatingly, waited a

moment, then turned, and as he went

patiently down the steps he removed his

glasses unhappily from his nose and wiped

them ; whilst from behind the curtain of an

upstairs room Peggy peeped shyly out to

watch him go.

" If he thinks anything of me at all," she

had told herself over and over again, " he

will come here againâ��and again after that

â��and he'll keep on coming until I see him,

and p'r'aps that will pull him together and

make him try."

And as he passed out of the gate and

turned to go up the road, she could not help

reflecting that even now he really looked

rather nice, especially perhaps from the

back, for he seemed a little bowed, rather

as though in sorrow, Peggy thought.

In one thing, however, Peggy was mis-

taken. Gerald did not come againâ��not even

once. He had been told to stand in the

corner, and he was not coming out until he

was called. That night, indeed, as though in

open defiance to all who cared most about

him, he set his teeth grimly, slapped his hat

rakishly on his head, and set forth uncaringly

for Pepper's.

GENTLE sunshine had graced the day.

Out of a little grey runabout, Peggy

stepped gracefully on to the roadway,

and there she stood for a moment looking

about her. She could not see Gerald, nor

was she quite sure whether she wanted to,

for he would be certain to say, " So you

have come ? " And then she would not be

able to make any special retort except

" Why shouldn't I ?" So she switched off

her engine and began to walk slowly away
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from the car, and, as she went, fell to

drawing off first one glove and then the

other from her hands. So Gerald seized his

chance to move up behind her, and when

she stopped he was there at her side.

" Just listen a moment, Peggy. I want

to tell you. I believe I'm going to win, and

I've taken the lot of those bets ; they're all

on me."

Peggy had neither turned nor evinced one

solitary sign of interest.

" You said it was five to one and you were

quite right. I meant it to be. They were

so jolly clever and they thought me such a

priceless fool. I led 'em on. I made them

think I was running loose. I let them see

me go into Pepper's at night. Sometimes

they thought I'd had too much to drink.

It was as good as a play. I took care the

news was spread round about where I wanted

it, but if you'd let me come round I would

have told you all about it. As you knew

part, I'd have rather you knew the truth,

but I couldn't say on the telephone. Some-

body might have heard. It was a battle of

wits, you see. I drew them to five to one

and then I sent down a fellow I know to take

all the bets he could get. He did, and you

couldn't get two to one to-day, nor evens.

They're shaking away in their shoes. I

don't really want their money, but everyone's

always said I hadn't got any brains, and I

wanted to show "em."

Peggy did not move, but in a still, small

voice she said at last :â��

" So you think that you're going to win ? "

And on that moment she spun on her heelâ��

maybe she wanted to shake him whole-

heartedly by the handâ��but he must have

been leaning forward, for the brim of her

hat met his face, and he made one demoniacal

dive to ground, scooped the air wildly with

either hand in tur,n, and was stiffly still.

She had knocked his pince-nez into the road

and they were splintered to bits. If it had

been intentional she could not have better

answered, in effect: " I don't think you

will."

"Oh, Lord ! " said Gerald, and seemed to

be whispering to himself. " There's ditches

and things I shall never see. I sha'n't know

the way. I sha'n't have any idea how far

the other fellow is on ahead."

" But don't let him get ahead ! " said

Peggy, pleadingly.

" I must. You don't understand. He's

a one-speed man and he'll cut out the pace.

If I try to keep close with him all the way

he'll wear me down. I don't run like that.

I go my own speed, and then in the end I

open out and go up at the finish. It's the

only way I can win."

They were calling him. He heard Peggy

say, " Oh, I am so sorry ! " Then he turned

and began to go rather uncertainly towards

the starter. Once he fell over a clump of

bracken. He looked decidedly older. His

countenance was drawn. The most dramatic

moment of his life was here, and he, always

at his worst in drama, was going to go through

it like a buffoon. There was no time to

think, no time to do anything. Wherever

he looked the scene was one great blur.

Peggy stood watching him go. She had

wanted more than anything else to help him

win, and all she had done had been to break

his glasses. A ship might as well put to sea

without a rudder. He was going to be beaten.

IT was the kind of race that a man may

run in a nightmareâ��a variation of Blind

Man's Buff. Hastings went right away

with the lead, and all that Gerald could do was

to wonder exactly where he was. Sometimes

he said to himself : "I ought to have told

them. They'd have let me go back for my

spares." But always the answer he found

in his conscience was the same. " I played

a queer game with them, and they'll be glad

enough now to get their own back on me.

They wouldn't agree to wait. The laugh's

on their side. It's all in the run of the game."

At times he seemed to be almost alone in

the race. The way was tortuous and there

were ditches. He never saw them until he

was right on top of them ; and now and

again he seemed to lose sense of direction and

to wonder if he were right. Then he would

hesitate at a corner, and at last a fluttering

flag would jump into view right under his nose

and beckon him on. So he would mumble

complainingly and carry on into the fog.

Five miles at last were done. The only

man who, so far as he knew, was ahead of

him, other than Hastings, began to fall back.

Gerald went past him cheerfully and struck

into a network of trees. On the far side of

these he knew that they came upon the main

road home, and he began now to strain for

clear vision. If he could only see where

Hastings was runningâ��if he could only spot

his vestâ��if he could only seeâ��and just then

surely enough he topped a rise and, lo!

down in the hollow he could faintly dis-

tinguish a blurred patch of moving white ;

and his heart sank. His man was too hope-

lessly out of reach. He almost gave up all

hope, but instead he gathered his courage

together and opened out into the first stage

of a long last spurt. By slow degrees the

figure ahead began to come back. He had

heard the crackle of Gerald's feet in the

undergrowth and he was straining to hold the

lead, but it was no use at all. He was a

one-speed man and Gerald was holding him

down to it. He was going*up a yard at a

time. The white patch ahead swung into

the road and Gerald plunged hard down after
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it and was there in his turn, when, there

before him upon the road, he beheld as if by

magic the figure of a girl with one hand

eagerly outstretched. She was only a misty

silhouette to him, but he knew her un-

mistakably for Peggy, and his heart fairly

bounded with excitement. What on earth

was that she was holding out ? There was

a little runabout car along the road, its

engines boiling like fun. It was a most

unlikely thought, but just supposing she

had been home and fetched his spares ?

The humour of this idea struck him in spite

of the grimness of the hour, and he began

to chuckle. One never knew. Supposing

she really had fetched his glasses ? She had

a pair at her house. She always had had

since time immemorial. If she had really

been, it meant

Then he was almost alongside and he

heard her voice. " He's right away up the

road. Oh, do go after him. Can't you

spurt ? He'll beat you ! It's the last mileâ��

try all you can ! "

" Right away up the road ? " said Gerald,

indignantly. " Why, he's here ; here, right

in front."

Without any more ado she thrust some-

thing into his hand.

" Lookâ��your glasses ! "

For perhaps one second he stared at them

as he ran, just as though they represented

some costly jewel, and then he set them

excitedly upon his nose and looked ahead.

And now for the first time he saw the course

as if through binoculars, and perceived his

fatal error. The man he was catching was

not like Hastings in the least. This was a

man he had left uncounted ; Hastings was

far away up the roadâ��ever so far. Peggy

was right. He was going to be beaten.

Nevertheless, without one moment's needless

gnashing of teeth, he saw his task and then

he bent to it and began to run all out. He

caught the man he had followed up and

passed him with every sinew keyed to a

raking stride, and then he settled down to

the chase. Hastings was running almost

mechanically, with elbows close to his side.

He was streaked with mud and his legs were

smeared and splashed. These points of

detail Gerald took in as he drew up. He

was catching his man now at every stride,

but he did not believe he could keep on like

this until the end. It was superhuman.

Once Hastings turned round. Gerald was

coming up like a wolf at his heels. His

glasses were shining in the sun, and his

cheeks were marked with sweat. The whole

balance of his body was upon the toes, and

Hastings took one look and knew that he

must call forth now very atom that was in

him. Just for a moment Gerald felt the

difference and faltered as one might who

had tried and failed, but it was for one brief

moment only ; then he took one last hold

upon his courage and drew up alongside

gallantly. He was almost past. He had

done it. A cluster of men like a cinema

crowd moved into the picture to mark the

finish, and Gerald ran into them blindly and

spun round into his father's eager arms. At

once that little grey man began to beat him

upon the back. " You've won ! You've

won ! " There were almost tears in his

voice. But Gerald was torn between sobbing

breath and feeble laughter, and at last the

laughter triumphed.

" You've no idea," he mumbled between

ridiculous guffaws. " Peggy went all the way-

back and fetched my glasses. You know

how they give a chap lemons in a Marathon.

It was like that. She gave me my glasses

just down the road. I would have caught

him before only I couldn't stop laughing."

Which was not, of course, strictly true.

WOULD there be room in there for

me ? " asked Gerald. He pointed

inquiringly at the little runabout

wherein Peggy sat leaning demurely upon

the wheel and regarding him thoughtfully.

" I think I could fit you in."

" You went off in this, I gather," said he,

" to fetch my glasses ? "

' Feel it," said Peggy. " It's still white-

hot. Twelve minutes there and eleven back.

Did you remember leaving them with me ?

They were going to be an excuse to call.

Well, you've got them back, so I'm rather

afraid you've no excuse now at all."

Gerald climbed in, and Peggy let in the

clutch with a slow smile. The car gave a

little hum and started away down the road,

and when it was safely out of all earshot

Gerald looked once back^over his shoulder

and once to either side of him and then

leaned over the wheel. There was one hectic

moment's argument and the car swerved

into the hedge and stopped.

" I shall have every excuse," said Gerald,

continuing the conversation. " I very badly

want you to marry me, but I don't quite

know how it will ever be done. We have no

money."

Peggy pursed her lips shrewdly. " I

wish," said she, " that my father were half

as rich as yours. I've been talking to that

little old dad of yours, and I must say he

used a different method to mine in teaching

you how to remember, but it had a distinct

effect."

Gerald sat up erect.

" What's that ? Do. you mean to say he

was pretending ? "

" We've all done a bit of pretending," said

Peggy. " You pretended you didn't know

how to behave."
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Without any more ado she thrust something into his hand. " Lookâ��your glasses!"

" You also pretenued." Gerald nodded his head once, grimly.

"I ?" said Peggy. " Yes, I pretended " Quite," said he. " Now, I wonder

I didn't like you, didn't I ?" you could pretend that you do ? "
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WHAT MAKES

A PLAY POPULAR ?

I

L

ABmLKLEY

NVITED by

a newspaper

interviewer

t o forecast

the drama of the

future, M. Bergson

answered : "HI

could do that, I

would sit down and write it." If

I could say exactly what makes

a popular play, not to sit down

and write it would be sheer folly. Unfor-

tunately, popularity can never be reckoned

on in advance. Mount a play, and you

leap in the dark. The public taste, if that

word is appropriate, is nothing if not

capricious. Those who cater for it are not

less often misled by experience than undone

by guesswork. Infinite pains of prepara-

tion, thousands of pounds, all the talent

of a renowned author, may be expended upon

a piay that " falls headlong in destruction

down' to bottomless perdition." Another

that has lain unregarded for years in a desk

is fished out in desperation as a stopgap,

takes the fancy of the town, and runs for a

lustrum. " That great baby, the public,"

as Thackeray called it, is always crying for

new toys ; but the difficulty over babies,

as parents know, is to find the right toy.

A1ID all this uncertainty, one thing is cer-

tain. A popular play is not the same

thing as a work of high art. It is only

by a misuse of language that you can call

" Hamlet " or " The Misanthrope " or " The

School for Scandal " popular plays. They

stand out as landmarks in dramatic history,

they are masterpieces of literature, they are

among the priceless assets of the human

race. These are the characteristics that

make plays great; they do not make them

popular. For they demand from the spec-

tator a certain equipment of knowledge,

thought, and taste, which can only be found

in a minority of playgoers, and is altogether

beyond the resources of the majority.

Indeed, it is only a minority of the minority,

the " happy few," that can adequately

appreciate them. For how do we fully

appreciate a work of artâ��be it drama,

ILJ-USTKATED BY

lyric, novel, pic-

ture, statue, or

sonata â�� how do

we respond com-

pletely to its ap-

peal, how do we

squeeze out all

the precious

essence of it without losing

a drop ? The answer is plain :

you have to put yourself in

the author's, painter's, composer's place,

identifying yourself with him and his point

of view, remaking his work within yourself.

That, it may be said, Ls an unattainable

ideal. We cannot be Shakespeare, or Moliere,

or Sheridan. True, and there is a sense in

which it may be contended that no one fully

appreciated " Hamlet " but Shakespeare

himself. But Shakespeare himself may lift

us up momentarily to his level, warm our

imaginations with his, so that we at least

get a partial glimpse of what he saw steadily

and whole. I suspect, by the way, that most

playgoers' vision of " Hamlet " is even more

partial than is generally supposed, that what

really interests them in the play is its out-

ward and visible signsâ��the bustle and

business of the sceneâ��rather than it-.

inward and spiritual grace. Be that as it

may, it is sufficiently clear that such a play

demands a response which it is wholly out of

the power of the unsophisticated playgoer

to give. Between " Hamlet " and " Charley's

Aunt " he would never hesitate. I shall be

told by the fierce tribe of Shakespeareolaters

that at the Old Vic, with its cheap seats,

the great dramatist Ls acclaimed nightly by

" popular " audiences. But they will not

be using " popular " in the true sense.

The purse is no criterion. There are many

" popular " minds in the stalls, and many

" highbrows " in the pit.

THE fact is, great plays, great works of art

of any kind, require from their public

not only an intelligent sympathy, but a

readiness to take trouble, to put themselves

out, to concentrate their attention. That

is not the normal mood of the average play-

goer, who prefers, like the Shah of Persia,
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" to have his dancing done for him." In

great art there is always something strange,

outside the region of the common task, the

daily round, something a little disconcerting

to our familiar habits of thought, something

that exacts the pain of an effort to compre-

hend as the price of the pleasure of enjoying ;

and effort is just what the average playgoer

is indisposed to make. He says, " I am a

tired man, come here for rest and relaxation.

Thrill or amuse me, but don't worry me to

help you. Take me as I am, and let me

have the sort of stuff I want to get, not the

sort (mighty fine, I dare say, but over my

head) you want to give." Most p'aywrights,

even the greatest, try to compromise with

this demand. Shakespeare himself did not

ignore it. The compromise has damaged

much good drama. But the dramatist who

meets the demand uncompromisingly, whole-

heartedly, all the time, is alone the author

of the popular play.

He is often an unknown manâ��unknown,

I mean, in circles of polite literature. I am

told, and I have no difficulty in believing,

that there are many plays familiar to

popular audiences all the world round for

years past, and " still running," that I have

never even heard of. Some plays of vast

popularity I have heard ofâ��" East Lynne,"

for exampleâ��but never seen. It is the same

story with " best sellers " among novels.

The late Mr. Charles Garvice was, I am

assured, one of our most popular novelists.

I had the privilege of his acquaintance, and

liked him much, but I never read a line of

his in my life. There is another man, whose

name I forget, with sales said to run int">

millions. These facts have nothing to do

with literature. They are sociological

statistics, like the number of railway-

passengers last Bank Holiday, or of convic-

tions for bigamy since the war. But they

are also facts that cannot be ignored by

students of human psychology.

Â¥ ET us, then, consider the average playgoer

| j from the psychological side, and try to

see what his mind is made of.

A favourite way of approaching this

inquiry has been through the 'science, if a

science it is, of collective psychology, the

psychology of the crowd. I have more than

once wandered along that route myself.

That a theatrical audience is a crowd and,

as such, develops qualities that differ from

those of the individuals composing it ; that

the emotional pitch is raised and the in-

tellectual pitch lowered ; that the contagious

action of the crowd upon the individual tends

to make him more excitable, less patient

than he is, when aloneâ��these are some

of the considerations of collective psychology

that may be used to determine the mental

state of the average playgoer. But the so-

called science is in its infancy, the mere

mention of it seems to irritate many quite

worthy people, and I propose therefore this

time to leave it on one side. After all, it is

really superfluous, for it ought to be a

sufficiently simple matter to discover the

mind of the average playgoer by the process

of contemplation. He is an ordinary human

being ; that is to say, a person with the

passions, affections, impulses, and desires

common to us all, with a very limited

Handlet aj)d Cba.rle^s'Aunt

woutcf ve\hr l)esuatrer-
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experience of the world he lives in, and a few

superficial notions, generally wrong, about

past ages, without what he himself would

call book-learning, and a fortiori without that

familiarity with the classics of literature

which is at any rate almost (purists would

say quite) indispensable for the formation of

a fine taste. Indeed, you may say that

almost by definition he is no bookman.

Books are to be enjoyed in solitude, but the

playgoer is a gregarious animal. He takes

his pleasure in company, rubbing shoilders

with his fellows. It would be no fun for him

to have a play performed before him, all by

himself, like the mad King of Bavaria. The

sense of solidarity with his fellows and the

publicity of the occasion give him a sense of

power. In the gallery he cheers when pleased,

and when displeased shouts " Eoo " : vocal

exercises that he would not enjoy in solitude.

This average playgoer, with his un-

chastened passions and appetites, his lack of

systematic knowledge, his rudimentary taste,

his advantage over the more cultured members

of the audience in his disposition and power

to make a noise, is a sufficiently formidable

personage. He has the fortrnes of the

theatre at his mercy. All managers spend

their money or other people's, most play-

wrights wear out their brains or their scissors

fiero â��

must be a story of external action, rapid,

perpetually exciting him with the question of

what is going to happen next, perpetually

surprising him with what does happen, but

ultimately never failing to furnish him with

just what he wanted to happen. What he

wants to happen always includes the natural,

obvious sequels to the initial situation. The

principal antagonists, people who obviously

have something to say to each other, must

meet and " have it out." These encounters

are what Francisque Sarcey used to call the

seines-Ã -jane, and the average playgoer

insists (as a rule, quite rightly) on seeing that

he gets them. Also what he wants to happen

always includes a " happy ending." He

detests tragedy ; he resents comedy of the

sort which leaves all parties discomfited and

derided. He is positively infuriated by plays

that, like some of Ibsen's, end on an interro-

gation. He wants to go home comfortable.

I feel sure that the bitter-sweet ending of

Sir James Barrie's " Mary Rose," beautiful

though it was, repelled the average play-

goer. Further, he knows, in his own pet

phrase, what he likes, though he does not

know why he likes it or whether he is right

to like it. The instinctive preferences of the

average playgoer, untempered by training

or by contrast with other preferences, without

Persecuted

and paste, in the hope of capturing his favour.

His pleasure may turn the most artistically

mediocre of plays into a popular triumph :

his displeasure, though it may not kill a good

play (the cultivated minority may save it

from that), will impose on it the nearest

alternative to a death sentence, a success

" of esteem."

He exhibits the childlike curiosity, as well

as the ferocity of primitive man. He must

have, before everything, a " story," and it

any theoretic basis, are hard and unyielding.

Things novel to sight and sense he will glee-

fully welcome as the child welcomes them,

but woe to the playwright who confronts

him with a novel thought or a new morality !

Indeed, on all questions of morality the

average playgoer is eminently conservative.

\Vhatever his conduct may be as a private

individual, amid the public crowd of the

theatre he is on his best behaviour, and quite

sincerely ; he stands there for the current
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morality of his time ; he is nothing if not

" respectable." It is not he, but the ultra-

sophisticated playgoer who sniggers over

" bedroom scenes " or tolerates the triumph

of lover over husband in the domestic triangle.

This does not mean that he will refrain from

laughing at a coarse joke or from appreciating

the liberal decolle/age of the beauty chorus.

It does mean that he draws a definite

line between what

he considers

virtue and what

vice, and likes to

see his stage per-

sonages plainly on

one side or the

other. In other

words, he prefers

conventional

characters that

are "all of a

piece "to the

blended, parti-

coloured, com-

plex characters of

real life : hence

the stock stage

puppets " hero "

and " vil lain,"

" adventuress"

and " persecuted

saint." Themoral

dilettantism, the

easy treatment of ethical questions as matter

for ingenious casuistry, to be found in such

" closet dramas" as " Le PrÃªtre de NÃ©mi "

or " L'Abbesse de Jouarre," would simply

shock the average playgoer. There is not a

ha'porth of Renanism in him.

He is not cruel. There is much cruelty in

MoliÃ¨reâ��I mean in the " popular," broadly

farcical part of MoliÃ¨re. Presumably the

French public's sense of fun overcomes its

sense of pity. That only happens with our

public in the rare scenes of blended humour

and pathos, when there is generally a more

ready response of laughter than of tearsâ��

or, after all, perhaps only seems to happen,

for laughter is loud and tears are silent. As

a rule, our average playgoer exhibits the

" good-nature and good-humour of the

English people " which Burke described as

" ancient and inbred." He is often more

indulgent than those who should be his

betters. In a popular melodrama a few

years ago there was a scene of an assault, or

robbery or murder, or whatever, committed

upon a rich old man in the dead of night

He appeared in a handsome nightgown with

a long train. The stalls, used to pyjamas,

burst into a roar of laughter. The pit were

scandalized at the interruption. Possibly

they saw no reason in the nature of things

why rich old gentlemen should not wear

long nightgowns with trains. In any case,

they felt that such a trifle ought not to

distract attention from a serious crisis of

the play, and they roundly hissed the stalls

for their bad manners. Here, I think, the

honours rested with the average playgoer.

He is no cynic. He is the very opposite,

an amiable sentimentalist. Though he may

greatly enjoy mordant criticisms of the

" knowing" Cock-

ney kind directed

against the social

hierarchy or the

powers that be,

he will never

accept a misan-

thropical view of

the universe. For

him it must be

always tinged

with what Mere-

dith was fond of

calling "rose

pink." The drama

of strict realism,

of "relentless

observation," the

drama even of

elegant raillery

at fundamental

institutions

â��love, marriage,

'parenthood,

native landâ��merely annoys him. He likes

everything romanticized, touched up, " two-

pence coloured "â��masculine courage, female

virtue, aristocratic haughtiness, the fidelity of

aged domestics, and the pride of humble

birth. In other words, the typical play of

the people is melodrama. This may have

the grossest absurdities, the wildest im-

probabilities of plot, it may (and generally

does) have characters that are indistinguish-

able from wooden puppets, it may (and in-

variably does) imply a moral standard, a

criterion of right and wrong, that is cramped

conventional, and commonplace, it may

present in sum a radically false view of the

\vorld we live in ; but, provided that the

action is lively, continuous, and punctuated

with startling surprises, and provided that

the whole is suffused with the rose pink of

the sentimentalist, it will be " all werry

capital " for the average playgoer. Should

it happen to be historical, it must be

all romantic, " heroic," picturesque history,

wherein great political consequences flow

from trivial domestic accidents ; the one

thing it must never be is the history of the

philosophic historian. For he is no philoso-

pher, the average playgoer ; history for him

is a waxwork show, not the resultant of vast,

obscure, slowly moving social forces. Nor is

he accustomed to weigh evidence. What he
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wants, all he is able, to be in the theatre is

an enthusiastic partisan, a Koundhead or a

Cavalier, an " aristocrate " or a " sans-

culotte," and to take good care that " the

Whig dogs get the worst of it."

ODDLY enough, though by the nature

of things he is generally a proletarian

at home, in the playhouse he is *on

the side of the " swells." For they wear the

gayest plumes and the gaudiest trappings,

use the most genial oaths, are in short the

most romantic figures present. Romance is

the ideal resort for all who wish to get out

of themselves, and your average playgoer

visits the theatre with no other object.

It is the same craving for romance that so

often carries the average playgoer away .to

the " pictures." The silent stage is much

more consistently romantic than the spoken

drama. True, it prides itself on the realism

of its scenic setting, and photographs of

actual places are incontestable' more realistic

than any painted backcloth can be, even if

Mr. Crummies' real pump occupies the fore-

ground. But the natural scenery photo-

graphed is virtually always of the kind known

as romanticâ��sierras and pra'ries, alps and

glaciers, morasses, bayous and cascades.

Piccadilly Circus or the Place de l'OpÃ©ra

becomes romantic in association with the

strange things that are made to happen

there ; and the " real " motor-cars and fire-

engines are romantic enough to run over

Mr. Charlie Chaplin and his friends without

hurting them. What could be more romantic

than the personagesâ��lantern-jawed Yankees

or swarthy Dagoes, feathered Red Indians

or furry Eskimosâ��who go through life

(at an incredible pace) moving their lips

inaudibly, ler.ving you to guess what they

are saying an:l only sure of one thing, that

it cannot be the balderdash written down on

the screen ?

NOT that any balderdash is likely to in-

commode the average playgoer. For the

spoken drama of his predilection would

as a rule be much the better for being dumb.

The sad truth must be told. The average

playgoer not only has no ear for form in

language, no sense of style, but he positively

resents and abominates it. The well of

English undefiled is either insipid or poisonous

to him. To be sure, the average novel

reader is only a little better. The frivolous

Duchess in " The Gay Lord Quex " said that

she read French novels " for the style." She

would never have read the popular English

novel or visited the popular English play for

that. The popular novel adopts the style

which the old India House Director recom-

mended to a subordinate : " What .style, sir,

is preferred for official documents ?" " The

style that we like, sir, is the humdrum."

But to call the style of the popular play

humdrum would be a fulsome compliment.

What the average playgoer really likes is a

jargon of solecisms, journalese, street slang,

sham ornament, a flat, tasteless, pointless,

slipshod lingoâ��you see I am at my wit's end

to describe it, for it is something for which

the English language has yet to find a distinct

name.

It must be admitted, however, that of

this defect've ear for pure English the

average playgoer is only an extreme instance.

The prose of our best modern playwrights,

those who write for cultivated audiences, is

generally lacking in distinction. Plays, as

we know, and as perhaps the author of

" Beau Austin " and the author of " Guy

Domville " forgot, are something else than

exercises in style. Nevertheless, a prose

there is, proper to the theatre, simple and

natural, terse and choice, and this is too

seldom attained. Sir Arthur Pinero's dia-

logue is apt to be heavy and stiff, Mr. H. A.

Jones's pedestrian, Mr. Shaw's diffuse. For

a good prose style, proper to the theatre,

you must go (with luck, lie has his lapses) to

Sir James Barrie, and (with no risk of dis-

appointment) to Mr. Maugham and to Mr.

A. A. Milne. I should perhaps apologize

for digressing into naming names, which are

of course merely names to the man who

makes plays popular, the average playgoer.

Further concealment is useless, as they say

in popular plays ; the average playgoer is a

philistine. Such art as he will tolerate in

drama is of the poorest, most commonplace

quality ; his real interests are elsewhere.

He demands satisfaction for his inbred and

inveterate sentimentalism ; but he has his

strong sporting instincts, too, and, when Ð¸Ð·

is not gratifying them at a football or cricitct

or boxing match, he is intent upon gratifying

them in the theatre. He likes to see the

game fairly played there, as elsewhere, and

is quick to detect anything " on the cross."

He appreciates hard hitting and knock-outs,

and has a true sympathy for " the under-

dog " on the stage Â«no less than in the ring.

Popular melodrama may not be art, but it is

energy and life.

ENERGY and lifeâ��these are what every

popular play must have, however de-

ficient in balance and measure the energy

may be, and however unrepresentative the life

of any actual life outside the playhouse. And

players, to be popular, must be energetic

and lively ; their personality must be

" striking " ; they must have resonant

voices, full-blooded temperaments, buoyancy,

and even a little blatancy. For the average

playgoer likes to be made to " sit up " and

to be kept hot with excitement ; acting
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merely thoughtful, delicate, charming, is apt

to leave him cold. It is the powerful

personality of the player much more than

his pure artistry that attracts and holds the

average playgoer. Once caught in the attrac-

tion, he is faithful to his favourites, following

them in all their plays just as he follows the

mounts of his favourite jockey. He rather

piques himself on his

generous recognition

of new talent, and

sometimes applauds

it so vigorously, and

hails it as a success

so prematurely, as to

jeopardize its future

career. Indeed, ex-

treme popularity is

IÂ»

dramatized from a novel : dependent largely

on a popular actor, energetic and lively, but

far too conscientious an artist to be spoiled

by popularity ; and strong in that element

of bustling, exciting, romantic plot that is

an indispensable ingredient in every popular

play.

After all, as the sage observed, there is a

good deal of human nature in men. The

average playgoer is not a student or a

specialist or a fanatic ; he is just a plain man

who is seeking a little pleasure. Most of the

realities of this worka-

day world he finds irk-

some, and some of them

crushing, and he desires

to escape from them

for the evening by the

always a risk for a player ; it tends to

blunt his finer edge of art, to indurate

his mannerisms, to restrict his range,

to tempt him to seek less what he feels

to be true than what he knows will be

applauded. Even the greatest players

suffer from it. Sarah Bernhardt, after

a triumphant tour of the world, was not so

fine an actress as when she embarked.

If the popularity of a play is conditioned

chiefly by the psychology of the average

playgoer, and incidentally by the attraction

of a popular actor, it is sometimes also

attributable to one of those chance mutations

of taste that we call fashion. The law of

action and reaction governs most human

affairs, and certainly the theatrical. Lucky

the manager who can foresee a reaction in

the nick of time ! Probably there is reaction

in progress against the sentimental melo-

drama I have but lately been describing. I

speak conjccturally because I am seldom

called upon to visit the theatres presenting

such plays. But such melodrama as I do

see seems to reflect rather the success of the

" crook " novel, which reduces sentiment to

a minimum and relies mainly on the romantic

intrigues and counter-intrigues of individuals

and detectives. â�¢ Bulldog Drummond " is

a conspicuous instance. Here you have a

popular play rather than a work of art :

contemplation of a

fictitious world,

more brightly

coloured, more di-

versified with adven-

ture, more stimulat-

ing to his affections

and more generous in

at once provoking and

satisfying his curiosity,

than the real one. In

other words, to parody

Canning's famous

phrase, he brings in the

romantic world to redress

the balance of the real.

We all, indeed, do that,

according to the measure

f of our culture and capaci-

/ ties ; even with the luckiest

/ of us the measure is limited ;

the unsophisticated playgoer

is only a little worse off for Å�sthetic equip-

ment than the sophisticated. Despite appear-

ances to the contrary, civilization advances,

and the average of public taste in plays will

gradually rise. Meanwhile, to please the

people, a play must at least be good-

humoured, decent in feeling, brimming

over with energy and life. And that is

something to go on with.
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THE

UNFINISHED

MASTERPIECE

BY THE LATE,

STEPHEN PHILLIPS

SCENE I.

A transept in Milan

Cathedral. A N D R E o

working on a large can-

vas on an easel placed

at right angles to the

audience. SILVIO stand-

ing behind, watching

him. There is a faint

sound from the distant

Cathedral organ.

ANDREO turns from the

picture with a sigh.

ILLUSTRATED BY

SILVIO : The light is

failing, Master, and you

are weary.

ANDREO : Weary, yes,

but not with toil, nor

does my imagination flag at all, but at

times a kind of foreboding takes hold of me

that I shall never finish this picture, which

was to be the masterpiece of my lifeâ��if I

should die before the final touch is achieved !

SILVIO : Ah, no !

ANDREO : Well, but who knows ? It is

now ten years since I began this painting

which I call " The Last Supper."

SILVIO : And it is now almost finished.

ANDREO : Finished ? No ! It is hardly

begun.

SILVIO : But only two figures are lacking.

ANDREO : But those two figures are the

picture, the two faces which I cannot paint,

because, search as I may, I cannot find two

faces so contrasted that the one shall convey

to us the aspect of the Divine, the other of

the vile ; the one a mirror, as it were, of

Heaven, the other the glass of Hell itself.

On the one side the countenance of the

Redeemer, on the other the features of the

traitor and the thief. Ten years have I

CHARACTERS.

ANDREO DONATI The most famous

living painter

in Italy.

SILVIO . . . His pupil and

friend.

THE GOVERNOR Of the Convict

Prison in

Naples.

A warder.

No. f>.

ANTONIO

THE YOUTH .

Convicts and \Varders nf the Prison.

spent in this fruitless

quest, and I am still Ð°Ñ�

far from success as ever.

SILVIO : Is it necessary

to discover two living

faces so contrasted to be

able to paint them ?

Cannot your imagination

unaided throw them on

the canvas ?

ANDREO : The imagina-

tion, though its head be

in Heaven, must still

stand upon the earth ;

only faces of flesh and

blood can launch me on

my flight. Then, again,

a fear possesses me that

Nature herself will take

some revenge upon me.

SILVIO : I cannot understand.

ANDREO (pacing to and fro) : Think what

my life has been from boyhood ! The lone-

liness, the dedicated days, the set, unswerv-

ing purpose. Think how, in the pursuit of

the Beautiful, I have discarded what is

dearest to men ; the promptings of the

heart, the life of home, the love of women

and of children. At times, Silvio, I dread

lest Nature, who will not be denied, shall

aim at my heart at last, crying : " This, too,

was given thee ! It is not enough to aspire ;

thou shalt also learn to feel ! " Cover the

canvas, my friendâ��listen ! the music swells,

and now swoons into solemn deathâ��it

ceases !

(As the music ceases a figure of a young man

is seen coming from the steps of the

chancel. He has a face of singular

beauty, and as he approaches the light

from the trcnsept window strikes full on

him.)
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" Are you willing to sit to me here, each morning, after Matins ? "

Silvio, leave the canvas a moment and the faceâ��wonderful ! Is it possible that

look ! See that figure advancing and thrown after these years my triumph comes ? Stop

into sudden glory ? Now, now, the head, the youth, Silvio, and bring him to me hither,
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lest he should vanish suddenly and I have

been deceived by devils !

(SILVIO arrests the youth and brings him to

the MASTER.)

SILVIO (addressing the young man) : You,

sir, to-day are highly honoured. You have

heard of Andreo Donati, the Master-painter

of all Italy ?

THE YOUTH : Indeed, who has not ?

SILVIO : You stand before him now.

THE YOUTH (bowing low) : Master !

ANDREO : You, then, have occupation

here in the cathedral ?

THE YOUTH : Master, I sing here in the

choir, at Matins and at Vespers. Some-

times, indeed, I am chosen to sing alone, and

then am I most happy.

ANDREO : But apart from this, have you

no more earthly trade or calling on which

you live ?

THE YOUTH : My trade is that of a worker

in bronze and gold.

ANDREO : And a beautiful trade ; but

does it bring much money ?

THE YOUTH : Alas, Master, no ; and I

have to sustain my mother, who is a widow.

ANDREO : You would then be pleased,

even for her sake, to add to your earnings ?

THE YOUTH : Yes, indeed. But how ?

ANDREO : I am working here, as you may

see, upon a large canvas in which many

faces are necessary. I have all but two.

Your face would give me a sufficient sugges-

tion of one of them. Are you willing to sit

to me here, each morning, after Matins and

while the light lasts ? If so, I will pay you

as liberally as you would desire.

THF. YOUTH : Yes indeed, Master, and it

is not only the payâ��it is to feel that I am

transmitted on your canvas to immortality.

ANDREO : That, then, is agreed ; and I

will not wait a day. I have waited so long !

To-morrow morning.

THE YOUTH : Master, I shall not fail you.

(He bows humbly and joyously, and leave*

the cathedral with quick steps.)

ANDREO : Is it not wonderful, Silvio,

that of a sudden, just as I have begun to

despair, that face should be sent me ? Oh,

not itself perfect, but, as it were, the human

suggestion of what I intend, the proper fuel

to my imagination. Oh, why should night

intervene between me and my dream ? I

am athirst to beginâ��I shall know no sleep

to-night. Well, my son, come with me to

my lonely house. I cannot bear as yet to

be alone, and after we will sup together and

drink the old Chianti. (Laying his hand on

SILVIO'S neck.) Oh, Silvio, only one more

step for me to climb ! The other face, the

face of the betrayer !

SILVIO : And yet it seems to me well-nigh

impossible, Master, to find in humanity two

such contrasted faces as you desire ; to

suggest with the one a love celestial, with

the other a hate infernal.

ANDREO : Having found one, I may yet

find the other. Who knows ? For to-day

this joy is enough !

(They proceed outwards, ANDREO with his

arm round his pupil's neck.)

SCENE II.

'/1 gloomy corridor in the convict prison of

Naples. Time, evening. Ten years hare

elapsed. ANDREO and the GOVERNOR of

the prison are pacing to and fro together.)

GOVERNOR : You are, of course, aware, sir,

that'what you request is not merely unusual,

but entirely unprecedented ?

ANDREO : Sir, I am fully aware of it, yet

I still venture to persist in my request.

GOVERNOR : You will clearly understand,

then, what I grant is to the Master-painter

of Italy, and not to a private individual ?

ANDREO : Clearly.

GOVERNOR : You ask, then, that twelve

of the most abandoned convicts in the worst

prison of Italy shall be filed before you, that

you may perhaps discover amongst them a

face sufficiently base to transfer to the great

canvas on which you are working ?

ANDREO : Exactly.

GOVERNOR : I have already given orders

that this shall be done, but remember that

the men whom you will see, desperate as

they are, may be roused to open fury if they

suspect that they are paraded before you

merely for the purpose of portrayal. I have

to request, then, that you will stand back

in the shadow here, and make no sign except

to me privately.

ANDREO : I will do so. (He retires into a

shadowy recess.)

GOVERNOR (calling to an attendant) : Are

the men of whom I spoke to you ready ?

ANTONIO : They are waiting for your

orders, sir.

GOVERNOR : Then have them filed before

me, singly and slowly.

ANTONIO (in loud voice) : No. iâ��12 this

way ! Pass slowly !

(The convicts, who are in chains, begin to

pass through the corridor in sing'- file.

Five have passed, and the sixth now passes

ANDREO. who remains in shadow.)

ANDREO (bursting from recess) : Stop that

one ! The sixth ! I have it at last, I tell you,

the face I have so long vainly sought I The

face of the betrayer !

GOVERNOR : No. 6 fall out ! The rest

back to the cells.

(The convicts go off in charge of ANTONIO.

No. 6 remains.)

This fellow, who has the face you want, is

under sentence of death, and dies at dawn

to-morrow.
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ANDREO : Only just in time then !

granting me, to provide him with a flask of

GOVERNOR : What do you propose to do wine and as many cigarros as he can smoke.

with him ?

while I am making my sketch of him.

ANDREO : I have only time to make a No. 6 : Ah, now we are talking business !

rough sketch which will fix his face.

Under the conditions I consent to sit.

1 Stop that one ! The sixth ! I have at last

the face 1 have so long vainly sought."

GOVERNOR : No. 6, the Master-painter of

Italy, Andreo Donati, desires to portray

you to-night, before you die.

No. 6: Oh, come now ! You have the

right to take my lifeâ��that is law, but not

to take my portrait. I object !

ANDREO : The fellow is right, and, as I

believe it is at times permitted for one con-

demned to enjoy some special privilege on

his last night on earth, I suggest that I may

be allowed, in return for the favour he is

Vol. lxiiL-30.

GOVERNOR : Well, having yielded so far,

I will yield this further. No. 6. back to

your cell; there you will await the Master.

(No. 6 slinks off.) This fellow is the

most notorious of all our criminals. Not

only had he a hand in assassination, but

for a paltry sum he also betrayed his

accomplice to death. The earth is well rid

of him !

ANDREO : Did I not exclaim: " The face

of the betrayer " ?
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SCENE III.

(One of the cells of the condemned in the convict

prison. ANDREO and No. 6 discovered.

ANDREO is sketching at an easel the face of

the condemned man. A flask of Chianti and

cigars upon a table at the side of No. 6.

Dawn peers through the cell grating.)

ANDREO : A little to the right ; so. (He

continues to sketch.) Your right hand half

closed, resting on the table ; the other

thrust downward out of sightâ��so.

No. 6 : Time's passing, Master. I could

do with another drink and another smoke.

ANDREO : One moment only ; now, could

you peer as though you were listening for

the approach of someone outside ?

No. 6 : How's that, then ?

ANDREO : No, no, put your hand downâ��

listen with your eyes !

No. 6 : I say, this isn't in the bargain.

Well, now ?

ANDREO : Don't move ; stay as you are.

I implore you not to move ! (He adds a few

touches.) Now then, drink and smoke.

No. 6 : Many thanks, Master. (He takes

a long draught of wine and lights a cigar.

ANDREO still puts final touches to the drawing,

glancing at No. 6 from time to time.) They

keep you here so short of food that a drop of

wine almost makes one drunk in a moment.

I suppose I may walk about for a minute or

so?

ANDREO : Yes, yes ; I have got all from

you that I want.

No. 6 (shivering) : It's getting near the

time, isn't it ?

ANDREO : Yes. Are you prepared ?

No. 6 (slouching to and fro) : I shall beâ��

with another glass. The thing is to get

oneself numbed, as it were. I am beginning

to arrive at that feeling, and this I owe to

you.

ANDREO : And I owe to you more than you

would ever suspect. Per Bacco ! We are

here together, you and I. You have ren-

dered me the greatest service one man can

render another. You are about to die, but

if it can console you at all, I will tell you

that this drawing here will enable me to

finish the picture of a lifetime.

(A WARDER enters.)

WARDER : No. 6, the priest is here. Will

you see him ?

No. 6 : The priest ? No ! (Pouring

out another glass.) This is my priest and

final consolation. (Exit WARDER.) Well

now, Master, would you say that mine was a

difficult face to paint ?

ANDREO : No, no : except that any face

which is strange is difficult.

No. 6 : My face is strange then ?

ANDREO : Strange in this way only, that

1 have never seen it before.

No. 6 (lurching towards ANDREO and blow-

ing tobacco in his face) : You have never seen

my face before ?

ANDREO : Undoubtedly not !

(Enter ANTONIO.)

ANTONIO : No. 6, you have five more

minutes.

(Exit ANTONIO.)

No. 6 : Five minutes did he say ? May I

look at that drawing ?

ANDREO : Look, then.

No. 6 : Umph ! Throw your mind back

a bit. Master. Were you ever in the city of

Milan ?

ANDREO : Milan ! There I was born and

lived half my life.

No. 6 (lighting a fresh cigar) : There's not

much time, but there's time for anotherâ��

umph ! You know the cathedral there ?

ANDREO : Why, it was in that same

cathedral that I began and almost finished

the painting of my life, but to complete it I

lac keel one face, and to-night I have it !

No. 6 (lurclnng towards him, smoking

fiercely) : I hear them ! They are coming

for me !

(A tramp of steps is heard without.)

Quick thenâ��ah, one morÃ© glass ! You

remember perhaps a ywung fellow who sane

there in the choir ?

ANDREO : Why, of course ! His face is

the great, the central face of my picture.

No. 6 (pointing to portrait) : This is it !

ANDREO (starting up) : This is it ? Man,

man, between that face and this is all the

distance between Heaven and a Hell !

(Enter two WARDERS.)

WARDERS : No. 6 !

(They advance, and touch him on the shoulder.)

No. 6 (approaching ANDREO and speaking in

his ear) : Master, I was that chorister ! You

have painted me twice ! Fell in bad hands

â��no matterâ��too long to tell now.

ANDREO : You, you !

No. 6 (turning to WARDERS) : I am ready.

(Then turn ing again to ANDREO. ) That's right.

Master.

(He is taken off. ANDREO sinks in his

chair, baryinr; his face in his hands.)

ANDREO : God, God !

(A report of musketry is heard. Enter

GOVERNOR OF JAIL.)

GOVERNOR : It is over, Master. Earth is

well rid of the wretch. The only service he

ever did was the service he did to Andreo

Donati. May I say how proud I am to have

been able to furnish you with the means of

finishing that masterpiece, for which all

Italy is waiting ?

ANDREO : Never, now ! If God can finish

so the pictures he begins, my picture shall be

left for ever unfinished. (He dashes drawing

on the floor and sets his foot upon it as the

CURTAIN FALLS.)
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FUNNY MAN'S DAY

H

STACY

AUMONIER

I S round,

fat little

face a p-

peared seraphic

in sleep. If

only the hair

were not grey-

ing at the tem-

ples and get-

ting very, very

thin on top, and the lines about

the eyes and mouth becoming

rather too accentuated, it might

have been the head of one of Donatello's

bambini. It was not until Mrs. Lamb, his

ancient housekeeper, bustled into the room

with a can and said : " Your water, Mr.

Basingstoke," the intrusion causing him to

open his eyes, that it became apparent that

he was a man past middle age. His eyes

were very largeâ��" goose-gog eyes " the

children called them. As elderly people

will, it took him some few moments to

focus his mentality. A child will wake up

and carry on from the exact instant -it went

to sleep ; but it takes a middle-aged man or

woman a moment or so to realize where

they are, what day of the week it is, what

happened yesterday, what is going to happen

to-day, whether they are happy or not.

As to James Jasper Basingstoke, it was

not his business to indulge in the slightest

apprehension with regard to his condition

of happiness or unhappiness. He was a

funny man. It was his profession, his

mission, his natural gift. From early morn-

ing, when his housekeeper awakened him,

till playing with the childrenâ��all the chil-

dren adored himâ��practising, interviewing

managers and costumiers, dropping into the

club and exchanging stories with some of

the other " dear old boys," right on until

he had finished his second show at night, it

was his mission to leave behind him a long

trail â�¢of smiles and laughter. Consequently,

he merely sat up in bed, blinked, and called

out :â��

" I am deeply indebted to your Lamb-

ship."

" Nibby's got hiccups," replied that lady,

who was not unused to this term of address.

ILLUSTRATED BY

FRANKNEWBOULD

Nibby was Mrs.

Lam b's grand-

son. His real

name was Percy

Alexander. The

granddaughter's

name was Vio-

letta Gladys,

and she was

known as Tibby.

They lived next door. These

names, of course, had been

invented by the Funny Man,

who lived in a world of make-believe, where

no one at all was known by his real name.

He himself was known in the theatrical

profession as " Willy Nilly."

" I am distressed to hear that," exclaimed

Willy Nilly. " Hiccups at nine o'clock in

the morning ! You don't say so ! I always

looked upon it as a nocturnal disease. The

result of too many hie, haec, hock-cups."

'â�¢ You must have your fun, Mr. Basing-

stoke, but the poor little fellow has been

very bad ever since he woke up."

Willy Nilly leapt out of bed and rolled

across to the chest of drawers. He there

produced a bottle containing little white

capsules, two of which he handed to Mrs.

Lamb.

" Crunch these up and swallow with a

little milk, then lie on his back and think of

emerald-green parrots flying above a dark

forest, where monkeys are hanging by their

tails. In our profession the distress of hiccups

is quite prevalent, and we always cure it in

this way. A man who can't conquer hiccups

can never expect to top the bill. Now, tell

Master Nibby that, dear lady."

Mrs. Lamb looked at the white capsules

interestedly.

" Do you really mean that, Mr. Basing-

stoke ? "

The little fat man struck a dramatic

attitude.

" Did you ever find me not a man of my

word, Lady Lamb ? "

" You are a ONE," replied the house-

keeper, as she retired.

The little fat man thrust out his arms in

the similitude of some long-forgotten clumsy

Copyright, 1922, by Stacy AumÃ´nier.
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exercise. Then he regarded himself in the

mirror.

" Not too thumbs-up, old boy, not too

thumbs-up. It's going, you know. All the

Apollo beauty, the slender waist, ' the un-

matched form and feature of blown youth,

blasted with ecstasy.' Oh, you little de-

praved ruffian, go and hold your head under

the tap."

No, no, it was not the business of Willy

Nilly to be depressed by these reflections,

either in the mirror or upon the mind. He

seized the strop suspended from a hook on

the architrave of the window and began to

flash his razor backwards and forwards,

wh4st he sang :â��

' ' Oh, what care I for a new feather-bed

A nd a sheet turned down so bicvcly-O ? "

The Raggle-taggle gipsies accompanied

him intermittently throughout the whole

operation of shaving, including the slight

cut just beneath the lobe of his left ear. The

business of washing and dressing was no

perfunctory performance with the Funny

Man. He had a personality to sustain.

Moreover, the programme of activities for

the day included attendance at a wedding.

There is nothing at which a funny man can

be so really funny as at a wedding. One

funny man at least is almost essential for

the success of this time-honoured ritual.

And this was a very, very special wedding :

the wedding of bis two dearest and greatest

friends. Katie Easebrook, the pretty come-

dienne, and Charlie Derrick, that most

brilliant writer of ballads. A swell affair it

was to be, in Clapham Parish Church, with

afterwards a reception at the Hautboy Hotel

â��everything to be done ' in the best slap-up

style, old boy."

It was fully three-quarters of an hour before

he presented himself in the dining-room

Wow. Mrs. Lamb appeared automatically

with the teapot and his one boiled egg.

" You'd hardly believe it," she said, ' but

Nibby took them white pills, and his hiccups

is abated."

1 Ah ! What did you expect, my good

woman ? Was Willy Nilly likely to deceive

an innocent child ? Did he think of emerald-

green parrots and a dark forest ? "

" I told him what you said, Mr. Basing-

stoke. Here's the letters and the news-

paper."

The Funny Man's correspondence was

always rather extensive, consisting for the

most part of letters from unknown people,

commencing, " Dear Sir, I wrote the en-

closed words for a comic song last Sunday

afternoon. I should think, set to music,

you would make them very funny," or, " Dear

Sir, I had a good idea for a funny stunt for

you. Why not sing a song dressed up as a

curate called ' The higher I aspire I espy

her,' and every time you come to the word

higher you trip up over a piece of orange-

peel ? I leave it to you about payment for

this idea, but I may say I am in straitened

circumstances and my wife is expecting

another next March."

THERE was a certain surprising

orderliness about the Funny Man's

methods.

Receipts were filed, accounts kept together

and paid fairly regularly, suggestions and

ideas were carefully considered, begging-

letters placed together, with a sigh, " in case

anything could be done a little later on, old

boy." Occasionally would come a chatty

letter from some old friend " on the road,"

or from his married sister in Yorkshire. But

for the most part his correspondence was not

of an intimate nature. His newspaper this

morning remained unopened. The con-

templation of his own programme for the

day was too absorbing to fritter away ner-

vous energy on public affairs. Whilst crack-

ing the egg he visualized his time-table. At

ten o'clock Chris Read was coming to try

over new songs and stunts. At eleven-

fifteen he had an appointment with Albus,

the costumier in Long Acre, to set the stamp

of his approval upon the wig and nose for Ins

new song, " I'm one of the Goo-goo Boys."

Katie and'Charlie's wedding was at twelve-

thirty, and the wedding breakfast at the

Hautboy at one-forty-five. In the mean-

time he must write two letters and manage

to call on old Mrs. Labbory, his former land-

lady, who was very, very ill. Poor old soul !

She'd been a brick to him in the old days,

when he was sometimes " out " for seven

months in the year, out and penniless. It was

only fair now that he should help her a bit

with the rent and see that she hadâ��every-

thing she needed. Willy Nilly's life had been

passed through an avenue of landladies, but

the position of Mrs. Labbory was unique.

He had been with her fifteen years, and she-

was intimate with all his intimates.

At three-forty-five was a rehearsal with

the Railham Empire orchestra. He must

get that gag right where he bluffs the trom-

bone-player in his song :â��

" Oh, my in-lati's, my in-laws, why don't you

leave me be ? "

Perhaps a cup of tea somewhere, and then

an appointment at five-fifteen with Welsh,

to arrange terms about the renewal of con-

tract. Knotty and difficult problemsâ��con-

tracts. Everyone trying to do you downâ��

must have a clear head at five-fifteen. If

there's time, perhaps pop into the club after

for half an hour, exchange stories with Jimmy

Landish or old Blakeney. A chop at six-

thirtyâ��giving him an hour before making-up
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for the first house. On at eight-twenty.

Three songs and an encoreâ��mustn't forget

to speak to Hignet about that spot-light ;

the operators must have been drunk last

night. Between shows interview a local

Pressman and a young man who " wants to

go on the stage, but has had no experience."

Dash round for a sandwich and a refresher.

On again at ten-twenty-

five. Same three songs,

same encore, same bluff

on the trombone-player.

Ten-fifty, all clear. Clean

up and escape from the

theatre if possible. A

last nightcap at the

club, perhaps ? Oh, but

Bird Craft wanted him

to toddle along to his

rooms and hear a new

song he liad just ac-

quired, " a real winner,"

Bird said it was, about

"The Girl and the

Empty Pram." Must

stand by an old pal.

Some time during the

day he must send two

suits to be cleaned

and order some new

under-linen. A beastly

boring business ordering

vests and pants. He

knew nothing about

the qualities of mate-

rialsâ��hosiers surely did

him over that. Really

a woman's business ;

women knew about

these things. Mrs.

Lamb ? No, not exactly

Mrs. Lamb. He couldn't

ask Mrs. Lamb to go

and buy him vests and pants,

business, a womanâ��â�¢â��

Heigh-ho ! Nearly ten o'clock already !

Chris Read might arrive any minute. The

Funny Man dashed downstairs and ran into

the house next door. Tibby had already

gone to school, but Nibby had escaped

because at the moment of departure his

attack of hiccups had reached its apothe-

osis. Now he was in trouble because it had

left off, and his mother now decided he had

been putting it on. It took the Funny Man

fifteen minutes to calm this family trouble.

Nibby putting it on ! Nibby playing the

wag ! Oh, come ! fie, and for shame !

Besides, did Nibby's mother think that he,

Dr. Willy Nilly, the eminent specialist of

Harley Street, was a quack ? Were his

remedies spurious remedies ?

" Did you think of emerald-green parrots

in a dark wood, Nibby ? "

" Yes."

" And monkeys hanging by their tails ? "

" Yes."

" There, you see, Mrs. Munro ! It was a

genuine case and a genuine cure."

" If he really had it, Mr. Basingstoke. I

don't believe it was thinking about monkeys

what cured him ; it was them little white

tabloids, and we thank you kindly."

" Mrs. Munro, here are two

tickets for the Railham Empire for

the first house to-morrow night.

Come, and bring your husband,

and then you will see that there

are more people cured by thinking

of monkeys hanging by their

tails than there are cured by-

allowing tabloids. That

s my business. I am a

monkey hanging by its

tail. And now I

must be off. Good-

bye, Nibby, old boy.

Why, if this isn't a

sixpence under the

mat ! Well, well, this

is an age of miracles !

No, you keep it, old

boy. Invest it in

visions. Good-bye, Mrs.

Munro. Come round

and see me after the

show to-morrow. Toot-

a-loo, my dear."

Chris was waiting on

the doorstep, a fresh-

complexioned young

man inclined to corpu-

lence. His face glowed

with a kind of vacant

geniality.

" Well, old boy, how

goes it ?"

" I've got a peach this morning, Willy,

old boy. I think you'll like it."

" Good boy ! Come on in."

Chris sat at the piano and unwrapped a

manuscript score.

" I think this ought to win out, old boy,"

he said. " It's by Bert Shore. It's called

' The Desert Island.' You see, the point is

this. You're a bit squiffy, old boy. You

see, red nose and battered top-hat, and your

trousers turned up to the knees. You know

how, when it's been raining on a tarred road,

it looks like water. Well, we have a set like

thatâ��it's really a street-islandâ��in Piccadilly

or somewhere. You're on it, and, seeing all

this shining water, you think you're on a

desert island and the lamp-post's a palm-

tree. You take off your shoes and stockings,

and there's some good business touching the

wet road with your bare toes. See, old

boy ? There's a thunderin' good tune.

Why, if this isn't a sixpence under

the mat ! "

A woman's
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Listen to thisâ��tum-te-too-te-tum-te-tum,

rum-tc-too-te-tum-teâ��works up, you see, to a

kind of nautical air ; then gets back to the

plaintive desert stuffâ��rum-tum-tum-tum-

tum-te-tum. Then here's the chorus. Listen

to this, old boy :â�¢â��

' Lost in the jungle,

Oh, what a bungle,

Eaten by spiders and ants.

Where is my happy home >

Why did they let me roam ?

Where are my Sunday pants â�¢> '

Good, eh ? What do you think ? Make

something of it, old boy, eh ?"

The little man's eyes glowed with excite-

ment. Oh, yes, this might assuredly be a

winner. It was the kind of song that had

made his reputation. The tune of the

chorus was distinctly catchy, and his mind

was already active conceiving various busi-

ness.

" Let's have a go at it, old boy," he said.

He leant over the other's shoulder and

He began to

singâ�� he was

really enjoying

himself.

began to sing. He threw back his head and

thrust out his fat little stomach, his eyes

rolled, and perspiration streamed down his

face. He was really enjoying himself. He

had just got to

" Lost in a jungle,

Oh, what a bungle,

Eaten by spiders and ants."

when there was a knock at the door, and Mrs

Lamb thrust her head in and said :â��

" A telegram for you, Mr. Basingstoke."

" Eh ? Oh, well-â��er, never mind. Yts,

thank you, my dear, give it to me."

He opened the telegram absently, his

mind still occupied with the song. When

he read it, he exclaimed :â��

" Good Lord ! poor old Joe ! Yesâ��no,

there's no answer, my dear. I must go out."

Mrs. Lam h retired.

' Poor old Joe ! Stranded, eh ? "

" What is it, old boy ? " said Chris.

" Telegram from Joe Bloom. He says,

' Can you wire me tenner very urgent,

stranded at Dundee.' Poor

old Joe ! he has no luck.

He was out with ' The

Queen of the Sea ' Com-

pany. They must have

failed. Excuse me, Chris,

old boy."

The Funny Man hurried

out of the room and ran

downstairs. He snatched

up his hat and went out.

When he got round the

corner he ran. He ran as

fast as he could to the

High Street, till he came to

the London, City, and Mid-

land Bank. He filled up a

cheque for fifteen pounds

and cashed it. Then he

ran out of the bank and

trotted puffily across the

road to the post-office.

" I want to telegraph

fifteen pounds, old girl. '

he said to the fair-haired

lady behind the wires.

Filling up the forms took

an unconscionable time,

and there all the while

was poor old Joe stranded

in Dundee, perhaps without

food ! Dundee ! Dundee

of all placesâ��a bleak, un-

sympathetic town, hun-

dreds of miles from civil-

ization. Well, that would

help him â�¢ out, anyway.

True, he had had to do

this twice before for Joe,

and Joe had not so far
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paid him back, but Joe was a

notoriously unlucky devil, and he,

Willy Nilly, topping the bill at

the Railham Empire, couldn't let

a pal in.

When he got back to his own

drawing-room Chris was stretched

at full length on the sofa, smoking

a cigarette and drinking

\\liisky-and-soda.

" Sorry to have kept

you, Chris, old boy."

" it's all right, old boy.

I've just helped myself

to a tot from the side-

board."

" Well, Martha, old

girl, how goes it ?

Merry and bright,

eh?"

" That's right. That's right. Now, let's

see ; it's a quarter to eleven. I'll have to

wash out this trial, old boy. I shall be late

for Albus. I like that song. I'd like to

have another go at it. Have another tot,

Chris, old boy. I'll join you ; then I must

he off."

But he didn't get to Albus that morning,

because on leaving the house he remembered

that he hadn't called on old Mrs. Labbory.

He mmt just pop in for a few moments. It

was only ten minutes' walk away. He pur-

chased a fowl and a bottle of Madeira, and

hurried to 27, Radnor Street. He found his

old landlady propped up on the pillows,

looking gaunt and distant, as though she

were already regarding the manifestations

of social life from a long way off and would

never participate in them again.

" Well, Martha, old girl, how goes it ?

Merry and bright, eh ? Oh, you're looking

fine. More colour than last week, eh ? ...

Kating better, old girl ? "

A voice came across the years :â��

"I'm not so well, Jim. God bless you for

coming."

" Of course I come. I come because I'm

a selfish old rascal. I come because I want

to. I know where I'm appreciated, eh ?

Ha, ha, ha ! Now don't you think you're

getting worse. You're getting on fine.

We'll soon have you about again, turning

out cupboards, hanging wall-papers. Jeminy !

Do you remember hanging that convolvulus

wall-paper in my bedroom in the Gosport

Road, eh ? "

The Funny Man slapped his leg and the

tears rolled down his cheeks with laughter

at the recollection of the episode.

" Do you remember how I helped you ?

And all I did was to step into a pail of size,

nearly break my leg, and spoilt the only pair

of trousers I had ! Ha, ha, ha ! He, he, he !

I had to go to bed for four hours while

you washed them out and aired 'em. Oh,

dear ! "

Old Mrs. Labbory began to laugh too, in a

feeble, distant manner. Then she stopped

and looked at him wistfully.

" You going to Katie Easebrook's wed-

ding, Jim ? "

" Eh ? Oh, yes, I'm going, old girl. I'm

going straight on now."

He hadn't meant to mention this. There's

something a little crude in talking about a

wedding to a dying woman. He paused
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and looked uncomfortably at his feet. The

voice from the past reached him again :â��

" You ought to have married Katie Ease-

brook."

"Eh ? What's that ? Me ? Oh/ no, old

girl ; what are you talking about ? Me marry

Katie Easebrook ? Why, I wouldn't have

had the face to ask her. Not when there's a

good fellow like Charlie about."

I.ike some discerning oracle came the

reply :â��

" Charlie's a good feller, a good-looking

feller, too ; but you would have made her a

better husband, Jim."

With some curious twist of chivalry and

affection, the little man gripped the old

woman's hand and kissed it.

" You've always thought too much of me,

Martha, old girl."

" I've had good cause to, Jim. . . . Good-

bye."

He walked a little unsteadily down Radnor

Street.

" Life is a lovely thing," he thought as he

hurried on. " Poor old Martha !â��she's going

out."

HE was, of course, late for the service in

the church. In some way he did not

regret this. He slipped quietly into a

seat at the back, unobserved. A hymn was

being sung, or was it a psalm ? He didn 't know.

There was something about a church service

he didn't like. It disturbed him at some

uncomfortable level. Charlie was standing

by the altar, looking self-conscious and

impatient. Katie was a ghostly, unrecog-

nizable figure, like a fly bound up in a spool

in a spider's web. Thirty or forty people

were scattered on either side of the centre

aisle. He could only see their backs. The

parson began to drone the service, slowly

enunciating the prescribed purposes of the

married state. Willy Nilly felt a flush of

discomfort. It somehow didn't seem right

that Katie should have to stand there before

all these people and have things put to her

quite so straight.

" Rather detailed, old boy," he thought.

" Perhaps that's why a bride wears a veil."

When it was over he walked boldly up the

aisle and followed a few intimates into the

vestry. He was conscious of people indi-

cating him with nudges, and whispering,

" Look ! That's Willy Nilly."

In the vestry Katie's mother was weeping,

and Katie appeared to be weeping with one

eye and laughing with the other. A few

relatives were shaking hands, kissing, and

talking excitedly. Someone said, " Here's

Willy Nilly."

Charlie gripped his hand and whispered :â��

" Come on, Willy, old boy ; kiss the

bride."

The bride looked up at him with her

glorious eyes, and held out her arms :â��

" Dear old Willy ! So glad you came, old

boy! "

He kissed the bride all right, and held her

from him.

'' God' bless you, dear old girl ! God bless

you ! May youâ��may all your dreams come

true, old girl ! "

In most weddings there is a streak of

pathos, but in theatrical weddings the note

is predominant. It is as though the lookers-

on realize that these people whose lives are

passed in make-believe are bound to burn

their fingers when they begin to touch reality.

Perhaps their reactions are too violent to be

bound within the four walls of a contract.

Katie's wedding certainly contained a

large element of sadness.

" She looks so sweet and fragile. I hope

he'll be good to her," women whispered.

The lunch at the Hautboy Hotel was

hilarious to an almost artificial degree. A

great deal of champagne was drunk and

toasts were prolific. It was here that Willy

Nilly came in. The Funny Man excelled

himself. He was among the people \\ho

knew him and loved him. He made goo-goo

eyes at the bridesmaids, he told stories, he

imitated all the denizens of a farmyard, he

gave a mock conjuring display, ami his

speech in proposing the health of the bride.'s

father and mother was the hit of the after-

noon. (He was not allowed the principal

toast, as that had been allocated to Charlie's

father, who was a stockbroker.)

To the waiter who hovered behind chairs

with napkined magnums of champagne he

kept on saying :â��

" Not too much, old boy. I've a rehearsal

at three-forty."

Nevertheless he drained his glass every

time it was filled. The craving to be funny

exceeded every other craving. Willy Nilly

had knocked about the world in every kind

of company. It took a lot to go to his head.

It was almost impossible to make him drunk.

When at three o'clock it was time for the

bride and bridegroom to depart, he was not

by any means drunk, certainly not so drunk

as Charlie, but he was in a slightly detached,

comatose state of mind. He kissed the'bride

once more, and to Charlie he said ::â��

â�¢ God bless you, old boy I Be good to

her. You've got the dearest woman in the

world."

And Charlie replied :â��

â�¢' I know, old boy. You've been a brick

to us. You oughtn't to have sent the cheque

as well as all that silver. Good luck, old

boy ! "

" Oh, my in-laws, my in-laws ! why don't

you leave me be ?" It seemed but a flash

from one experience to another, from pressing
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to sign at five-

tired when the

the girl's dainty shoulders in a parting

embrace to stamping about on the draughty

stage and calling into the void :â�� .

" Now, Mr. Prescott, I want a little more

slowing down of this passage. Do you see

what 1 mean, old boy ? It gives me more

time for the business."

The gag with the trombone-player was

considerably improved. Must keep going

doing thingsâ��a contract

fifteen. He was feeling

rehearsal was over

â��mustn't get tired

before the two shows

to-night. Perhaps he

could get half an ;

hour's nap after seeing

the agent, before it

was time to feed.

Someone gave him a

cup of tea in the

theatre, and a dresser

told him a long story

about a disease which

his wife's father got

through sitting on a

churchyard wall, wait-

ing for the village pub

to open at six. There

appeared no interval

of time between this

and sitting in front

of the suave, furtive-

loo kin g gentleman

named Welsh who

" handled " him on

behalf of the United

Varieties Agency. He

was conscious of not

being at his best with

Welsh. He believed

that he could have got

much better terms in

his new contract, but

somehow the matter

did not appear to him

to be of great import-

ance. He changed the

subject â�� told Welsh

the story about the

sea-captain and the

Irish stewardess.

Welsh laughed im-

moderately. After all,

quite a good fellow,

Welsh. He was anxious

to get away and see some of the

boys at the club. Jimmy would

certainly have a new . story

ready. He hadn't seen Jimmy

for four days.

Jimmy was certainly there,

and not only Jimmy but old

Barrow and Sam Lenning,

and a host of others. He had a double

Scotch whisky, and proceeded to take a hand

in the game of swopping stories. At one

time something seemed to jag at his conscious-

ness and say, " Do you really think much of

this kind of thing, old boy ? " and then

another voice replied : " What does it

matter ? ... They've just arrived at Brighton

railway station. In another ten minutes

they'll be at the Ship."

" 1 thought you were going

to have a chop at six-thirty,

old boy," someone remarked

to him, suddenly.

" So I am, old boy."

" It's seven - fifteen now,

Willy."

Good gracious ! so it was.

Well, he didn't particularly

want a chop. He would have

a couple of sandwiches and

>.

" May all your dreams come true, old girl ! "
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another double Scotch. He was quite himself

again in his dressing-room at the theatre. He

loved the smell of grease-paint and spirit-gum,

the contact of fantastic whiskers and clothes,

the rather shabby mirror under a strong

light. His first song was going to be " Old

Fags," the feckless ruffian who picks

up cigarette-ends. The dresser, whose

name was Flood, and who always

called him Mr. Nilly, was read}' with

his other three changes.

" Number Five's on," came

the message down the

corridors. Good !

There was only

" Charlemagne,"

the equilibrist,

between him and

' his people."

Willy Nilly

had got to love " his people,"

as he mentally designated

them. He knew them, and

they knew himâ��the reward

of many years' hard work. He

loved stumbling down the cor-

ridors, through the iron door,

and groping his way amidst

the dim medley of the wings,

where gorgeous unreal women

and men in bowler hats patted

him as he passed and whis-

pered :â��

' Hallo, Willy, old boy !

Good luck ! "

He loved to wait there and

hear his number go up ; the roar of welcome

which greeted it was music to his soul.

" Number Seven ! "

The orchestra played the opening bars,

and then with a queer shuffle he was before

them, a preposterous figure with a bright led

nose, a miniature bowler hat, and a fearful

old suit with ferns growing out of the seams,

and a heavy sack slung across his back.

" Old Fags ! Old Fags !

See my collection of fine old fags.

If you want to be happv,

If you want to be gay,

Em ply your sack

A t the fag-end of the day."

Oh, yes, you ought to see Willy Nilly in

Old Fags." The habituÃ©s at the Railham

Empire will tell you all about him. The

doleful, wheezy voice, the quaint antics, and

then the screamingly funny business when

he empties the sack of cigarette-ends all over

the stage ; and, of course, at the bottom is a

bottle ol gin and a complete set of ladies'

undies " (apparently new and trimmed in

pink). Then the business of finding in-

numerable cigarette-ends in his unmanage-

able beard.

On that night Willy Nilly was at his best.

A lightning change, and he came on as " The

Carpet Salesman," in which he brought on a

roll of carpet, the opportunities concerning

which are obvious. Then followed " The

lady who works for the lady next door."

The inevitable encoreâ��prepared for

and expectedâ��followed. A terrible

Russianâ��more whiskers, red this

timeâ��singing :â��

" O Mary-vitch,

0 Ada-vtlch,

1 don't know which.

Ich lieber ditch.

I told your pa

I'd got the itch.

He promptly hit me

On the witch ! "

It was difficult for Willy to

escape after this valiant satirical

digression.

He fled perspir-

ing to his dressing-

room.

"Give me a

drink, old boy ! "

he gasped to the

lugubrious Flood.

He had smoth-

ered his face in

cocoa-butter when

there was a knock

at the door.

"Mr. Peter

Wilberforce, repre-

senting the Railham Mercury."

" Ah, yes ! Come in, old boy."

Mr. Wilberforce was in no hurry to depart.

He had a spotâ��" just a couple of fingers,

old boy "â��of whisky. He wanted a column

of bright stuff for the next issue of the weekly.

" Is Railham behind the other Suburbs in

Humour ? Interview with the famous Willy

Nillyâ��our local product."

" You just give me a lead," said Mr.

Wilberforce. " I'll fill in the padding."

Willy Nilly found turning out the bright

stun immediately after his performance the

most exhausting experience of the day.

He was quite relieved when at the end of

forty minutes there was a knock at the door,

and a woman, with a lanky son, was shown

in. This was the young man who wanted to

go on the stage. The Pressman departed,

and the mother started forth on a long

harangue about what people said anent her

son's remarkable genius for acting. Before

Willy Nilly knew where he was he was listen-

ing to the boy giving imitations of Beerbohm

Tree and Henry Ainley. It was quite easy

to tell which was meant to be which, so Willy

grasped the young man's hand, and said :â��

" Very good, old boy ! Very good ! "

A lightning change, and he came

as " The Carpet Salesman."
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Ð�Ðµ promised to do what he could, but by

the time the mother had gone all over the

same ground three times he found that it

was too late to pop round to the club again.

It was nearly time to make up for the second

shew. He dozed in the chair for a few

moments. Suddenly he thought :â��

" They've had dinner. They're probably

taking a stroll on the front before turning in."

He poured himself out another tot of

whisky and picked up his red nose.

" Ð� God, how tired I feel !â��not quite the

mr.n you were, old boy."

He found it a terrible effort to go on that

second time. " Old Fags " seemed flat. He-

began to be subtly aware that the audience

knew that he knew that the song wasn't

really funny at all. At the end the applause

was very mild. " The Carpet Salesman "

went even worse.

" Pull yourself together, old boy !" he

muttered, as he staggered off. It wouldn't

do. A man who tops the bill can't afford

to not bring the house down with every song.

He made a superhuman effort with " The

lady who wrorks for the lady next door." It

certainly went better than the others, just

well enough to take an encore rather quickly.

On this occasion he altered his encore.

Instead of " Mary-vitch," he sang a .

hilarious song with the refrain :â��

" Ð� my ! hold me down !

AJy wife's gone away till Monday ! "

At the end of the first verse he

felt that he had got them. Suc-

cess excited him. He went

for it for all he was worth

Willy Nilly was himself

again. The house roared

at him. He had the

greatest difficulty in

escaping without giving a

further encore. As he

stumbled up the stone

staircase to his dressin g-

room he suddenly

thought :â��

" They've gone to bed

now."

The imperturbable

Flood followed him in,

laden with properties.

" I'll just have one more

spot. Flood, old boy."

How tired he was !

He cleaned up languidly

and got into his

normal clothes. â��,.-â�¢

" Well, that's that,

old boy," he said to *""

Flood. " Now I think

we'll toddle off to our

bye-byes." " You're tired, old boy.

" Excuse me, Mr. Nilly, wasn't you going

round to Mr. Bird Craft's ? "

Eh ? Oh, yes, for sure ! He'd forgotten

about poor old Bird. Couldn't exactly let

an old pal in. Well, he would have a cab,

and hang the expense. Just stay a few

minutesâ��dear old Bird would understand.

But he stayed an hour at Bird Craft's. He

listened to three new comic songs and a lot

of patter.

" Yes, you've got a winner there, old boy,"

he remarked at the end of each song.

IT was nearly one o'clock when he groped

his way up the dim staircase of his own

house. The bedroom looked bleak and

uninviting. It had never struck him before

in quite that way. He had always liked his

bedroom, with its heavy mahogany furni-

ture and red plush curtains ; but somehow

to-night the piare seemed forlornâ��as though

something was terribly lacking.

" You're tired, old boy."

He undressed and threw his clothes care-

lessly on chairs and tables. He got into bed

and regarded the room, trying with his tired

brain to think what was wrong. His clothes

ought not to have l>een thrown about like

that, of course. He felt that they and he were

out of place in the large room. A strange

feeling of melancholy crept over him.

" It's badly orderedâ��it's all badly

ordered, old boy."

He had a great desire to cry, so

weak he felt. But no, a man

mustn't do that ; a funny man

certainly mustn't. His mind

wandered back to his old

mother. He remembered

the days when she had

taught him to pray. He

would give anything for

the relief of prayer. But

he couldn't do that, either.

It didn't seem exactly

playing the game. He had

put all that kind of thing

by so long ago. He des-

pised those people who led

unvirtuous lives, and then

in the end turned religious.

He wasn't going to pre-

tend. He turned out the

light and closed his eyes.

He would neither weep nor

pray, but he must express

himself somehow. Perhaps

he compromised. Cer-

tainly his voice was very

near a sob, and his accents

vividly alive with prayer, as he

cried to the darkness :â��

" Charlie, old boy, be good to her.

For God's sake be good to her."



A SELF-MADE

CHANCELLOR

Sir Robert HorntÃ¶ Meteoric Career

I IR ROBERT

HORNE, after

barely two

years in Par-

liament, has succeeded

Mr. Chamberlain at the

Exchequerâ��a meteoric

ascent in the political

firmament which recalls

the Younger Pitt, and

makes Mr. Churchill

dizzy." In these words

Punch, in April, 1921.

succinctly described

what has been so far

the climax of Sir Robert

Home's career, and illus-

trated the occasion in a

thumbnail sketch which

we reproduce. William

Pitt's capture of high

office at the age of

twenty - three is never

likely to find its parallel.

The social and political

conditions of 1782 rein-

forced his notable and

precocious intellectual

gifts ; and he inherited

office much as Mr. Cham-

berlain and Mr. Churchill

have done in their own

generation. This is an

important factor in com-

paring Sir Robert Home

with his contemporaries.

William Pitt became

Chancellor at the age of

twenty - three and Sir

Robert Home at the age of fiftyâ��each of

them after some two years of political

apprenticeship. Pitt inherited political in-

fluence and support : Sir Robert Home has

created it by his own personality.

Robert Stevenson Home was born in 1871,

and, like many other Scots destined to emi-

nence, was a Son of the Manse. His father

Robert Knsk

was the Established

Church minister of

Slammanan, a moor-

land mining district of

unprepossessing visage

in the heart of Stir-

lingshire ; which is to

say, the heart of Scot-

land also, with all def-

erence to the claim of

Midlothian. In his early

teens he was sent to

George Watson's Col-

lege, a democratic

secondary school in

Edinburgh, famous for

the soundness of its edu-

cation and the robust

quality of its Rugby

football. In October,

1887, while still in his

sixteenth year, he did

credit to his school by

taking the eighteenth

place in the Glasgow

University Bursary com-

petition. This test, in

these days, long before

the Carnegie Endow-

ment was dreamt of,

sometimes decided

whether it was possible

or not for a lad to main-

tain himself through a

university course. The

present Chancellor kept

himself by bursaries and

scholarships from his

earliest undergraduate

days till he was called to the Scots Bar in

1896. As an undergraduate he always had

enough to eat, as all " lads of parts" had

not always, in the middle decades of last

century. Many came to Glasgow University

from the Highlands with a sufficient supply

of salt herring, oatmeal, and cheese to keep

them in life till the end of term, or till the

mw
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A meteoric ascent."
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mid-term " Meal Monday " let them go home

to replenish their supplies. Robert Home's

family lived in Glasgow during his under-

graduate years : so he was saved from the

rigours of student lodgings. Student hostels

had not then been in-

vented, and the social

side of student life, for

some two thousand un-

dergraduates, was only

beginning to struggle

towards teeble expres-

sion through debating

societies and political

clubs. There was a

dismal kind of refec-

tory in a college base-

ment ; the Students'

Union was discussed

only as a celestial pos-

sibility, and a Students'

Representative Council

was regarded by many

members of the Senate

as a revolutionary

body, threatening the

hitherto paternal, and

sometimes rather step-

fatherly, relations of professor and under-

graduate.

â�¢To pass the Bursary Examination in those

days entitled a student to escape all the

junior and middle classes and graduate M.A.

in three years instead of four. In his first

and second years Robert Home " began

as he meant to go on," taking the seventh

place in Senior Latin and the first in Logic,

each in a class of two hun-

dred students. His special

bent was towards Philo-

sophy. So he "sat under"

Edward Caird, afterwards

Master of Balliol, who on

his return to Oxford was

described by the late

Harry Cust, of the Pall

Mall Gazette, as " a kind

of a washy, right-wing,

Neo- Kantian - Hegelian."

But our university in the

'eighties was very proud

of Edward Caird, just as

it was of his two even

more distinguished col-

leagues. Lord Kelvin and

Sir Richard Jebb. Jebb's

prose versions of Sophocles

were the first signpost for

many students towards

the beauty of literature,

in their exquisite clarity

of expression and har-

mony of rhythm. Robert

Home was First Prizeman

Sir Robert Home as a young man.

A present-day portrait.

Phvta. La/aifCttt.

in each of his two sessions with Caird, and

was thus marked out assuredly for a First

Class in Philosophy, which he achieved in

1893. In the previous year he captured a

John Clark Fellowship, the equivalent in

Philosophy of the

Balliol - Snell Exhibi-

tion in Classics. He

found time to take a

leading part in the

Dialectic Society, the

equivalent of the Ox-

ford Union, being vice-

president or president

in each of three years.

He was also elected to

the highest post in the

Students' Representa-

tive Council, shortly

after that body came

into being ; and in his

fourth vear he laid

down h i s political

moorings as president

of the University Con-

servative Club, the

chief business of

Scottish University

political clubs being to elect a Lord Rector

every three years, after a vast expenditure

of personal and even scurrilous " literature."

and of peasemeal, for external application to

the voters on polling day.

After a year in a Glasgow solicitor's office,

Robert Home, having chosen the Scots Bar

as his walk in life, took his law classes in

Edinburgh University, maintaining there his

Glasgow record of suc-

cessful hard work, and

graduating LL.B. The

traditions of the Scots

Bar demand that the

candidate should spend

an idle year immediately

before admittance; which

is no hardship if the can-

didate has private means.

Not being thus blessed,

Robert Home applied to

the Faculty of Advocates

for permission to earn his

living during that twelve

months. He passed his

idle year on the staff of

University College, Ban-

gor, North Wales, as

Lecturer on Philosophy.

In 1896 he was called,

and quickly made a place

for himself as a junior

who specialized in com-

mercial law, and parti-

cularly in mining cases,

in those days plentiful.
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Ð£Ðµ Home-

During the

next fourteen

years he

steadily ad-

vanced in his

p r ofession,

incidentally

fighting Stir-

lingshire twice

in the Unionist

interests, and

being soundly

defeated in

that haunt of

Liberalism.

Political ser-

vice was then

part of the

price a young

advocate had

to pay for any

Government

preferment,

either within

the Bar or to the Bench. Robert Home

entered into party politics with zest, and

proved himself a first-class fighting man in

that often ridiculous and intellectually squalid

arena of big loaves and little loaves, open

doors and doors half ajar. At the Scots Bar he

made many friends, as well as a sound reputa-

tion and a substantial income ; and in 1910

he felt justified in taking silk. On these

fourteen busy years, one of his colleagues in

the Parliament House sends me this note :â��

" Home,

like other

Sons of the

Manse, ac-

quired a

practice

sooner than

most young

advocates.

His work in-

creased so

quickly that

he took silk at

an unusually

early ageâ��

when he was

just forty.

He was a

conscientious,

courageous,

and forcible

pleader, being

particularly

effective in

maritime

causes, and he

could find his way through the tangle

of decisions which elucidate or obscure

the Workmen's Compensation Acts. His

HORNE-

-PIPE

OF

PLACE.

buoyant geniality and store of anecdote

used to attract groups of eager listeners.

He was always a popular and notable figure

in the Parliament House ; but while he told

many stories of others, few were told of him

â��a significant and flattering fact."

This seems an appropriate place to relate

the only story I know against the Chancellor.

He told it to me a few years ago with

immense gusto. Very early in his official

career he had occasion to say good-bye to

an admiral who was giving up a shore billet.

Sir Robert was then a lieutenant-colonel,

lent to the Admiralty. He put the friendly

question, ' Would you care to take a job

afloat, now that you are leaving a billet on

shore ? " The reply was, ' Ð�'Ð¾, sir. I shall

stay ashore till every damned Army colonel

has gone to sea ! "

In 1916, Mr.

Robert Home,

K.C., surren-

dered a lucra-

tive practice,

which had

brought h i m

within easy

range of a

Judgeship in

the Court of

Session, and

offered himself

for National

Service. Na-

tional Service

in this country

was then in a

highly fluid or chaotic state ; and he soon made

his way to France, to report on and help in

reorganizing transport. In 1917 he was Assis-

tant Inspector-General of Transportation,

with the rank of Lieutenant-Colonel R.E.

When Sir Eric Geddes went to the Ad-

miralty in that year, he borrowed Colonel

Home, to act as Director of Material and

Priority in the Admiralty. On the principle

that the willing horse gets the burden, the

Admiralty Labour Department was added to

his duties in 1918 ; and the value of his work

was acknowledged by appointment as Third

Civil Lord of the Admiralty, in the same

year. In 1919 he was promoted to be the

first Minister of Labour, during a time of

unrest when the lamp-posts in Whitehall

sometimes assumed a sinister and menacing

countenance. But perhaps because he had

The sketches on these pages adorned the

menu of a recent Dinner of the Parlia-

mentary Press Gallery, at which Sir Robert

Home was the guest of honour.
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been " baptized in the sump," as he told

the Miners' leaders once, he handled Labour

questions with understanding as well as tact.

In 1920 he succeeded Sir Auckland Geddes

as President of the Board of Trade ; and now

he may be the first Chancellor of the Ex-

chequer, during the past quarter of a cen-

tury or so, to reduce income-tax instead of

increasing it. He certainly has considerable

scope in that direction.

There is no mystery about the causes

contributing to Sir Robert Home's rise to

eminence. His later

portraits show the

quiet confidence

that derives from

mental power and a

sense of efficiency.

He had considerable

gifts from Nature,

and he has used

them to advantage.

He has " made his

face " by years of

hard and determined

work and by self-

denial. I remember

asking him, more

than ten years ago,

why he never

smoked. " It never

really got much hold

on me," he said. 'I

used to smoke over my

papers at night, but I

thought it took the

edge off me for work

in Court next morning,

so I dropped it." He

has always possessed

robust health, and a

cheerful disposition even at 8 a.m. on a raw-

winter morning in Glasgow, on his way to con-

sume thus unseasonably the fruits of Divine

Philosophy. He has a keen sense of fun,

underthorough Parliamentary control. There-

fore pompousness and condescension, which

often follow success in life, have never

assailed him. In talk he could interest, and

find interest in, a commercial magnate, Mr.

Bernard Shaw, or a Slammanan miner. In

the Asquithian phrase, Sir Robert Home

" has charm," which implies, among other

things, ready tact and kindness of heart.

A defect of these qualities sometimes is an

inability to say " No " when it is necessary ;

which is much more difficult than saying

that " the answer to that question is in the

negative." Sir Robert plays a sound game

of bridge, golfs well enough to enjoy it, and

is a keen, though on the whole a humane,

game-shot. The gossips of the Press have

NOTF.â�� The Editor desires to thank " Matt" and

" Evening iVrtrj," " Law " of the "Star." and Mr. A. *i

their amusing caricatures of Sir Robert Home.

life,

so far failed to force

him into matrimony.

He has been highly

fortunatein his home

life. His mother, a

delightfully shrewd

and humorous Scot,

is still mentally

vigorous, alert, and

interested in

after more

than eighty

years of it. I

happened to

be in her

house soon

after her son's

appointment

as Minister ot

Labour, and

member of her

family began to

chaff her about it.

You know," she said, "that you always used

to pray to God to make your Bertie a minister

(meaning a minister of the Kirk). It looks

as if He had taken you up wrong." The

answer struck me as a model of Scots pawki-

ness, tinged with the Scot's readiness to jest

about religion. ' Ah, well, you know, my

dear," the old lady twinkled, ' God often

answersour prayers

in the way- that is

best for us in the

end." Another

saying from the

same source, when

political promotion

followed fast on

promotion was:

" Why don't

you leave

these men

(Mr. Lloyd

George, Sir

Eric Ged -

des, and Co.) and

come back to your

own place ? " That

wasquoted and stu-

pidly interpreted in

a London paper as if it were an utterance of

simplicity and inexperience. On the contrary,

it expressed practical, intuitive insight into the

chances of political life. Only Time, and the

hazards and cross-currents of politics, can de-

cide whether a mother's second-sight pierced

the future shrewdly, or was over-anxious.

Tom Tit" of the " Evening Standard." "Pay" of the

Llovd of " ranch," /or courteous permission lo rtfm/Ð½Ñ�Ðµ
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PERPLEXITIES.

By

HENRY E. DUDENEY.

597.â��THE QUINQUELITERAL.

IT will be seen that the five letters, A, B, C, D, E.

are so arranged that no letter will be found repeated

on any line. It is a perplexing little puzzle, and

an instructive in-

quiry, to determine

in just how many

different ways

those letters may

be distributed

under that con-

dition â�� no letter

to appear twice on

a line. A mere

reversal or reflec-

tion will not count

as a different way.

Thus, the example

may be turned

round so that each

side is successively at the top, and these four ways

reflected in a mirror, but these are only eight presenta-

tions of a single solution. The puzzle is to avoid

counting the same arrangement more than once.

There are fewer solutions than the reader will probably

suspect.

598.â��MISSING WORDS.

" YOU'D like a puzzle, gentle maid ?

A simple one I'll give," said he.

" If one and a half three halfpence cost,

What will a dozen be ? "

She worked away with air,

An answer wrong soon to produce.

" I thought 'twas that you said,"

She gave as her absurd excuse.

As if the larger fruit that she selected

Could have, in any way, the price affected !

Each of the three missing words contains the same

six letters.

SOLUTIONS TO LAST MONTH'S PUZZLES.

599.â��THE FOUR CUBES.

A STONEMASON has four cubic blocks of stone, all of

different sizes, but the cubic contents of two of them

exactly equals the cubic contents of the other pair.

Now, it is known

that the smallest

cube measures

exactly 5 inches on

every side. Can

you give dimensions

for the other cubes

in exact inchesâ��no fractions ? The cubes in the

illustration are purposely not drawn in correct pro-

portions.

600.â��BEHEADINGS AND CURTAILINGS.

1. BEHEAD an animat and leave an animal. (Fox, Ox.)

2. Behead a musical instrument and leave a musical

instrument.

3. Behead a margin and leave a margin.

4. Behead a vessel and leave a vessel.

5. Behead to liquefy and leave to liquefy.

6 Behead to ascend and leave to ascend.

7. Behead to move slowly and leave to move slowly.

8. Behead a woman's name and leave a woman's

name ; again, and leave a man's name.

9. Curtail a lamentation end leave to lament.

10. Curtail a protection and leave a protection.

11. Curtail to blemish and leave to blemish.

12. Curtail to conceal .and leave concealed.

13. Curtail to disclos; and leave to disclose.

601.â��DISTRIBUTING NUTS.

AUNT MARTHA bought some nuts. She gave Tommy

one nut and a quarter of the remainder; Bessie then

received one nut and a quarter of what were left;

Bob. one nut and a quarter of the remainder ; and

finally Jessie received one nut and a quarter of the

remainder. It was then noticed that the boys had

received exactly 100 nuts more than the girls. How

many nuts had Aunt Martha retained for her own use ?

593.â��A CURIOUS END-GAME.

PLAY as follows : i. Kâ��B 5, Râ��B 5 ch. ; 2. Kâ��

Kt 5, R checks ; 3. K takes R, Any move ; 4. Ktâ��

Kt 6 mate. Or i Râ��K 4 ch. ; 2. Kâ��B 6,

R checks ; 3. K takes R, Any move ; 4. Ktâ��Kt 6 mate.

It will be seen that the king cunningly avoids taking

the rook until he can do so on a white square and thus

avoid being checked by the bishop, when the other R

would come into play, entirely defeating the mate in

four moves.

remainder 4 multiplied by 21, and the remainder 2

multiplied by 15. added together make 184. Deduct

105 and you get 79â��the number thought of.

595.â��THE FIVE CARDS.

THE number is either 39157 or 57139. In

either case the product of the two pairs 39 and 57,

minus i, results in 2 2 2 2.

594.â��THE FIRST " BOOMERANG " PUZZLE.

WHEN you are given the remainder after dividing

by 3 multiplv it by 70, the remainder by 5 multiply

by 21, and the remainder by 7 multiply by 15. Add

these results together and they will give yr> either

the number thought of nr i!v' mmber

some multiple of 105. ' * nu

of was 79, then the rei

596.â��A CHARADE.

THE word is MAâ��HOGâ��AMY.

IN No. 587. for " The monkey's mother was twice as

old." read " is twice as old." In No. 585, if we allow

fractions less than a minute point, there is also the

solution five seconds (one-twelfth of a minute) past

o'clock.
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' Get across I Quick ! Quick ! All of you. I'll hold this devil off ! " He had seized

him to

(See page 478.)
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LIFT

ONAN

DOYLE

a stout stick and faced the madman, daring

spring across.

VoL Ð«Ð�.-31

Copyright, 1922, by A. Conan Doyle.

FLIGHT-COMMANDER STANGATE

should have been happy. He had

come safely through the war without

a hurt, and with a good name in the

most heroic of services. He had only just

turned thirty, and a great career seemed to

lie ahead of him. Above all, beautiful Mary

MacLean was walking by his side, and he

had her promise that she was there for life.

What could a young man ask for more ?

And yet there was a heavy load upon his

heart.

He could not explain it himself, and

endeavoured to reason himself out of it.

There was the blue sky above him, the blue

sea in front, the beautiful gardens with their

throngs of happy pleasure-seekers around.
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Above all, there was that sweet face turned

upon him with questioning concern. Why

could he not raise himself to so joyful an

environment ? He made effort after effort,

but they were not convincing enough to

deceive the quick instinct of a loving

woman.

â�¢ " What is it, Tom ? " she asked, anxiously.

" I can see that something is clouding you.

Do tell me if I can help you in any way."

He laughed in shamefaced fashion.

" It is such a sin to spoil our little outing,"

he said. " I could kick myself round these

gardens when I think of it. Don't worry, my

darling, for I know the cloud will roll off. I

suppose I am a creature of nerves, though I

should have got past that by now. The

Flying Service is supposed either to break

you or to warrant you for life."

" It is nothing definite, then ? "

" No, it is nothing definite. That's the

worst of it. You could fight it more easily

if it was. It's just a dead, heavy depression

here in my chest and across my forehead.

But do forgive me, dear girl ! What a brute

I am to shadow you like this."

" But I love to share even the smallest

trouble."

" Well, it's goneâ��vamoosedâ��vanished. We

will talk about it no more."

She gave him a swift, penetrating glance.

" No, no, Tom ; your brow shows, as well

as feels. Tell me, dear, have you often felt

like this ? You really look very ill. Sit

here, dear, in the shade and tell me of it."

THEY sat together in the shadow of the

great latticed Tower which reared itself

six hundred feet high beside them.

: " I have an absurd faculty," said he : " I

don't know that I have ever mentioned it to

anyone before. But when imminent danger

is threatening me I get these strange fore-

bodings. Of course it is absurd to-day in

these peaceful surroundings. It only shows

how queerly these things work. But it is

the first time that it has deceived me."

" When had you it Ð«-fore ? "

" When I was a lad it soi/.ed me one morn-

ing. I was nearly drowned that afternoon.

I had it when the burglar came to Morton

Hall and I got a bullet through my coat.

Then twice in the war when I was over-

matched and escaped by a miracle, I had

this strange feeling before ever I climbed

into my machine. Then it lifts quite sud-

denly, Â¡ike a mist in the sunshine. Why, it

is lifting now. Look at me ! Can't you see

that it is so ? "

She could indeed. He had turned in a

minute from a haggard man to a laughing boy.

She found herself laughing in sympathy. A

rush of high spirits and energy had swept

away his strange foreboding and filled his

whole soul with tne vivid, dancing joy of

youth.

" Thank goodness ! " he cried. " I think

it is your dear eyes that have done it. I

could not stand that wistful look in them.

What a silly, foolish nightmare it all has

been ! There's an end for ever in my belief

in presentiments. Now, dear girl, we have

just time for one good turn before luncheon.

After that the gardens get so crowded that

it is hopeless to do anything. Shall we have

a side show, or the great wheel, or the flying

boat, or what ? "

" What about the Tower ? " she asked,

glancing upwards. " Surely that glorious

air and the view from the top would drive

the last wisps of cloud out of your mind."

He looked at his watch.

" Well, it's past twelve, but I suppose we

could do it all in an hour. But it doesn't

seem to be working. What about it, con-

ductor ? "

The man shook his head and pointed to a

little knot of people who were assembled at

the entrance.

" They've all been waiting, sir. It's hung

up, but the gear is being overhauled, and I

expect the signal every minute. If you join

the others I promise it won't be long."

They had hardly reached the group when

the steel face of the lift rolled asideâ��a sign

that there was hope in the future. The

motley crowd drifted through the opening

and waited expectantly upon the wooden

platform. They were not numerous, for the

gardens are not crowded until the after-

noon, but they were fair samples of the kindly,

good-humoured North-country folk who take

their annual holiday at Northam. Their

faces were all upturned now, and they were

watching with keen interest a man who was

descending the steel framework. It seemed

a dangerous, precarious business, but he

came as swiftly as an ordinary mortal upon

a staircase.

" My word ! " said the conductor, glancing

up. " Jim has got a move on this morning."

" Who is he ? " asked Commander Stan-

gate.

" That's Jim Barnes, sir, the best workman

that ever went on a scaffold. He fair lives

up there. Every bolt and rivet are under

his care. He's a wonder, is Jim."

" But don't argue religion with him," said

one of the group

The attendant laughed.

" Ah, you know him, then," said he. " No,

don't argue religion with him."

" Why not ? " asked the officer.

" Well, he takes it very hard, he does.

He's the shining light of his sect."

" It ain't hard to be that," said the know-

ing one. " I've heard there are only six

folk in the fold. He's one of those who
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picture heaven as

the exact size of

their own back

street conventicle,

and everyone else

left outside it."

" Better not tell

him so while he's

got that hammer

in his hand," said

the conductor, in

a hurried whisper.

" Hallo, Jim, how

goes it this morn-

ing ? "

The man slid

swiftly down the

last thirty feet,

and then balanced

himself on a

crossbar while he

looked at the little

group in the lift.

As he stood there,

clad in a leather

suit, with his

pliers and other

tools dangling

from his brown

belt, he was a

figure to please

the eye of an

artist. The man

was very tall and

gaunt, with great

straggling limbs

and every appear-

ance of giant

strength. His

face was a

remarkable one,

noble and yet sin-

ister, with dark

eyes and hair, a

prominent hooked

nose, and a beard

which flowed over

his chest. He

steadied himself with one knotted hand,

while the other held a steel hammer dangling

by his knee.

" It's all ready aloft," said he. " I'll go up

â�¢with you if I may." He sprang down from

his perch and joined the others in the lift.

" I suppose you are always watching it? "

said the young lady.

" That is what I am engaged for, miss.

From morning to night, and often from night

to morning, I am up there. There are times

â�¢when I feel as if I were not a man at all but

a fowl of the air. They fly round me, the

creatures, as I lie out on the girders, and

they cry to me until I find myself crying

back to the poor soulless things."

When imminent

danger is threatening me,'

strange forebodings "

said, " I get

â�¢" It's a great charge," said the Com-

mander, glancing up at the wonderful tracery

of steel outlined against the deep blue sky.

" Aye, sir, and there is not a nut nor a

screw that is not in my keeping. Here's my

hammer to ring them true and my spanner

to wrench them tight. As the Lord over

the earth, so am Iâ��even Iâ��over the Tower,

with power of life and power of death, aye

of death and of life."

The hydraulic machinery had begun to

work and the lift very slowly ascended. As

it mounted, the glorious panorama of the

coast and bay gradually unfolded itself.

So engrossing was the view that the passen-

gers hardly noticed it when the platform
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stopped abruptly

between stages at

the five hundred

foot level. Barnes,

the workmaB, mut-

tered that some-

thing must be

amiss, and spring-

ing like a cat across

the gap which sepa-

rated them from the

trellis-work of metal

he clambered out of

sight. The motley

little party, sus-

pended in mid-air,

lost something of

their British shy-

ness under such un-

wonted conditions

and began to com-

pare notes with

each other. One

couple, who ad-

dressed each other

as Dolly and Billy,

announced to the

company that they

were the particular

stars of the Hippo-

drome bill, and kept

their neighbours

tittering with their

rather obvious wit.

A buxom mother,

her precocious son,

and two married

couples on a holiday

formed an appre-

ciative audience.

" You'd like to

be a sailor, would

you ? " said Billy

the comedian, in

answer to some re-

mark of the boy.

" Look 'ere, my

nipper, you'll end

up as a bloomin'

corpse if you ain't

careful. See 'im

standin' at the edge.

At this hour of the

mornin' I can't

bear to watch it."

'What's the

hour got to do

with it ?" asked

a stout commercial

traveller.

" My nerves are

worth nothin' be-

fore midday. Why,

lookin' down there,

As he stood there, clad in a leather suit, with

his pliers and other tools dangling from his

brown belt, he was a figure to please the eye

of an artist.

and s e e i n ' those

folk like dots, puts

me all in a twitter.

My family is all alike

in the mornin'."

" I expect," said

Dolly, a high-

coloured young

woman , " that's

because they're all

alike the evening

before."

There was a gene-

ral laugh, which was

led by t he comedian.

"You got it

across that time,

Dolly. It's K.O.

for Battlin' Billyâ��

still senseless when

last heard of. If

my family is

laughed at I'll leave

the room."

" It's about time

we did," said the

commercial tra-

veller, who was a

red-faced, choleric

person. It's a

disgrace the way

they hold us up.

I'll write to the

company."

' Where's the

bell-push ? " said

Billy. "I'm goin'

to ring."

" What forâ��the

waiter?" asked the

lady.

" For the con-

ductor, the chauf-

feur, whoever it is

that drives the old

bus up and down.

Have they run out

of petrol, or broke

the mainspring, or

what ? "

" We have a fine

view, anyhow,"said

the Commander.

"Well, I've had

that," remarked

Billy. "I'm done

with it, and I'm for

gcttin' on."

"I'm getting ner-

vous, " cried the

stout mother. " I

do hope there is

nothing w rong with

the lift."
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" I say. hold on to the slack of my coat,

Dolly. I'm going to look over and chance

it. Oh, Lord, it makes me sick and giddy !

There's a horse down under, and it ain't

bigger than a mouse. I don't see anyone

lookin' after us. Where's old Isaiah the

prophet who came up with us ?"

" He shinned out of it mighty quick when

he thought trouble was coming."

" Look here," said Dolly, looking very

perturbed, " this is a nice thing, I don't

think. Here we are five hundred foot up,

and stuck for the day as like as not. I'm

due for the matinee at the Hippodrome. I'm

sorry for the company if they don't get me

clown in time for that. I'm billed all over

the town for a new song."

" A new one ! What's that, Dolly ? "

" A real pot o' ginger, I tell you. It's

called ' On the Road to Ascot/ I've got a

hat four foot across to sing it in."

" Come on, Dolly, let's have a rehearsal

Ð»\'Ð«1Ðµ we wait."

" No, no ; the young lady here wouldn't

understand."

" I'd be very glad to hear it," cried Mary

MacLean. " Please don't let me prevent

you."

" The words were written to the hat. I

couldn't sing the verses without the hat.

But there's a nailin' good chorus to it :â��

' If you want a little mascot

When vou're on the way to Ascot,

Try the lady with the cartwheel hat. ' "

She had a tuneful voice and a sense of

â�¢rhythm which set everyone nodding. " Try

it now all together," she cried ; and the

strange little haphazard company sang it

with all their lungs.

" I say," said Billy, " that ought to wake

somebody up. What ? Let's try a shout

all together."

It was a fine effort, but there was no

response. It was clear that the management

down below was quite ignorant or impot&nt.

No sound came back to them.

THE passengers became alarmed. The

commercial traveller was rather less

rubicund. Billy still tried to joke,

but his efforts were not well received. The

officer in his blue uniform at once took his

place as rightful leader in a crisis. They

.all looked to him and appealed to him.

" What would you advise, sir ? You

â�¢don't think there's any danger of it coming

down, do you ? "

" Not the least. But it's awkward to be

stuck here all the same. I think I could

jump across on to that girder. Then perhaps

I could see what is wrong."

" No, no, Tom ; for goodness' sake, don't

leave us ! "

" Some people have a nerve," said

" Fancy jumping across a five-hundred-foot

drop ! "

" I dare say the gentleman did worse

things in the war."

" Well, I wouldn't do it myselfâ��not if

they starred me in the bills. It's all very

well for old Isaiah. It's his job, and I

wouldn't do him out of it."

Three sides of the lift were shut in with

wooden partitions, pierced with windows for

the view. The fourth side, facing the sea,

was clear. Stangate leaned over as far as

he could and looked upwards. As he did so

there came from above him a peculiar

sonorous metallic twang, as if a mighty harp-

string had been struck. Some distance upâ��

a hundred feet, perhapsâ��he could see a long

brown corded arm, which was working

furiously among the wire cordage above. The

form was beyond his view, but he was

fascinated by this bare sinewy arm which

tugged and pulled and sagged and stabbed.

" It's all right," he said, and a general sigh

of relief broke from his strange comrades at

his words. " There is someone above us

setting things right."

" It's old Isaiah," said Billy, stretrhing

his neck round the corner. " I can't see him,

but it's his arm for a dollar. What's he got

in his hand ? Looks like a screwdriver or

something. No, by George, it's a file."

As he spoke there came another sonorous

twang from above. There was a troubled

frown upon the officer's brow.

" I say, dash it all, that's the very sound

our steel hawser made when it parted, strand

by strand, at Dixmude. What the deuce is

the fellow about ? Heh, there ! what are

you trying to do ? "

The man had ceased his work and was now

slowly descending the iron trellis.

" All right, he's coming," said Stangate

to his startled companions. " It's all right,

Mary. Don't be frightened, any of you.

It's absurd to suppose he would really weaken

the cord that holds us."

A pair of high boots appeared from above.

Then came the leathern breeches, the belt

with its dangling tools, the muscular form,

and, finally, the fierce, swarthy, eagle face of

the workman. â�¢ His coat was off and his

shirt open, showing the hairy chest. As

he appeared there came another sharp snap-

ping vibration from above. The man made

his way down in leisurely fashion, and then,

balancing himself upon the cross-girder and

leaning against the side piece, he stood with

folded arms, looking from under his heavy

black brows at the huddled passengers upon

the platform.

" Hallo ! " said Stangate. " What's the

matter ? "

The man stood impassive and silent, with



476

The Lift

something indescribably menacing in his

fixed, unwinking stare.

The flying officer grew angry.

" Hallo ! Are you deaf ? " he cried.

" How long do you mean to leave us stuck

here ? ''

The man stood silent. There was some-

thing devilish in his appearance.

" I'll complain of you, my lad," said Billy,

in a quivering voice. " This won't stop here,

1 can promise you."

" Look here ! " cried the officer. " We

have ladies here and you are alarming them.

Why are we stuck here ? Has the machinery

gone wrong ? "

" You are here," said the man, " because

I have put a wedge against the hawser above

you."

" You fouled the line ! How dared you

do such a thing ! What right have you to

frighten the women and put us all to this

inconvenience ? Take that wedge out this

instant, or it will be the worse for you."

The man was silent.

" Do you hear what I say ? Why the

devil don't you answer ? Is this a joke or what ?

We've had about enough of it, I tell you."

Mary MacLean had gripped her lover by

the arm in an agony of sudden panic.

" Oh, Tom ! " she cried. " Look at his

eyesâ��look at his horrible eyes ! The man

is a maniac."

The workman stirred suddenly into sinister

life. His dark face broke into writhing lines

of passion, and his fierce eyes glowed like em-

bers, while he shook one long arm in the air.

" Behold," he cried, " those who are mad

to the children of this world are in very

truth the Lord's anointed and the dwellers

in the inner temple. Lo, I am one who is

prepared to testify even to the uttermost,

for of a verity the day has now come when

" Oh. Tom ! " cried Mary. " Look at his eyesâ��
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the humble will be exalted and the wicked will be cut off in their

sins ! "

" Mother ! Mother ! " cried the little boy, in terror.

" There, there ! It'sallright, Jack,"said the buxom woman; and

then, in a burst of womanly wrath, " What d'you want to make

the child cry for ? You're a pretty man, you are I "

" Better he should cry now than in the outer darkness.

Let him seek safety while there is yet time."

The officer measured the gap with a practised eye. It

was a good eight feet across, and the fellow could push

him over before he could steady himself. It would be

a desperate thing to attempt. He tried soothing words

once more.

" See here, my lad, you've carried this joke too far.

Why should you wish to injure us ?

Just shin up and get that wedge out,

and we will agree to say no more

about it."

Another rending snap came

from above.

" By George, the hawser

is going ! " cried Stangate.

" Here ! Stand aside ! I'm

coming over to see to it."

The workman had plucked

the hammer from his belt, and

waved it furiously in the air.

â�¢ Stand back, young man ;

Stand back ! Or comeâ��if you

would hasten your end."

" Tom, Tom, for God's

sake, don't spring !

Help ! "

The passengers

all joined in the

cry for aid. The

man smiled ma-

lignly as he watched

them.

â�¢'There is no one

to help. They

could not come if

they would. You

wou Id be

wiser to turn

to your own

souls that ye

be not cast to

the burning.

Lo, strand by

strand the

cable snaps

which holds

you. There is

yet another,

and with

each that

goes there is

more strain

upon the rest.

Five minutes

of time, and

all eternity

beyond."

A moan of

fear rose from

the prisoners

in the lift.

Stangate felt

a cold sweat

upon his

brow as he

passed his

arm round

the shrinking

girl. If this

vi nd ict i ve

devil could

only be

coaxed away

for an instant

he would

spring across

and take-his

chance in a

hand-to-hand

fight.

'

: J

â�¢ Ã�

look at his horrible eyes ! The man is a maniac."
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" Look here, my friend ! We give you

best ! " he cried. " We can do nothing. Go

up and cut the cable if you wish. Go onâ��

do it now, and get it over ! "

" That you may come across unharmed.

Having set my hand to the work, I will not

draw back from it."

Fury seized the young officer.

" You devil ! " he cried. " What do you

stand there grinning for ? I'll give you

something to grin about. Give me a stick,

one of you."

The man waved his hammer.

" Come, then ! Come to judgment ! " he

howled.

" He'll murder you, Tom ! Oh, for God's

sake, don't ! If we must die, let us die

together."

" I wouldn't try it, sir," cried Billy.

" He'll strike you down before you get a

footing. Hold up, Dolly, my dear ! Faintin'

won't 'elp us. You speak to him, miss.

Maybe he'll listen to you."

" Why should you wish to hurt us ? "

said Mary. " What have we ever done to

you ? Surely you will be sorry afterwards

if we are injured. Now do be kind and

reasonable and help us to get back to the

ground."

For a moment there may have been some

softening in the man's fierce eyes as he looked

at the sweet face which was upturned to him.

Then his features set once more into their

grim lines of malice.

" My hand is set to the work, woman. It is

not for the servant to look back from his task."

" But why should this be your task ? "

" Because there is a voice within me which

tells me so. In the night-time I have heard

it, and in the day-time too, when I have lain

out alone upon the girders and seen the

wicked dotting the streets beneath me, each

busy on his own evil intent. ' John Barnes,

John Barnes/ said the voice. ' You are here

that you may give a sign to a sinful genera-

tionâ��such a sign as shall show them that

the Lord liveth and that there is a judgment

upon sin.' Who am I that I should disobey

the voice of the Lord ? "

" The voice of the devil," said Stangate.

" What is the sin of this lady, or of these

others, that you should seek their lives ? "

" You are as the others, neither better nor

worse. All day they pass me, load by load,

with foolish cries and empty songs and vain

babble of voices. Their thoughts are set

upon the things of the flesh. Too long have

1 stood aside and watched and refused to

testify. But now the day of wrath is come

and the sacrifice is ready. Think not that a

woman's tongue can turn me from my task."

" It is useless ! " Mary cried. " Useless !

I read death in his eyes."

Another cord had snappc-d.

" Repent ! Repent ! " cried the madman.

" One more, and it is over ! "

Commander Stangate felt as if it were all

some extraordinary dreamâ��some monstrous

nightmare. Could it be possible that he,

after all his escapes of death in warfare, was

now, in the heart of peaceful England, at the

mercy of a homicidal lunatic, and that his

dear girl, the one being whom he would

shield from the very shadow of danger, was

helpless before this horrible man ? All his

energy and manhood rose up in him for one

last effort.

" Here, we won't be killed like sheep in the

shambles ! " he cried, throwing himself

against the wooden wall of the lift and kick-

ing with all his force. " Come on, boys !

Kick it ! Beat it ! It's only match-boarding,

and it is giving. Smash it down ! Well done '.

Once more all together! There she goes! Now

for the side ! Out with it ! Splendid ! "

First the back and then the side of the

little compartment had been knocked out,

and the splinters dropped down into the

abyss. Barnes danced upon his girder, his

hammer in the sir.

" Strive not ! " he shrieked. " It avails

not. The day is surely come ! "

" It's not two feet from the side girder."

cried the officer. " Get across ! Quick !

Quick ! All of you. I'll hold this devil off ! "

He had seized a stout stick from the com-

mercial traveller and faced the madman,

daring him to spring across.

" Your turn now, my friend !" he hissed.

" Come on, hammer and all ! I'm ready for

you."

Above him he heard another snap, and the

frail platform began to rock. Glancing over

his shoulder, he saw that his companions

were all safe upon the side girder. A strange

line of terrified castaways they appeared as

they clung in an ungainly row to the trellis-

work of steel. But their feet were on the

iron support. With two quick steps and a

spring he was at their side. At the same

instant the murderer, hammer in hand,

jumped the gap. They had one vision of

him thereâ��a vision which will haunt their

dreamsâ��the convulsed face, the blazing

eyes, the wind-tossed raven locks. For a

moment he balanced himself upon the sway-

ing platform. The next, with a rending

crash, he and it were gone. There was a

long silence and then, far down, the thud and

clatter of a mighty fall.

WITH white faces, the forlorn group clung

to the cold steel bars and gazed down

into the terrible abyss. It was the

Commander who broke the silence.

" They'll send for us now. It's all safe,"

he cried, wiping bis brow. " But, by Jove,

it was a close call ! "
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YOU can always rely on Jeeves.

Just as I was wiping the brow and

gasping like a stranded goldfish,

in he drifted, merry and bright,

with the good old tissue-restorers on a tray.

Jeeves," I said, " it's beastly hot."

The weather ts oppressive, sir."

Not all the soda, Jeeves."

No, sir."

London in August," I said, quaffing

deeply of the flowing b., " rather tends to

give me the pip. All my pals are away,

most of the theatres are shut, and they're

taking up Piccadilly in large spadefuls.

The world is empty and smells of burning

asphalt. Shift-ho, 1 thir:k, Jeeves, what ? "

" Just as you say, sir. There is a letter

on the tray, sir."

" By Jove, Jeeves, that was practically

poetry. Rhymed, did you notice ?" I

opened the letter. " I say, this is rather

extraordinary."

Sir ? "

You know Twing Hall ? "

Yes, sir."

Well, Mr. Little is there."

Indeed, sir ? "

Absolutely in the flesh. He's had to

tak<4 another of those tutoring jobs."

I don't know if you remember, but

immediately after that fearful mix-up at

Goodwood, young Bingo Little, a broken

man, had touched me for a tenner and

whizzed silently off into the unknown. I

had been all over the place ever since, asking

mutual friends if they had heard anything of

him, but nobodv had. And all the time he

had been at Twing Hall. Rummy. And I'll

tell you why it was rummy. Twing Hall

belongs to old Lord Wickhammersley, a

great pal of my guv'nor's when he was alive,

and I have a standing invitation to pop down

there when I like. I generally put in a

week or two some time in the summer, and

I was thinking of going there before I read

the letter.

" And, what's more, Jeeves, my cousin

Claude, and my cousin Eustaceâ��you re-

member them ? "

" Very vividly, sir."

. " Well, they're down there, too, reading

for some exam, or other with the vicar. I

used to read with him myself at one time.

He's known far and wide as a pretty hot

coach for those of fairly feeble intellect.

Well, when I tell you he got me through

Smalls, you'll gather that he's a bit of a

hummer. I call this most extraordinary."

I read the letter again. It was from

Eustace. Claude and Eustace - are twins.

Copyright, 1922, by P. G. Wodehousc.
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and more or less generally admitted to be

the curse of the human race.

"The Vicarage,

"Twing, Glos.

" DEAR BERTIE,â��Do you want to make

a bit of money ? I hear you had a bad

Goodwood, so you probably do. Well,

come down here quick and get in on the

biggest sporting event of the season. I'll

explain when I see you, but you can take

it from me it's all right.

" Claude and I are with a reading-party

at old Heppenstall's. There are nine of

us, not counting your pal Bingo Little,

who is tutoring the kid up at the Hall.

"Don't miss this golden opportunity,

which may never occur again. Come and

join us.

" Yours,

" EUSTACE."

I handed this to Jeeves. He studied it

thoughtfully.

" What do you make of it ? A rummy

communication, what ? "

" Very high-spirited young gentlemen, sir,

Mr. Claude and Mr. Eustace. Up to some

game, I should be disposed to imagine."

" Yes. But what game, do you think ? "

" It is impossible to say, sir. Did you

observe that the letter continues over the

page ? "

" Eh, what ?" I grabbed the thing. This

was what was on the other side of the last

page :â��

SERMON HANDICAP

RUNNERS AND BETTING

PROBABLE STARTERS.

Rev. Joseph Tucker (Badgwick), scratch.

Rev. Leonard Starkie (Stapleton), scratch.

Rev. Alexander Jones (Upper Bingley),

receives three minutes.

Rev. W. Dix (Little Clickton-in-the-Wold),

receives five minutes.

Rev. Francis Heppenstall (Twing), receives

eight minutes.

Rev. Cuthbert Dibble (Boustead Parva),

receives nine minutes.

Rev. Orlo Hough (Boustead Magna),

receives nine minutes.

Rev. J. J. Roberts (Fale-by-the-Water),

receives ten minutes.

Rev. G. Hayward (Lower Bingley), receives

twelve minutes.

Rev. James Bates (Gandle-by-the-Hill),

receives fifteen minutes.

(The above have arrived.)

PRICES.â��5-2, Tucker, Starkie ; 3-1,

Jones ; Ñ�-2, Dix ; 6-1, Heppenstall, Dibble,

Hough ; Ð®Ð�-8 any other.

It baffled me.

" Do you understand it, Jeeves ? "

" No,"sir."

" Well, I think we ought to have a look

into it, anyway, what ? "

" Undoubtedly, sir."

" Right-o, then. Pack our spare dickey

and a toothbrush in a neat brown-paper

parcel, send a wire to Lord Wickhammersley

to say we're coming, and buy two tickets on

the five-ten at Paddington to-morrow."

THE five-ten was late as usual, and every-

body was dressing for dinner when I

arrived at the Hall. It was only by

getting into my evening things in record

time and taking the stairs to the dining-

room in a couple of bounds that I man-

aged to dead-heat with the soup. I slid

into the vacant chair, and found that I

was sitting next to old Wickhammersley's

youngest daughter, Cynthia.

" Oh, hallo, old thing," I said.

Great pals we've always been. In fact,

there was a time when I had an idea I was

in love with Cynthia. However, it blew over.

A dashed pretty and lively and attractive

girl, mind you, but full of ideals and all that.

I may be wronging her, but I have an idea

that she's the sort of girl who would want a

fellow to carve out a career and what not.

I know I've heard her speak favourably of

Napoleon. So what with one thing and

another the jolly eld frenzy sort of petered

out, and now we're just pals. I think she's

a topper, and she thinks me next door to a

looney, so everything's nice and matey.

" Well, Bertie, so you've arrived ? "

" Oh, yes, I've arrived. Yes, here I am.

I say, I seem to have plunged into the middle

of quite a young dinner-party. Who are all

these coves ? "

" Oh, just people from round about. You

know most of them. You remember Colonel

Willis, and the Spencers "

" Of course, yes. And there's old Hep-

penstall. Who's the other clergyman next

to Mrs. Spencer ? "

" Mr. Hayward, from Lower Bingley."

" What an amazing lot of clergymen there

are round here. Why, there's another, next

to Mrs. Willis."

" That's Mr. Bates, Mr. Heppenstall's

nephew. He's an assistant-master at Eton.

He's down here during the summer holidays,

acting as locum tenens for Mr. Spettigue,

the rector of Gandle-by-the-Hill."

" I thought I knew his face. He was in

his fourth year at Oxford when I was a

fresher. Rather a blood. Got his rowing-

blue and all that." I took another look

round the table, and spotted young Bingo.

" Ah, there he is," I said. 'â�¢' There's the old

egg-"

" There's who ? "

" Young Bingo Little. Great pal of mine.

He's tutoring your brother, you know."
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you can.

I'll hold my napkin

" Yes,

up."

" All right, then. Quick. There ! "

Considering that she had only about a

second and a half to do it in, I must say it

was a jolly fine exhibition. She opened her

mouth and eyes pretty wide and let her

jaw drop sideways, and managed to look

so like a dyspeptic calf that I recognized the

symptoms immediately.

" Oh, that's all right," I said. " No need

to be alarmed. He's simply in love with

you."

" In love with me ? Don't be absurd."

" My dear old thing, you don't know

young Bingo. He can fall in love with

anvbody."

" Thank you ! "

" Oh, I didn't mean it that way, -you

know. I don't wonder at

his taking to you. Why,

I was in love with you

myself once."

" Once ? Ah ! And all

that remains now are the

" Good gra-

cious ! Is he a

friend of yours ? "

"Rather

Known him all my life."

'Then tell me, Bertie,

is he at all weak in the

head ? "

" Weak in the head ? "

" I don't mean simply because he's a

friend of yours. But he's so strange in his

manner."

" How do you mean ? "

" Well, he keeps looking at me so oddly."

" Oddly ? How ? Give an imitation."

" I can't in front of all these people."

cold ashes ? This isn't one of your tactful

evenings, Bertie."

" Well, my dear sweet thing, dash it all,

considering that you gave me the bird and

nearly laughed yourself into a permanent

state of hiccoughs when I asked you "

" Oh, I'm not reproaching you. No
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doubt there were faults on both sides. He's

very good-looking, isn't he ? "

" Good-looking ? Bingo ? Bingo good-

looking ? No, I say, come now, really ! "

" I mesn, compared with some people,"

said Cynthia.

Some time after this, Lady \Vickhammers-

ley gave the signal for the females of the

species to leg it, and they duly stampeded.

I didn't get a chance of talking to young

Bingo when they'd gone, and later, in the

drawing-room, he didn't show up. I found

him eventually in his room, lying on the

bed with his feet on the rail, smoking a

toofah. There was a notebook on the

counterpane beside him.

' Hallo, old scream," I said.

" Hallo, Bertie," he replied, in what

seemed to me rather a moody, distrait sort

of manner.

" Rummy finding you down here. I take

it your uncle cut on your allowance after

that Goodwood binge and you had to take

this tutoring job to keep the wolf from the

door ? "

" Correct," said young Bingo, tersely.

" Well, you might have let your pals

know where you were."

He frowned darkly.

" I didn't want them to know where I

was. I wanted to creep away and hide

myself. I've been through a bad time,

Bertie, these last weeks. The sun ceased to

shine "

" That's curious. We've had gorgeous

weather in London."

" The birds ceased to singâ��â��"

" What birds ? "

" What the devil does it matter what

birds ? " said young Bingo, with some

asperity. " Any birds. The birds round

about here. You don't expect me to specify

them by their pet names, do you ? I tell

you, Bertie, it hit me hard at first, very

hard."

" What hit you ?" I simply couldn't

follow the blighter.

" Charlotte's calculated callousness."

" Oh, ah ! " I've seen poor old Bingo

through so many unsuccessful love-affairs

that I'd almost forgotten there was a girl

mixed up with that Goodwood business.

Of course ! Charlotte Corday Rowbotham.

And she had given him the raspberry, I

remembered now, and gone off with Comrade

Butt.

" I went through torments. Recently,

however, I'veâ��erâ��bucked up a bit. Tell

me, Bertie, what are you doing down here ?

I didn't know you knew these people."

" Me ? Why. I've known them since I

was a kid "

Young Bingo put his feet down with a

thud.

" Do you mean to say you've known Lady

Cynthia all that time ? "

" Rather ! She can't have been seven

when I met her first."

" Good Lord ! " said young Bingo. He

looked at me for the first time as though I

amounted to something, and swallowed a

mouthful of smoke the wrong way. " I

love that girl, Bertie," he went on, when he'd

finished coughing.

" Yes ? Nice girl, of course."

He eyed me with pretty deep loathing.

" Don't speak of her in that horrible

casual way. She's an angel. An angel !

Was she talking about me at all at dinner,

Bertie ? "

" Oh, yes."

" What did she say ? "

" I remember one thing. She said she

thought you good-looking."

Young Bingo closed his eyes in a sort of

ecstasy. Then he picked up the notebook.

" Pop off now, old man, there's a good

chap," he said, in a hushed, far-away voice.

" I've got a bit of writing to do."

" Writing ? "

" Poetry, if you must know. I wish the

dickens," said young Bingo, not without

some bitterness, " she had been christened

something except Cynthia. There isn't a

dam' word in the language it rhymes with.

Y'e gods, how I could have spread myself if

she had only been called Jane ! ''

BRIGHT and early next morning, as I

lay in bed blinking at the sunlight on

the dressing-table and wondering when

Jeeves was going to show up with the

cup of tea, a heavy weight descended on

my toes, and the voice of young Bingo

polluted the air. The blighter had apparently

risen with the lark.

" Leave me," I said, ' I would be alone.

I can't see anybody till I've had my tea."

"When Cynthia smiles," said young

Bingo, " the skies are blue ; the world takes

on a roseate rr.ie : birds in the garden trill

and sing, and Joy is king of everything, when

Cynthia smiles." He coughed, changing

gears. " When Cynthia frowns "

" What the devil are you talking about ? "

" I'm reading you my poem. The one I

wrote to Cynthia last night. I'll go on,

shall I ? "

" No ! "

" No ? "

" No. I haven't had my tea."

At this moment Jeeves came in with the

good old beverage, and I sprang on it with

a glad cry. After a couple of sips things

looked a bit brighter. Even young Bingo

didn't offend the eye to quite such an extent.

By the time I'd finished the first cup I was

a new man, so much so that I not only
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permitted but encouraged the poor fish to

read the rest of the bally thing, and even

â�¢went so far as to criticize the scansion of the

fourth line of the fifth verse. We were still

arguing the point when the door burst open

and in blew Claude and Eustace.

One of the things which dis-

courage me about rural life is

the frightful earliness with

which events begin to break

loose. I've stayed at places in

the country where

they've jerked me

out of the dreamless

at about six-thirty

to go for a jolly

and-butter, and Eustace poured himself out

a cup of tea.

" It's like this, Bertie," said Eustace,

settling down cosily. " As I told you in my

letter, there are nine of us marooned in this

desert spot, reading with old Heppenstall.

Well, of course, nothing is jollier than sweat-

ing up the Classics when it's a hundred in

the shade, but there does come a time when

you begin to feel the need of a little relaxa-

tion ; and, by Jove, there are absolutely no

facilities for relaxation in this place whatever.

And then Steggles got this idea. Steggles

is one of our reading-party, and, between

ourselves, rather a worm as a general thing.

Still, you have to give him credit for getting

this idea."

11 What idea ? "

" Well, you know how many parsons there

are round about here. There are about a

doxen hamlets within a radius of six miles,

and each hamlet has a church and each

church has a parson and each parson preaches

" What the devil ate you talking

about ? " " I'm reading you my

poem. The one I wrote to

Cynthia last night."

swim in the lake. At T wing, thank heaven,

they know me, and let me breakfast in bed.

The twins seemed pleased to see me.

" Good old Bertie ! " said Claude.

" Stout fellow ! " said Eustace. " The

Rev. told us you had arrived. I thought

that letter of mine would fetch you."

" You can always bank on Bortie," said

Claude. " A sportsman to the finger-tips.

Well, has Bingo told you about it ? "

" Not a word. He's been

" We've been talking," said Bingo, hastily,

" of other matters."

Claude pinched the last slice of thin bread-

a sermon every Sunday. To-morrow weekâ��

Sunday the twenty thirdâ��we're running off

the great Sermon Handicap. Steggles is

making the book. Each parson is to be

clocked by a reliable steward of the course,

and the one that preaches the longest sermon

wins. Did you study the race-card I sent

you ? "

" I couldn't understand what it was all

about."
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" Why, you chump, it gives the handicaps

and the current odds on each starter. I've

got another one here, in case you've lost

yours. Take a careful look at it. It gives

you the thing in a nutshell. Jeeves, old

son, do you want a sporting flutter ? "

" Sir ? " said Jeeves, who had just

meandered in with my breakfast.

Claude explained the scheme. Amazing

the way Jeeves grasped it right off. But he

merely smiled in a paternal sort of way.

" Thank you, sir, I think not."

"Well, .you're with us, Bertie, aren't

you ? " said Claude, sneaking a roll and a

slice .of bacon. " Have you studied that

card ? Well, tell me, does anything strike

you about it ? "

Of course it did. It had struck me the

moment I looked at it.

"Why, it's a sitter for old Heppenstall,"

I said. " He's got the event sewed up in

a parcel. There isn't a parson in the land

who could give him eight minutes. Your

pal Stegglcs must be an ass, giving him a

handicap iike that. Why, in the days when

I was with him, old Heppenstall never used

to preach under half an hour, and there was

one sermon of his on Brotherly Love which

lasted forty-five minutes if it lasted a second.

Has he lost his vim lately, or what is it ? "

" Not a bit of it," said Eustace. " Tell

him what happened, Claude."

" Why," said Claude, ' the first Sunday

we were here, we all went to T\ving church,

and old Heppenstall preached a sermon

that was well under twenty minutes. This

is what happened. Steggles didn't notice

it, and the Rev. didn't notice it himself,

but Eustace and I both spotted that he had

dropped a chunk of at least half-a-dozen

pages out of his sermon-case as he was

walking up to the pulpit. He sort of

flickered when he got to the gap in the

manuscript, but carried on all right, and

Steggles went away with the impression

that twenty minutes or a bit under was

his usual form. The next Sunday we

heard Tucker and Starkie, and they both

went well over the thirty-five minutes, so

Steggles arranged the handicapping as you

see on the card. You must come into this,

Bertie. You see, the trouble is that I haven't

a bean, and Eustace hasn't a bean, and

Bingo Little hasn't a bean, so you'll have

to finance the syndicate. Don't weaken !

It's just putting money in all our pockets.

Well, we'll have to be getting back now.

Think the thing over, and 'phone me later

in the day. And, if you let us down, Bertie,

may a cousin's curse Come on, Claude,

old thing."

The more I studied the scheme, the better

it looked.

" How about it, Jeeves ?" I said.

Jeeves smiled gently, and drifted out.

" Jeeves has no sporting blood," said

Bingo.

" Well, I have. I'm coming into this.

Claude's quite right. It's like finding money

by the wayside."

" Good man ! " said Bingo. " Now I can

see daylight. Say I have a tenner on

Heppenstall, and cop ; that'll give me a bit

in hand to back Pink Pill with in the two

o'clock at Gatwick the week after next :

cop on that, put the pile on Musk-Rat for

the one-thirty at Lewes, and there I am

with a nice little sum to take to Alexandra

Park on September the tenth, when I've

got a tip straight from the stable."

It sounded like a bit out of " Smiles's

Self-Help."

" And then," said young Bingo, " I'll be

in a position to go to my uncle and beard

him in his lair somewhat. He's quite a bit

of a snob, you know, and when he hears

that I'm going to marry the daughter of

an earl "

" I say, old man," I couldn't help saying,

" aren't you looking ahead rather far ? "

" Oh, that's all right. It's true nothing's

actually settled yet, but she practically

told me the other day she was fond of me."

" What ! "

" Well, she said that the sort of man she

liked was the self-reliant, manly man with

strength, good looks, character, ambition,

and initiative."

" Leave me, laddie," I said. " Leave

me to my fried egg."

DIRECTLY I'd got up I went to the

'phone, snatched Eustace away from

his morning's work, and instructed

him to put a tenner on the Twing flier

at current odds for each of the syndi-

cate ; and after lunch Eustace rang me

up to say that he had done business at

a snappy seven-to-one, the odds having

lengthened owing to a rumour in know-

ledgeable circles that the Rev. was subject

to hay-fever, and was taking big chances

strolling in the paddock behind the Vicarage

in the early mornings. And it was dashed

lucky, I thought next day, that we had

managed to get the money on in time, for

on the Sunday morning old Heppenstall

fairly took the bit between his teeth, and

gave us thirty-six solid minutes on Certain

Popular Superstitions. I was sitting next

to Steggles in the pew, and I saw him blench

visibly. He was a little, rat-faced fellow,

with shifty eyes and a suspicious nature.

The first thing he did when we emerged into

the open air was to announce, formally,

that anyone who fancied the Rev. could

now be accommodated at fifteen-to-eight on,

and he added, in a rather nasty manner.
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that if he had his way, this sort of in-and-out

running would be brought to the attention

of the Jockey Club, but that he supposed

that there was nothing to be done about it.

This ruinous price checked the punters at

once, and there was little money in sight.

And so matters stood till just after lunch

on Tuesday afternoon, when, as I was

strolling up and down in front of the house

with a cigarette, Claude and Eustace came

bursting up the drive on bicycles, dripping

with momentous news.

" Bertie," said Claude, deeply agitated,

" unless we take immediate action and do

a bit of quick thinking, we're in the cart."

" What's the matter ? "

" G. Hayward's the matter," said Eustace,

morosely. " The Lower Bingley starter."

" We never even considered him," said

Claude. " Somehow or other, he got over-

looked. It's always the way. Steggles

overlooked him. We all overlooked him.

But Eustace and I happened by the merest

fluke to be riding through Lower Bingley

this morning, and there was a wedding on

at the church, and it suddenly struck us

that it wouldn't be a bad move to get a

line on G. Hayward's form, in case he might

be a dark horse."

â�¢ "And it was jolly lucky we did," said

Eustace. " He delivered an address of

twenty-six minutes by Claude's stop-watch.

At a village wedding, mark you ! What'll

he do when he really extends himself ! "

â�¢- "There's" only;one thing to be done,

Bertie," said Claude. " You must spring

some more funds, so that we can hedge on

Hayward and save ourselves."

â�¢â�¢ But "

â�¢ " Well, it's the only way out."

. " But I say, you know, I hate the idea

of all that money we put on Heppenstall

being chucked away."

â�¢ " What else can you suggest ? You

don't suppose the Rev. can give this absolute

marvel a handicap and win, do you ? "

. "I've got it !" I said.

" What ? " â�¢ â�¢

" I see a way by which we can make it

safe for our nominee. I'll pop over this

afternoon, and ask him as a personal favour

to preach that sermon of his- on Brotherly

Love on Sunday."

Claude and Eustace looked at each other,

like those chappies in the poem, with a

wild surmise.

" It's a scheme," said Claude.

"A jolly brainy scheme," said Eustace.

" I didn't think you had it in you, Bertie."

" But even so," said Claude, " fizzer as

that sermon no doubt is, will it be

good enough in the face of a four-minute

handicap ? "

" Rather ! " I said. " When I told you

VoL UUÃ�.-32.

it lasted forty-five minutes, I was probably

understating it. I should call itâ��from my

recollection of the thingâ��nearer fifty."

" Then carry on," said Claude.

I toddled over in the evening and fixed

the thing up. Old Heppenstall was most

decent about the whole affair. He seemed

pleased and touched that I should have

remembered the sermon all these years,

and said he had once or twice had an idea

of preaching it again, only it had seemed to

him, on reflection, that it was perhaps a

trifle long for a rustic congregation.

" And in these restless times, my dear

Wooster," he said, " I fear that brevity

in the pulpit is becoming more and more

desiderated by even the bucolic churchgoer,

who one might have supposed would be

less afflicted with the spirit of hurry and

impatience than his metropolitan brother.

I have had many arguments on the subject

with my nephew, young Bates, who is

taking my old friend Spettigue's cure over

at Gandle-by-the-Hill. His view is that a

sermon nowadays should be a bright, brisk,

straight-from-the-shoulder address, never

lasting more than ten or twelve minutes."

" Long ?" I said. " Why, my goodness !

you don't call that Brotherly Love sermon

of yours long, do you ?" . ,

" It takes fully fifty minutes to deliver."

" Surely not ? "

" Your incredulity, my dear Wooster, is

extremely flatteringâ��far more flattering, of

course, than I deserve. Nevertheless, the

facts are as I have stated. You are sure

that I would not be well advised to make

certain excisions and eliminations ? You

do not think it would be a good thingTto

cut, to prune ? I might, for example, delete

the rather exhaustive excursus into the

family life of the early Assyrians ?" â�¢- â�¢ ;

" Don't touch a word of it, or you'll spoil

the whole thing," I said, earnestly. 't

" I am delighted to hear you say so, and

I shall preach the sermon without fail next

Sunday morning." . -.;'.-'

â�¢ i

WHAT I have always said,. and what' I

always shall say, is, that this' ante-

post betting is a mistake, an error,

and a mug's game. You never can tell what's

going to happen. â�¢ If fellows would only stick

to the good old S.P. there would be fewer

young men go wrong. I'd hardly finished

my breakfast on the Saturday morning,

when Jeeves came to my bedside to say that

Eustace wanted me on the telephone.

" Good Lord, Jeeves, what's the matter,

do you think ? "

I'm bound to say I was beginning to get

a bit jumpy by this time.

" Mr. Eustace did not confide in me, sir."

" Has he got the wind up ? "
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' Long ?" I said.

Why, my goodness ! You don't call thai Brotherly Love sermon

of yours long, do you ? "

" Somewhat vertically, sir, to judge by

his voice."

" Do you know what I think, Jeeves ?

Something's gone wrong with the favourite."

" Which is the favourite, sir ?"

" Mr. Heppenstall. He's gone to odds

on. He was intending to preach a sermon

on Brotherly Love which would have brought

him home by lengths. I wonder if anything's

happened to him."

" You could ascertain, sir, by speaking

to Mr. Eustace on the telephone. He is

holding the wire."

" By Jove, yes ! "

I shoved on a dressing-gown, and flew

downstairs like a mighty, rushing wind.

The moment I heard Eustace's voice I

knew we were for it. It had a croak of

agony in it.

" Bertie ? "

" Here I am."

" Deuce of a time you've been. Bertie,

we're sunk. The favourite's blown up."

" No ! "

" Yes. Coughing in his stable all last

night."

" What ! "

" Absolutely ! Hay-fever."

" Oh, my sainted aunt ! "

'' The doctor is with him now, and it's

only a question of minutes before he's officially

scratched. That means the curate will

show up at the post instead, and he's no

He is being offered at a hun-

but no takers. What shall

good at all.

dred-to-six,

we do ?"

I had to grapple

moment in silence.

" Eustace."

" Hallo ? "

with the thing for a

" What can you get on G. Hay ward ? "

" Only four-to-one now. I think there's

been a leak, and Steggles has heard some-

thing. The odds shortened late last night

in a significant manner."

" Well, four-to-one will clear us. Put

another fiver all round on G. Hayward for

the syndicate. That'll bring us out on the

right side of the ledger."

" If he wins."

" What do you mean ? I thought you

considered him a cert, bar Heppenstall."

" I'm beginning to wonder," said Eustace,

gloomily, " if there's such a thing as a cert,

in this world. I'm told the Rev. Joseph

Tucker did an extraordinarily fine trial

gallop at a mothers' meeting over at Badg-

wick yesterday. However, it seems our

only chance. So-long."

Not being one of the official stewards, I

had my choice of churches next morning,

and naturally I didn't hesitate. The only

drawback to going to Lower Bingley was

that it was ten miles away, which meant an

early start, but I borrowed a bicycle from

one of the grooms and tooled off. I had

only Eustace's word for it that G. Hayward

was such a stayer, and it might have been

that he had showed too flattering form at

that wedding where the twins had heard him

preach ; but any misgivings I may have had

disappeared the moment he got into the

pulpit. Eustace had been right. The man

was a trier. He was a tall, rangy-looking

greybeard, and he went off from the start

with a nice, easy action, pausing and clearing

his throat at the end of each sentence, and

it wasn't five minutes before I realized that

here was the winner. His habit of stopping

dead and looking round the church at
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intervals was worth minutes to us, and in the

home stretch we gained no little advantage

owing to his dropping his pince-nez and

having to grope for them. At the twenty-

minute mark he had merely settled down.

Twenty-five minutes saw him going strong.

And when he finally finished with a good

burst, the clock showed thirty-five minutes

fourteen seconds. With the handicap which

he had been given, this seemed to me to make

the event easy for him, and it was with

much bonhomie and goodwill to all men that

I hopped on to the old bike and started back

to the Hall for lunch.

Bingo was talking on the 'phone when I

arrived.

" Fine ! Splendid ! Topping ! " he was

saying. "Eh? Oh, we needn't worry about

him. Right-o, I'll tell Bertie." He hung up

the receiver and caught sight of me. '' Oh,

hallo, Bertie ; I was just talking to Eustace.

It's all right, old man. The report from

Lower Bingley has just got in. G. Hayward

romps home."

" I knew he would. I've just come from

there."

" Oh, were you there ? I went to Badg-

wick. Tucker ran a splendid race, but the

handicap was too much for him. Starkie

had a sore throat and was nowhere. Roberts,

of Fale-by-the-Water, ran third. Good old

G. Havward ! " said Bingo, affectionately,

and we strolled out on to the terrace.

" Are all the returns in, then ?" I

asked.

" All except Gandle-by-the-Hill. But we

needn't worry about Bates. He never had a

chance. By the way, poor old Jeeves loses

his tenner. Silly ass ! "

" Jeeves ? How do you mean ? "

" He came to me this morning, just

after you had left, and asked me to put

a tenner on Bates for him. I told him

he was a chump and begged him not

to throw his money away, but he would

do it."

" I beg your pardon, sir. This note

arrived for you just after you had left the

house this morning."

Jeeves had materialized from nowhere,

and was standing at my elbow.

" Eh ? What ? Note ? "

" The Reverend Mr. Heppenstall's butler

brought it over from the Vicarage, sir. It

came too late to be delivered to you at the

moment."

Young Bingo was talking to Jeeves like

a father on the subject of betting against

the form-book. The yell I gave made

him bite his tongue in the middle of a

sentence.

" What the dickens is the matter ?" he

asked, not a little peeved.

" We're dished ! Listen to this ! "

I read him the note :â��

" The Vicarage,

" Twing, Glos.

" MY DEAR WOOSTER,â��As you may have

heard, circumstances over which I have no

control will prevent my preaching the ser-

mon on Brotherly Love for which you made

such a flattering request. I am unwilling,

however, that you shall be disappointed,

so, if you will attend divine service at

Gandle-by-the-Hill this morning, you will

hear my sermon preached by young Bates,

my nephew. I have lent him the manu-

script at his urgent desire, for, betwreen our-

selves, there are wheels within wheels. My

nephew is one of the candidates for the

headmastership of a well-known public

school, and the choice has narrowed down

between him and one rival.

" Late yesterday evening James received

private information that the head of the

Board of Governors of the school proposed

to sit under him this Sunday in order to

judge of the merits of his preaching, a most

important item in swaying the Board's

choice. I acceded to his plea that I lend

him my sermon on Brotherly Love, of

which, like you, he apparently retains a

vivid recollection. It would have been

too late for him to compose a sermon of

suitable length in place of the brief address

whichâ��mistakenly, in my opinionâ��he

had designed to deliver to his rustic flock,

and I wished to help the boy.

" Trusting that his preaching of the

sermon will supply you with as pleasant

memories as you say you have of mine, I

remain,

" Cordially yours,

" F. HEPPENSTALL.

" P.S.â��The hay-fever has rendered my

eyes unpleasantly weak for the time being,

so I am dictating this letter to my butler,

Brookfield, who will convey it to you."

1 DON'T know when I've experienced a

more massive silence than the one that

followed my reading of this cheery epistle.

Young Bingo gulped once or twice, and prac-

ticallyevery known emotion came and went on

his face. Jeeves coughed one soft, low, gentle

cough like a sheep with a blade of grass stuck

in its throat, and then stood gazing serenely at

the landscape. Finally young Bingo spoke.

" Great Scot !" he whispered, hoarselv.

" An S.P. job ! "

" I believe that is the technical term, sir,"

said Jeeves.

" So you had inside information, dash

it I " said young Bingo.

" Why, yes, sir," said Jeeves. " Brookfield

happened to mention the contents of the note

to me when he brought it. We are old friends."
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Bingo registered grief, anguish, rage,

despair, and resentment.

" Well, all I can say," he cried, " is that

it's a bit thick ! Preaching another man's

Jeeves coughed again, and fixed me with

an expressionless eye.

" And in the present case, sir, if I may be

permitted to take the liberty of making the

observation, I think we should make allow-

ances. We should remember that the secur-

ing of this headmastership meant everything

to the young couple."

" Young couple ! What young couple ? "

" The Reverend James Bates, sir, and Lady

Cynthia. I am informed by her ladyship's

maid that they have been engaged to be

married for some weeksâ��provisionally, so

to speak ; and his lordship made his consent

conditional on Mr. Bates securing a really

important and remunerative position."

Young Bingo turned a light green.

" Engaged to be married ! "

" Yes, sir."

" So you had inside informa-

tion, dash Â¡I ? " said young

Bingo.

sermon ! Do you call that honest ? Do you

call that playing the game ? "

" Well, my dear old thing," I said, " be

fair. It's quite within the rules. Clergymen

do it all the time. They aren't expected

always to make up the sermons they preach."

There was a silence.

" I think I'll go for a walk," said Bingo.

" But, my dear old thing," I said, ' it's

just lunch-time. The gong will be going any

minute now."

" I don't want any lunch 1 " said Bingo.

Next month : " The Purity of the Turf."
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THE BOOK I SHALL

NEVER WRITE"

A SYMPOSIUM OF AUTHORS ON A DELIGHTFUL AND

SUGGESTIVE IDEA.

WHAT is the book which, in your

mind, you hope to write, but

which, in your heart, you know

you never will write ? That ques-

tion has been put by THE STRAND MAGAZINE

to some of our best-known authorsâ��with

results worthy of a word of preface.

Every writer, one may suppose, has a pet

book that he, or she, may or may not write.

It may be a different book at different times,

or it may always be the same book. No

great writer lays down his pen without

feeling that there is something it has not

achieved, which he had counted on it

to achieve. Thomas Hardy

once said he had plots for

a dozen novels that he had

never found time to write;

only in his later years he has

made up for that by giving

us "The Dynasts," which

contains material for at least

three novels.

Here, however, the intriguing

idea is the particular book that

a man, or woman, has longed

to write, has not written, and

almost certainly never will

write. It is an idea which

brings to the eye of fancy a

lost library, a lost literary

legion, a sort of literary Sea

of Saragossa, wherein literary

Flying Dutchmen sail like

wraiths ; and so, like all delightful ideas, it

has sorrow in it.

But one can give a name to some of those

craft, paper-white in appearance, because the

ink never fell in pen-holders to darken them.

Did not John, Viscount Morley, mean, and

hold the intention for years, to write a

history of the New Italy raised by Garibaldi

and Mazzini and Cavour ? Politics took his

activities before that work on the New

Italy took shape, and now, from his retire-

ment at Wimbledon, he can only look back-

ward and reflect that it was, perhaps, a

greater thing to give India the basis of self-

government than to write any book, even

his " Gladstone," of which men already speak

beside Lockhart's " Scott," for Boswell's

Mr. Bernard Shaw.

" Johnson " is peerless. Was it not Jowett's

ambition to re-write Thomas Ã  Kempis on

Balliol lines ? But he never did it ; he knew

in his heart he never could do it.

Come we, however, to the present quest

and pursuit, and we have Countess Russell,

authoress of " Elizabeth and Her German

Garden," telling us, in so many words, " No,

I don't know of a book I want to write and

won't write." " No," says Mr. John Mase-

field, " I have no such book in my mind, at

present," and the slight qualification there

is worth not ng. Sir Gilbert Parker's answer

is : "I don't know of any book that I want

to write that I have not

written, or tried to write."

"But I'm going to write it,"

is the laconic word from Mr. E.

V. Lucas ; and Miss May Sin-

clair is in even better case, for

she is able to say, " I have

already written the book I had

in my mind to write, and

thought I never would." One

wonders which of her books it

is, because the circumstance

would give it a special interest.

Mr. H. G. Wells has also done

the trick in "Boon," which, as

you may remember, appeared

anonymously. There might

have been a second volume of

" Boon " if the first had not

been so successful, but, even

so, it is left for Mr. Wells, as he half under-

takes in his " Russia in Shadow," to write

" The Shaving of Karl Marx."

With that trot for the avenue, we reach

the fuller answers received by THE STRAND

in response to its inquiry, and they are best

left to speak for themselves : and, indeed,

in their variety of authorship and confession

they make a very entertaining and informing

symposium, thus :â��

Mr. BERNARD SHAW.

I have no time for hoping. I have written

more books than I ever expected to write.

I do not keep my goods in my heart. What

is the shop window for, pray ?
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Mr. J. J. Bell.

Mr. Hugh Walpole.

Mr. E. F. Benson.

Mr. J. J. BELL.

It is a pathetic but not a tragic thoughtâ��

that book which I shall never write. Tragic,

however, is the thought of those books

which I wish I had never written.

Mr. HUGH WALPOLE.

I can only say that the book I have hoped

to write and know that I never shall write

is the book as I see it before me just before

I begin to write it.

Mr. E. F. BENSON.

The book which I mean to write and never

will, has neither narrative nor description of

any kind in it, and I don't think even the

names of the characters ever appear. They

reveal themselves, their mar-

vellously complicated and

wonderful natures, and the

whole dramatic situation with

its astounding denouement en-

tirely by what they say. The

book will be of immense length,

and nobody will be able to lay

it down till he has finished it.

The social, economical, poli-

tical, mental, physical, and

spiritual life of England will

stand still for that period.

IAN HAY (Major J. H. Beith).

Most authors cherish a

dream of breaking away one

day from routine and writing

something immortal on some

great, new, and hitherto un-

conquered subject. But they

never do. The reason is that

their readers will not allow it. Your steady

novel-reader does not like to have his oats

changed. Once he has decided what you

areâ��a realist, or a feminist, or a humorist,

or what notâ��he sees to it that you remain

humbly and reverently in that station to

which Vox Populi has appointed you, and

continue to turn out realism or feminism

or humour at regular intervals and current

rates. In my own case, I find I am expected

to produce narratives dealing with the

common joys and sorrows of ordinary people

â��particularly young peopleâ��treated from

the angle of a would-be humorous philosophy.

If I were suddenly to launch out as a de-

structive realistâ��by which I mean a writer

who conducts his followers into one of the

many deep tragedies of existence and leaves

them there without troubling to indicate

any way out ; or if I were to join that

frankly morbid school of soul-dissectors and

sex-analysts who are enjoying (so far as they

appear capable of enjoying anything) so

great a vogue to-day, I

should be inundated with

protests from people I had

disappointedâ��either parents

and guardians, who have

hitherto approved of me be-

cause they have not found

it necessary to wade through

each succeeding work of

mine before passing it on to

the family, or old-fashioned

persons (not necessarily old)

who still believe, with Dr.

Johnson, that a book should

help us " either to enjoy

life or to endure it." These

would say that I had be-

trayed them, and I should

feel on the whole inclined to

agree.

Yes, we story-tellers are

all in the same boat, except

immortals. They can write of

like-â��Hamlet, Falstaff, Lear, or

Weaverâ��and there are no

Hay

H. Beith).

a few, the

what they

Bottom the

complaints.

Still, that does not prevent us from

wanting to achieve some pet story-telling
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ambition. Personally I should like to write

an Anglo-American novel which would be

equally sympathetic and equally intelli-

gible to Englishmen and Americans ; which

would do for the English-

speaking world something of

what Rudyard Kipling has

done for the British Empire.

A tremendous task ; I, for

one, can never hope to com-

pass it. But I hope that

some day someone will arise

who can.

Miss CLEMENCE DANE.

Oh, what a dreadful ques-

tion in holiday time ! I don't

think I ever really considered

the subject, because, you

know, one lives in the book

of the moment, to some ex-

tent. I can tell you what I

always say I should dearly

love to write, though I

don't suppose I shall ever manage it, and

that is a really good fairy story for children.

I'd rather have written " Alice in Wonder-

land " than any novel since Jane Austen.

And, oh, how I envy the authors of

" The Golden Age " and " The Phoenix

and the Carpet " !

Mr. THOMAS BURKE.

The idea is interesting. I think the book

I would like to write would be a big iolly

book, ten sizes larger than life, which should

cover every phase of London life and include

characters representative of every phase.

It should be comically gigantesque ; twenty

novels in one ; twenty biographies ; not

mere outlines, but full, clustering records.

It should be full of love of the earth and of

mankind, but it should show things as

they are ; it should present everything and

Miss ClÃ©mence Dane.

pardon everything. In short, such a book

would be Shakespeare, Fielding, Dickens,

Rabelais, Balzac, Browning, and Meredith

in collaboration.

Mr. JOHN GALSWORTHY.

In asking me to contri-

bute to your symposium on

" books one hopes to write

but knows one never will,"

you embarrass me, because

I haven't any. What, then,

am I to say ? I don't begin

to hope, apparently, until

my mind suggests possibility.

I expect there's something

very deep in that, but I

don't know what it is. I

have sometimes thought that

it would be nice to write

the best book that was

ever written, but I couldn't

honestly say I'd ever hoped

to.

Sir HENRY NEWBOLT.

I don't like answering your painful ques-

tion. I live on hope, and cannot give up

even my imaginary children for dead. You

apply the thumb-screw ; it hurts horribly

and I squeak ; but I do not confess. Even

if I did, I might turn out to be wrong, after

all. " If hopes be dupes, fears may be

liars," and what a fool I should look if the

book, which I had given up for lost, were

to come home some day and go about in

society. The discredit would extend even

to your otherwise admirable article.

MrÂ». C. N. WILLIAMSON.

Of course there's a book of my heart ;

and it's in my heart, where, alas, it is likely

to stay, without ever seeing the light. You

see, it has grown so big and round that it

fits into every heart-interstice ; therefore

Mr. Thomas Burke.

Mr. John Galsworthy.

Sir Henry Newbolt.
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it could only be extricated with a pickaxe

and hammer, while the walls of my heart

fell into ruins all around it.

After that preface, you will be surprised

to hear that it isn't a love-story;

that is, not above all a love-story,

though love runs through it, as it

does in all real stories. It's a book

about London.

in it are packed all the splen-

did and happy, sordid and sad,

mysterious and wonderful things

that I have felt and found out

about London. For years I have

collected learned volumes about

London, thinking that they might

" come in useful," but after all,

if I were to write my book, I

fancy I should hardly use them. I should

use only the notes stored away in my own

heart, whereâ��alas for me !â��I fear they'll

Mrs. C. N.

Williamson.

sort of divorce court. I am sick of hear-

ing that the soul of man is immortal

from people who accept the idea that love

is mortal.

Mr. W. J. LOCKE.

Yes, I've toyed with the idea

of a book that will never, I fear,

be written, for years beyond

numberâ��written round an early

seventeenth-century French figure

who, oddly enough, has never

been exploited by my tribe. I

can't give away my secret thun-

der, for someone cleverer than

myself will steal it and I shall

be bereaved of my beautiful

unwritten book. Besides â�� who

knows ?â��it may be the solace of

my senile years !

Mr. G. K. CHESTERTON

I can assure

Mr. Arnold Bennett.

Mr. ARNOLD

BENNETT.

So far as I

know I have

no books in

mind which

will not mater-

ialize in due

course. If I

want to write

a book I write

it. And if I

know I can't

w r i t e it, I

don't want to

write it.

Mr. G. K. Chesterton.

Sir W. ROBERTSON NICOLL.

The book which I hoped to write was a

History of British Journalism in the Vic-

torian Era. I am not without hope of

being able to use, in some form, part of

the material I have accumu-

lated, but I shall never have

the strength for the really

elaborate work which for years

I had in my mind.

Mr. H. DE VERÃ�

STACPOOLE.

I would like to write a

book about what happens to

a man and a woman after

they are dead and if they

die in the true faithâ��in

short, if they are loversâ��or

if they were lovers, I sup-

pose I ought to put it, for

the accepted opinion seems

to be that death is a

always stay.

you that the

work I should

like to do, and

never shall, is

more like a

library than a

book. Besides

the books I

should like to

write, there are

even more that

I should like

other people to

write. There is

a story about

a man who

manufactured a

climate, which

I have set down for Mr. H. G. Wells ; and one

about Queen Victoria and Lord Melbourne,

which is awaiting the attention of Mr Max

Beerbohm. What I should really like to write

would be a true romance of the Middle Ages,

in which a reasonable amount of fighting and

killingshould be combined with

some faint comprehension of

what men thought worth fight-

ing for, and how they felt about

having to die. For instance,

the Franciscans in Flanders

preached against people very

like modern pessimists ; the

fight between St. Francis and

Schopenhauer would go down

to the roots, if religion were

neither ignored nor patronized.

But it would need the learning

of Flaubert, or of Mr. Wells's

forthcoming work on the cli-

mate-maker. Such a lot of

science is needed for such a

Mr. H. de VerÃ© Stacpoole. little art.
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Mr. W.

Mr. ROBERT HICHENS.

The book one is always going to write

but never succeeds in writing ! In looking

back over a fairly long career as an author

I have sought in my memory for that

legendary book. Did I ever have wonderful

dreams of the masterpiece which would

carry my name to the ends

of the earth ? Did I ever feel

I had it in me to create a work

which would become a classic

in my lifetime ? Whenever I

sat down to begin a new book

did I say to myself, " This

will be the greatest novel ever

written " ?

If I am to be strictly honest

and sincereâ��I don't think I

ever did.

A great deal of nonsense

is thought and expressed

about writers. Some people

seem to imagine that no well-

known author ever takes up

his pen without being " in-

spired." Others evidently

suppose that books write

themselves, that the man or woman with a

certain " gift of invention " has only to sit

in front of a writing-table and that a first-rate

book immediately " comes." I wish it did

come. But most of us have to fetch it.

If the public knew how much labour many

books have cost their authors, they would

probably be astonished.

Tolstoi's eldest daughter once told me

that one of her father's worksâ��I think it

was " Master and Man "â��had been written

and re-written, typed and re-typed, about

thirty times before he let it go to the printer.

Flaubert used to sit for days over a para-

graph. Were these men dreaming of master-

pieces ? Perhaps they were. They cer-

tainly created them, but at a great cost.

Sometimes a writer who wishes to do his

best thinks

about a subject

for a long time

before he feels

ready to work on

it. I had the idea

of " The Garden

of Allah " in my

mind for several

years before I

wrote a word of

the book. I

longed to begin

it, but I felt that

the moment had

not come, that I

was not capable

Sir W. Robertson Nicoll. of treating the

theme which was haunting me as I wished to

treat it. Nevertheless, I don't remember

thinking that " The Garden of Allah " was

going to be my masterpiece. I merely

wished to write it as well as I was able to,

to spare no pains on its creation !

Writers no doubt are sometimes fortunate

people and receive many com-

pliments. I have had some

left-handed ones. Quite re-

cently I was at a big tennis

tournament, where I met a

rather well-known man, who

told me he had been at the

first night of " The Garden of

Allah " at Drury Lane Theatre.

" How long did the play

run ? " he continued.

I told him it had run for

nearly ten months.

" Well, you made a great

mistake ! " he rejoined.

" What was that ? " said I.

" You could easily have

turned it into another ' Chu

J. Locke. Chin Chow.' You should have

written it up a bit, made it

more lively, and brought in some songs

and dances. When I saw it I said, ' This is

another " Chu Chin Chow "â��with a little

care.' "

Thus are writers occasionally chastened,

lest perchance they should have too good a

conceit of themselves.

But I am getting away from the subject

of the book the writer dreams of but never

writes.

What more can I say about that ?

Really, I can only say that I have

written several books very much as I

intended to write them. No doubt they

might have been far better if someone else

had written them. But that, unfortunately,

can't be helped. One does what one

can. I prefer writing what I can write

to dreaming of

extra ordinary

masterpieces

which neither I

nor an yon e

else will ever

write.

I fear I am

'very prosaic,

though it never

occurred to me

to suggest to

Miss Mary

Anderson that

she and I might

liven up " The

Garden of

Allah."

Mr. Robert Hichens.

.. â�¢.â�¢Â« by Vaialik, SUMÃ� Ð� Frt. E. O. HoppÃ©, and 0. llacArthur.
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WHEN, years ago, Richard Beltony

made his will as he did, he cer-

tainly had no idea that he was

within an ace of signing his little

blue-eyed daughter's death-warrant. Had

he known it, he would without a doubt have

restrained his desire to stretch out his hand

into the future and, in defiance of his own

mortality, to ensure the eminence of his name

and strain among the generations beyond

his ken. For his wife and daughter were his

passion, while money was merely his hobby,

and the Beltony stock his whim. But of that

more anon.

The trail of fate was irrevocably laid when

I happened to meet that blue-eyed maid,

now grown to entrancing womanhood, in a

decent French hotel overlooking the Medi-

terranean Sea in the neighbourhood of Cap

Martin. This was in May, 19â�� ; you may

perhaps recall the year when I mention that

the summer was particularly hot and dry,

and that the forest fires which are inevitable

in such circumstances were numerous and

devastating on the southern slopes of the

Alpes Maritimes and all along that sun-

blessed seaboard.

At this late stage of the season the

various hotels of the " palace " variety

were already closed or closing. The north-

ward stampede of hivernants had long

since run its congested course, shops de

luxe were putting up their shutters for

the summer, and the Coast was settling

down to somnolence and languorous

enjoyment of the season's profits.

There were not more than a handful

of us left at the HÃ´tel du Sapin d'Or,

and, as people do in such circumstances,

we dispensed with starch in both senses

of the word and made friends all round

in self-defence. Miss Beltony and I were

the only English people in the " mess "

and naturally gravitated towards one

another. She was slightly but graciously

built ; her expression rather than her

features commended her to notice ; her

voice, however, was extraordinarily allur_

ing, and behind the sadness of her eyes

vivacity and courage were enthroned.

Her mourning garb imposed restraint

upon our conversation, and, flirtation

being clearly out of bounds, we instinc-

tively felt free to talk more confidentially

about other things. I learned that she

had lately lost her father and mother

within a very short period ot each other ;

her mother had really died of grief. She

herself had been passionately devoted to

both parents : they must have been an

uncommonly close-knit trio.

So, after a peculiarly sheltered and happy,

if rather solitary, girlhood, she had suddenly

found herself alone in the world, and a desire

to fly from the scene of her past happiness

had seized her. Hence her presence here.

She was vague about her relatives, and

hardly seemed to know whether she had any

or not.

Gladly would I have piloted her about the

neighbourhood, but in the circumstances I

did not care to press my company upon her.

I usually got away to the hills in the morning

and stayed there, tramping, climbing, and

reading till late in the afternoon. She, poor

girl, still lacked her natural energy, and

seldom went farther than the ancient olive-

wood, where the paths were still purple-

stained with the fallen fruit of the veterans

and their progenyâ��for an olive-wood need

never die. There, one day, I happened to

find her.

It was the first time I had ever seen her out

of doors. She was dressed in white, with a

sash of black ribbon round her slender waist,

and a beam of sunshine, falling on her bare
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head through an opening in the branches,

filled her hair with golden lights. Sitting

there in the crook of a low branch, with her

back against the hoary trunk and her feet

dangling, she looked like the very spirit of

the wood.

She glanced up when she heard my foot-

steps coming towards her, then flushed

slightly (I was glad of that sign of returning

life), but my matter-of-fact greeting quickly

put her at her ease.

" You're looking better, Miss Beltony," I

said.

" Thank you," she answered, with a little

smile. " It is difficult to feel sad for ever in

such a climate."

" Don't try," I said. " And in particular

there's something very cheerful about this

wood. Look at all

these jolly little

chaps springing

up round the old

parents. Why,

there's a regular

ring of them over

there, and a blank

space in the middle

where the ancestor

used to stand. It

is the law of life."

It was rather a

rough thing to say

to her, but she

took no offence.

She pondered a

-Ð© ..

Sitting in the crook of a low branch, she

looked like the very spirit of the wood.
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moment, then gave herself a mental shake

and said, almost cheerfully :â��

" I've found my long-lost cousin, Mr.

Canning."

" Oh ! ".said I. " I did not know you

had one. Is it a'man or a woman ? "

" A man," she said. " Look ! " And she

handed me a letter.

It was written in rather a foreign hand,

but the English of it was good enough :â��

" Dear Cousin Eslerdim (it ran), / have only

just heard thai you are staying on this coast,

and I was not aware until to-day of the great

loss you have recently suffered. I hasten to

offer you all my sympathy.

" I should like to know you ; may 1 call one

day ? You know, I expect, that my poor

father left England many years ago, when he

was quite a young man, and drifted out of

touch with his brother, though I have neuer heard

that there was any disagreement between them,

nor any ground for it. In any case, there need

be none between us, need there >

'' Your affectionate cousin,

" CHARLES BELTONY."

" I am so glad ! " she exclaimed, when I

had come to the end of the letter. " It's so

lonely without a family, you know, and I'm

sure he's a nice man. Don't you think so ? "

Her eyes were sparkling with new-found

delight.

" It looks like it," I answered. " It's quite

a proper letter."

We walked back together by the rough sea

path above the rocks, where the scent of

myrtle and rosemar}- blends subtly with the

smell of the sea and the pines. It was a

bitter-sweet hour for me, because, while the

touch of her hand as I helped her over the

bad places was ecstasy, I was experiencing

for the first time in my life the tyrant power

of jealousy. Still, I resolutely told myself,

if he turns out to be a good fellow, so much

the better. But down in the depths of me

I wished that he had never been born.

She wrote to him that night, inviting him

to lunch or dinner on the next day but twoâ��

a margin of time is always advisable where

Riviera posts are concerned. He came to

lunch, so I heard, and he stayed to dine.

I kept to my own table, but studied him

pretty closely from a distance.

He was a well-built, handsome fellow

enough, and well-groomedâ��rather over-

groomed, I thought. His hands were freshly

manicured, and I caught a whiff of scent

from their direction which I knew was not

Esterdine's. Moreover, his good looks were

on the coarse side, and, although he was

naturally powerful, he was not in hard con-

dition. His general appearance gave more

than a hint of self-indulgent livingâ��so, at

least, I summed him up, possibly with a

jaundiced eye.

Esterdine seemed to like him, and cer-

tainly, judging by her laughter (she was

giving him champagne), found him more

amusing than she found me ; along with his

half-foreign style and appearance, he had

obviously acquired the foreigner's liveli-

ness, not to say audacity, in conversation.

I loathed him for it.

THE days which followed were purgatory.

Esterdine was just as frank and friendly

as before, whenever I saw her, but that

was just the rotten part of it : I never did

see her by herself, or scarcely ever. That

fellow Beltony was always about, and his

standing as a relative gave him privileges

which I, as a simple acquaintance, could

not possibly claim. She seemed to place the

entire daily round of her existence in his

hands, confidently and even thankfully ; I

never realized before how a woman, for all

her claims to independence, dearly loves to

be taken charge of.

In similar circumstances I should probably

have hated an archangel, but it was not long

before I found reason to distrust, as well as

to dislike, Beltony. She had introduced us,

of course, and one evening after dinner he

and I sat chatting in the salle. Beltony had

done justice, as usual, to the hotel cellar.

" Do you know who she is, Canning, my

boy ? " he asked, in a confidential tone, with

more than a hint of glee in it. " She's old

Beltony's heiress. The old chap made -pots

of moneyâ��a regular wizardâ��and it's all

come to her. She's worth winning, eh ? "

He paused, in bibulous gloating, then

went on. as much to himself as to me :

" And there's another thing, though I doubt

if she's thought of that "â��he tapped himself

on the chestâ��" Charles Beltony is "

He caught my stony eye and checked him-

self. I rose without a word and went out on

to the balcony.

These careless words of his disgusted and

disturbed me, yet, curiously enough, they

acted as a tonic. The depressing sense of

being " out of it " left me ; perhaps there

was a part for me in this little drama after

all !

Three days later I was sure of it. I had

been out at Gorbio, village of mules, and on

my way back I left the regular mule-path,

went on past the CaupiÃ¨re, and dropped down

by an even rougher track into the Orta

valley, reaching the high Corniche road at

the point where it strikes deep into the moun-

tains and passes round the head of the

Ramingau gully. Then, in order to escape

the dust and stench of the motor-cars, I took

to the woods and marched in the pleasant

shade. Ultimately 1 found myself on a sort
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of knoll or cliff which projects over the road

near the hill village of Roquebrune.

Far beneath, the blue Mediterranean

sparkled in the sunshine. I sat down for a

rest and a smoke ; presently I edged back

into the shadeâ��the sun was burning hot-â��

lay flat on the slithery pine-needles, and

dozed.

I need not tell you what I was dreaming

about when I became aware of voices on the

road beneathâ��the harsh, heated voices of a

quarrelling man and woman. The interrup-

tion vexed me, it was so incongruous, and I

have no doubt I should have shut my ears to

it but that the man's voice was familiar to

me. It was Beltony's, I could swear.

" My dear girl "â��he was talking rapidly

and excitedly, with a queer, foreign twang

to his wordsâ��" I can't help myself ; I've

told you that a dozen times. I'm in the

devil of a mess, and you know it. I'm abso-

lutely desperate. It's money or it's choky

for meâ��and it's not going to be choky if I

can help it. I'll stick at nothing, CÃ©line, and

if anybody interferes with my gameâ��well,

you know me ! And remember, I'm only half

an Englishman. My mother was vraie NiÃ§oise

â��and when my brigand blood is up "

The woman said something in a lower tone

â��I think she was cryingâ��but the man burst

out on her furiously :â��

" Don't be a fool ! Who's going to desert

you ? I tell you I don't. I don't care a fig

for her ! "

I was thoroughly awake now, and turned

abruptly on my elbow to get to my feet, but

I slipped on the pine-needles and shot down

the steep bank towards the edge of the little

cliff, sending a small avalanche of earth, dust,

and stones flying before me. There was a

startled oath from below : ' SacrÃ© nom

de " Then the voice broke on short.

My feet caught against a tough little rose-

mary bush growing at the brink, and as I

brought up with a jerk I heard footsteps

retreating on the hard Corniche road. I

wriggled round until I could look over the

edge.

They were just turning a bend in the road,

and I only saw their backs, but it was

Beltony, sure enough, and a showily-dressed

woman, young and of good figure, so far as I

could judge, was hurrying along beside him.

Beltony glanced over his shoulder just before

he went out of sight, but if he saw me at all

â��which I doubtâ��he could hardly have

recognized me through the bushes and with

the sun in his eyes. It was just as well that

he did not.

Upon my word, he was a cool hand !

There he was at Esterdine's table that night,

smooth and entertaining as ever, though a

shade haggard under his dark skin, I thought,

and a little forced and wild in manner.

The night felt chilly after the great heat

of the day, and an elderly French officer,

home from Senegal, asked for a fire. The

waiter brought in fir-cones and billets of

olive-wood, and in a few minutes a little fire

was roaring away behind the shutters in the

safe-like recess which serves as a fire-place in

those parts : it gives out no heat to notice,

but it looks warm.

Esterdine had never seen that kind of fire

before, and it amused her.

" Where do the big cones come from ? "

she asked the waiter when he brought round

the dessert.

" From the mountains, madame," he

answered, with a smile and a vague sweep

of his arm in the direction of the hills.

" But they must look splendid hanging on

the tree ! " she exclaimed. " Where do they

grow ? Does anybody know ? " The con-

versation usually became general as soon as

the serious courses had received proper

attention.

" Mostly m the back country," Beltony

answered, quickly. " But you find them

occasionally nearer the coast. There's one

on that ridge behind Roquebrune, and I

know a still better one on the Castellar sideâ��

a magnificent tree, really magnificent ! "

" I should like to see it !" cried Esterdine.

"Is it too far away, do you think, Cousin

Charles ? "

" Not a bit ! " cried Beltony. " We should

take mules, of course ; I wouldn't think of

asking you to walk."

" Oh," she answered, dubiously. Then

she had an idea : " We'll make up a party,

shall we ? Who will come to Castellar on

muleback to see the giant fir-cones ? "

But before the company could reply

Beltony broke in with a semblance of boyish

enthusiasm :â��

" I know a couple of first-rate mulewomen,"

he said, leaning forward confidentially ;

" decent, motherly soulsâ��I am sure you'd

love them. That is, if you don't mind a

mixed collection of the younger generation as

well ; they generally manage to pick up a

few of the family on the way up. Anyhow,

we shouldn't be lonely."

So Esterdine's doubts were cleverly brushed

ON the appointed day I made an excuse

to walk down with them to Mcntone.

I do not pretend that I had any actual

presentiment of evil (I am not psychic), but

I was pretty anxious in a general way, as

you may imagine, after what I had overheard.

If I could not openly interfere, I could

at least hold a watching brief, and that I

resolved to do. If anything were to happen,

Francis Canning would not be far away ;

that I swore.
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A couple of well-tended mules were wait-

ing under the palm trees on the Mentone

promenade, and as they approached, two

lean and sunburnt muletiires, wearing the

picturesque native costume, came up and

greeted us.

Beltony chaffed them in the patois, which

I did not understand, while he helped

Esterdine to mount. The cavalcade went on

merrily, the mulewomen, staves in hand,

footing it on the flank with long, loose strides.

I continued my way along the seashore,

turned up into the old town, and, by making

a dÃ©tour, in the course of an hour and a half

or thereabouts I reached the mountain-side

to the east of Castellar, whence I could look

down upon the little village and the country

round about. I was convinced, from Bel-

tony's casually-worded invitation, that it

was in this wild forest region that his giant

fir-cones grew.

The stumps of many a stout tree showed

that the timber-cutters had been busy

during the winter and spring. Heavy logs

still lay about haphazard just as they had

fallen, in all sorts of grotesque . positions.

Close by, almost above my head, ran the

aerial cable by means of which the cut logs

are sent down to the valley. From where I

stood I could see it stretching like a thread

of black cotton over the tree-tops, while at

the top of the clearing, some fifty yards up

the slope, a log still hung suspended to the

travelling cradle, just as it had been left when

the woodmen knocked off work.

I watched the eastern exit of the village,

because I guessed that the mule party would

have halted for an early lunch in the garden

of the little restaurant at Castellar. And,

sure enough, I had just finished my sand-

wiches and fruit, and lit a caporal cigarette,

when they came into sight.

In the clear mountain atmosphere Ester-

dine's white dress and broad black sash were

unmistakable. She was riding side by side

with Beltony and he was pointing with out-

stretched arm towards the country below me.

Presently they turned a bend in the road and

the contour of the country hid them from

view.

I must admit that I felt rather a fool, and

an unmannerly one at that. What on earth,

I asked myself, could possibly happen amiss

at full noontide on a glorious day in June,

during a simple muleback excursion such as

hundreds of visitors make every season with

never a mishap ? But then I went over in

my mind once more the scene at Roquebrune

and the remark which Beltony had incau-

tiously made to me that night at the hotel

when his tongue was loosened by drink. And

there were other little things that I had

noticed, all tending to the same conclusionâ��

that he had some diabolical scheme in hand.

and that it had to do with Esterdine. He

was certainly a scamp and no fit company

for her, and, unmannerly fool or not, I would

put a spoke in his wheel if I had half a

chance.

Meanwhile, they were somewhere in the

forest below me, and I was as near at hand

as I could very well be without actually

stalking them. So I sat back against a log

with my legs stretched out, breathing the

aromatic breeze which the parched land drew

in to itself from the sea.

I CANNOT be sure what it was that made

me look towards Castellar ; I believe it was

the strident bray of a mule. But anyhow,

I looked, and what I saw brought me to my

feet in an instant. Two mules were trotting

briskly along the road towards the village,

and some little distance behind them strode

the mulewomen. Now, what startled me

was this. Although they were too far away

for me to recognize them in detail, neverthe-

less, by what I can only call a trick of ocular

memory, I did recognize them, and with

absolute certainty. They were the same

that I had seen traversing that short stretch

of road a few hours before ; but this time

they were returning andâ��the mules were

riderless !

What could it mean ? Where were Ester-

dine and her cousin ? Of course, it was

possible that they had sent the muletiÃ¨res

back to Castellar, with orders to wait for

them there. Yet why should they do that ?

The mules could have waited just as well in

the forest ; moreover, the best of the after-

noon was already gone, dusk came early in

the woods, and the paths, as I knew from

experience, were vague and misleading, as

well as rough. Knowing, too, what I did of

Beltony, I was alarmed and exasperated to

think of his being alone with Esterdine in

such circumstances.

To get down the mountain-side and search

for them in about a square mile of woodland

country would be like looking for a needle in

a bottle of hay, but it was the only thing to

do. I certainly could not stay still.

I was casting my eye over the ground to

decide upon the best line of descent, when I

became aware of a faint smell of burning,

and, facing the breeze, I discerned, far down

the slope in a dip of the wood, a thin film of

bluish smoke entangled in the spiky tops

of the pine trees. I did not think much of

that ; it might come from a tramp's bivouac,

or even from a forester's hut, for aught I

knew. Yet, as I looked, the smoke gathered

substance and volume, and in a few seconds

a thick white column was rolling upwards

and spreading in a cloud of increasing density

Straight towards where I was standing.

Now, if the forest caught fire, it would
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burn like a torch after such a spell of drought

ane heat ; and if the wind held, the conflagra-

tion would sweep up the mountain-side and

no earthly power could stop it until it burnt

itself out on the barren rock above the timber-

line. Suppose that Esterdine were in the

line of its march !

A tongue of flame flashed up in the thickest

of the smoke, dropped back for an instant,

then came again with other tongues, leapt

higher, and went back no more.

I took one stride downwards, then checked

myself and stood stock-still. From some-

where in the depths of the silent wood I had

heard the sound of a woman's scream,

followed instantly by a very explosion of

shouted objurgation.

Another scream, more piercing than the

first, and the demoniac tirade swelled into a

tornado of yelling frenzyâ��a manifestation

abominable, monstrous, obscene, a scandal

to heaven.

With every nerve in my body quivering, I

took my bearings from the sound as well as

I could and plunged across the clearing. A

quick glance over the tree-tops showed me

that the fire was already moving forward

in a widening path of up-shooting flames,

and a vast drift of opaque dun smoke swept

before it.

Scarcely had I taken a dozen paces when

the infernal duetto ceased as suddenly as it

had begun, and in the silence which fell once

more upon the wood I heard the long blast

of a woodman's horn.

A moment afterwards I was startled by an

eerie rattle just above my head, and, loo ing

up, I saw that the wire which hauls the cradle

had begun to move. Puzzled and a little bit

scared by this sign of human agency in a

spot where I believed myself to be alone, I

glanced along the cable on the chance of

picking up some clue to what was happening

in the dark mazes of the wood. And there

below me I beheld an apparition which I

shall never forget until my dying day.

Out of the pine-tops, out of a sea of fire,

slowly rose a human figure dressed in white

and black.

I would have known her a hundred miles

awayâ��Esterdine ! But was it Esterdine or

was it her spirit ? Slowly, wearily, she rose

until she was visible to her knees. Her head

was bare, and her long, dishevelled hair

streamed out upon the wind. Was she

standing in the tree-tops ? Impossible !

Was she floating in air ?

As I watched, astounded and aghast,

dreading to see her swallowed up in fiery

death, she raised her arms before her and

stretched them wide to the smoke-laden sky

as though in supplication.

" God give me wings ! " I groaned, and I

leapt towards the wood, intending to follow

along under the cable, if that were possible,

until I reached herâ��her, or her poor, charred

body.

As I leapt, a shadow moved beside me. I

ducked involuntarily, and over my head, and

within a yard of it, came gliding the log

which I had seen suspended to the cradle

when I came up the mountain-side.

On the impulse of the momentâ��my brain,

I am sure, was half-distraughtâ��I took three

running strides after the dangling log and

jumped for it.

With one hand I caught the chain which

slung it to the cradleâ��another inch and I

should have missed it, the ground dropped so

sharplyâ��then I brought up the other, hand

and got a double grip. A pine branch

brushed my legs and almost knocked me off.

but in another moment I was clear in mid-

air and the wood was falling away beneath

me.

I HAVE a fair head for mountain heights,

but this was quite another thing. Deadly

sickness came over me ; my eyes went

blind, all the strength drained out of my

muscles in a moment, and I felt that I must

drop, whatever was below. Then the picture

of Esterdine flashed back into my mind, and

what I can only liken to the savage rage of

an animal at bay possessed me. I clenched

my teeth, and with every atom of my will

gripped the rusty iron chains as though I

would crush them in my hands.

The sickness passed. I opened my eyes

and nearly lost my hold again through sheer

astonishment and joy, for there, a dozen

yards away, was Esterdine herself.

She stood on a barren peak of rock which

rose out of a dip in the wood to the level

of the pine-tops ; on three sides the ground

dropped sheer, but the fourth side was a

gradual incline, up which she must have fled

for safety. Farther down the incline, the

wood was an inferno of fire.

Calm and still she stood, with her face to

the flames and her hands clasped behind her,

while the speeding smoke made a majestic

canopy above her head.

' Esterdine ! " I shouted. " Esterdine ! "

She did not turn, but unclasped her hands

and pressed them to her eyes.

" Esterdine !" I cried, almost in her ear.

This time she started, but before she could

look round I was close upon her.

The only thought that had possessed my

mind all along had been to get to her as quickly

as possible, and then to stand with her and,

if it should so propitiously befall, defend her

from any danger that might threaten.

Now, in my excitement and gladness, I

loosened my hold on the chain and prepared

to drop on to the ground beside her. But

at that instant, by God's mercy, I saw the
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Out of the pine-tops, out of a sea of fire, slowly rose a human figure.

folly of doing any such thing, for the pinnacle

where she was standing was hemmed in by

fire and precipice ; it was an absolute death-

trap.

In a moment of crisis, when body and

brain are at the utmost stretch, a man will

often do things automatically which in his

of

normal state he would never dream

attempting. So I think it was with me.

I let go the chain with my right hand and,

dropping to the full length of my left arm,

swooped down and seized her by the sash

and swept her off her feet.

The strain was horrible ; my arms were
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well-nigh torn from their sockets. Luckily

she was light, or I never could have held her ;

but the forward movement helped us, and

with a desperate heave I swung her up until

she could get her hands upon the log. Then

I shifted my hold from her sash to her waist,

and, with my right arm tight about her,

grasped the chain again.

I was too breathless to speak, but it flashed

through my mind that, with her beside me, I

would gladly face the horrors of the pit. She

turned her head and looked into my eyes ;

she was deadly pale, but her sensitive mouth

curved into the beginning of a smile and her

lips moved towards me. If my next moment

had been death, I should have died rejoicing

and triumphant.

AÃD indeed death was nearer to us than

I knew. Slowly, inexorably as late,

the cable carried us towards the zone

of fire. From our higher altitude we looked

down upon a lake of raging flame, and we

were plunging into it. Beyond, I knew, was

the cool green forest, peaceful garden lands,

and the blessed imperturbable sea, but could

human flesh ever last through that con-

suming fiery belt ?

A blast of heat struck us full in the face.

I tightened my encircling arm and she,

understanding, covered her face as well as

she could against my chest. I was thankful

that she did so, for it saved her from a

spectacle as horrible as ever affronted the

sight of man.

During these few tense seconds the in-

clined ground, over the summit of which the

cable had mercifully passed, had dropped

away beneath us ; in another moment \ve

should be in the tree-tops again and over the

burning wood. A little while, perhaps a

few instants, would then decide whether we

were doomed to stifled, scorching, tortured

death, or to win through to safety and life.

I bowed my head over Esterdine, my face

against her hairâ��it was the last protection

I could give herâ��and in my heart I prayed

for strength to hold her fast. I braced my

will and muscles to the utmost.

It was well that I was prepared. A

frightful yellâ��half-scream, half-bellow ; half-

human and half-bestial-â��came hurling at

me out of the very vortex of the humming,

hissing, crackling fire. I felt Esterdine

shudder and go altogether limp, and in the

tree in front of me, directly in our path, I

saw a figure which, but for its clothing, I

would have taken for some gruesome simian

monster. Its hands and face were smeared

and blackened with smoke, its features were

contorted with an indescribable ferocity of

passion, and its eyes glowed with the blood-

shot light of a beast of prey.

How he got there alive I cannot think.

Vol. Kin. - 33.

The trunk on which he crouched had been

lopped by the foresters to clear a passage for

the cradle, and its flat surface gave him a

footing, while he kept his balance by grasp-

ing the surrounding boughs ; but the tree had

already caught fire, and flames were licking

round his feet.

As we passed over him he stood up straight,

flung up his hands, and seized the chain on

the side opposite to us.

The log lurched and rolled ; but Bel tony,

clinging with one hand like a monkey, whipped

out a dagger from the bosom of his shirt and

struck furiously at me across the log.

There was no time to avoid the blow, even

if my position had permitted it, but as the

dagger came whirling down I moved my

head aside instinctively. He missed my

face, but the sharp edge of the dagger slashed

my left shoulder, and his fist, gripped round

the haft, struck me on the collar-bone and

all but flung me from the log. The point of

the dagger buried itself in the wood.

With frenzied strength he tore it out and

flung up his hand to strike again. This time

I could not hope to escape, and if I fell

Esterdine would surely suffer awful death

by dagger or by fire. Yet I was helpless to

act. She was unconscious Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð£, and I dared

not loosen my grip.

The dagger was already falling when the

animal which lives deep down in most of

us surged up in me and, hauling myself up

with desperate force until my teeth were

level with his left hand, I bit into it with all

the power of my jaws.

A savage thing to do ? Bah ! At that

moment, to save the woman at my side, I

would have gnawed his body piecemeal.

He screamed with pain, dashed down his

dagger hand on to the logâ��instead of on to

meâ��then snatched away his bitten left. So

now he was hanging with both hands on the

log and his legs dangling below. In that

position he could not strike.

But his fury was not spent, and the malice

of the fiend was in the glance he shot at me.

His fingers tightened on the timber, and I saw

his muscles stiffening for an upward spring.

Then I felt a jar that brought my heart

into my mouth. A shower of red sparks

flew up from beneath, Beltony's chest

thumped against my feet, his hands shot off

the rounded surface of the log, and he was

gone ! His heels had struck against the

trees.

Looking down, I saw him turn over and

crash head loremost into the heart of a

blazing fir.

Then I must have gone into a partial

swoon. I was not wholly unconscious,

because I knew that a racking agony of heat

was searing the very core and marrow of my

brain. Then I came to the threshold of
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Beltony's hands shot off the rounded surface of the log, and he was gone ! Looking down,

Nothingness, and within I heard a cool

whispering of peace ineffable. Yet I would

not enter, because I feltâ��I knewâ��that Ester-

dine was close beside me, waiting, watching.

It was a testâ��that also I knewâ��and all the

torments of hell should not make me fail !

After an infinity of time my agony slipped

away ; a heavenly coolness laved me and I

was groping towards my ordinary self. My

aching head was resting on a soft and odorous

pillowâ��it was Esterdinc's hair. Thank

Heaven ! my arm was tight around her still.

I opened my eyes, and we were gliding

serenely down over a waving olive-garden.

The air was sweet and clear.

Presently the cradle stopped, and I was

looking into the pale, scared, sweating face

of a rough-clad countryman. With his
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I saw him crash head Foremost into the heart of a blazing fir.

hands still on the crank handle with which

he had wound us down, he stared from one

to the other and back again ; then he

grunted out a strange ejaculation, picked up

his coat, and made off. I shouted after

him, but my voice was dry and cracked and

he took no notice, but dropped over a bank

and disappeared.

My hands and limbs were stiff and numb,

and I staggered like a drunken

man, but I managed to lift

Esterdine off the log and lay

her gently on the parched

turf. I cooled her brow with

water from a tank in the

neighbouring olive - garden,

and in a little while her blue

eyes opened and looked into

mine. Soon her inborn pluck

prevailed and she sat up,

straightening out the charred

tatters of her skirt and smiling

at me. Yet I saw from her

wan, drawn face that she was

in pain.

She tried to walk but could

not, so I took her up in my

arms and carried her through

the deserted gardens to the

shore road. In the dusk as I

walked, with her cheek on my

shoulder and her hair against

my neck, she told me as well

as she could what had hap-

pened in the forest.

" He broke off some cones

for me and took them down

to the mules. And when he

came back heâ��made love to

me."

Poor, shaken darling, I felt

her sob ; her tears were

dropping on my hand. I

pressed her closer, and pre-

sently she steadied herself

and went on :â��

" And when I wouldn'tâ��

promise to marry him, he got

angry all of a sudden and

shouted at me that I must

die. He was madâ��mad. It

was dreadful ! I tried to stop

my ears, but he tore my

hands away. Of course, it

wasn't really Cousin Charles

â��it was a devil ! " Her voice

dropped to an awed whisper.

" He set fire to the forest, to

burn me to death ! He said

he would escape himselfâ��and

get all father's money. Then

â��he drove me up that slope

and ran back into the smoke.

I prayed, and then you called.

Oh ! I thought it couldn't really be you.

Hold meâ��hold me fast "

She was sobbing again. I soothed her as

well as I could, and presently I heard a little

sigh, and her gentle breathing told me she

was asleep.

Next day I found CÃ©line, the woman of

the Corniche road. She was heart-broken
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when I told her of Beltony's deathâ��she

had loved him. From her I learned that he

was a hopeless gambler and had brought him-

self to utter ruin. He had seen the terms of

Richard Beltony's will in the newspapers,

and had noted the provision that if the testa-

tor and his daughter died without male issue

the bulk of the money should go to the

nearest relative who bore the name of

Beltony. This, he knew, was himself.

The relief from all his embarrassments

which such a contingency would afford

became his obsession, and when he heard

that Esterdine was on the Coast he conceived

his ghastly plot to marry, or, failing that, to

destroy, the woman who stood between him

and the wealth he coveted.

Some days later, when the smouldering

forest had cooled sufficiently, I went up the

mountain with the garde champÃªtre. We

found Beltony huddled at the foot of what

had been a mighty tree, a real monarch of

the forest, and as we lifted his body to lay

it on the rough litter of branches that the

peasants had prepared I saw beneath it the

charred butt of a giant fir-cone. The tree

which he had used to lure another to her

doom had sent him to his own.

When at last we found the woodmanâ��he

had been in hidingâ��he confessed, under the

gentle persuasion of the garde, that Beltony

had paid him fifty francs for his help. His

part had been to wait by his windlass until

he heard the signal horn, and then to bring

down as quickly as he could the cradle by

which Beltony intended to escape. He

imagined that it was a mere escapade, and

had no idea that he was to participate in a

crime. Furthermore, he had not recovered

his horn, which he valued at seven francs

fifty.

Considering that, but for him, Esterdine

would surely have been burnt to death, I

induced the pol:~e to let the matter drop

by urging the point, which they were quick

to appreciate, that publicity in such a case

would in no wise enhance the reputation of

the Coast as a peaceful resort for invalids

and pleasure-seekers. I also compensated

the woodman liberally for the loss of his

horn, while my Esterdine has insisted on

making full provision for CÃ©line.
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DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 107.

(The Third o/ Ihr Series.)

LOVE in a forest, heroines disguised.

By Stratford's famous son immortalized.

Within the Zodiac the ram is fixed.

A man, of three ; one fish, another mixed.

King, mourned by poet, loses tail and head.

From city, bark, or toil one fourth has fled.

Now should the very last of all apjiear.

See fifty sheep. And hundreds more are near.

So ean we march. Part, of the foot we see.

Here, captain, boil the water for our tea.

No quadruped, though such his name implies.

Muscles or brains he hates to exercise.

Take creature, county, and fair heroine,

Six-lettered each, halve, add : our word is seen.
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ANSWER TO DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 106.

(The Second of the Series.)

HE stands for England : on his day

Her greatest came and passed away.

1. The goal of those who would succeed.

2. The basis of the Moslem's creed.

3. The grip that floors you like a shot.

4. The angle mangled by the Scot.

5. The place where mummers play their parte.

6. The gift supreme in all the arts.

7. The inmate of a changeless skin.

8. The prelude to symphonic din.

9. The trappings of the royal power.

10. The magic of a witching hour.

11. The world-wide realm that joins to sing

With heart and voice : " C.od save the King ! "

EDI.

1. 8 ucees S

2. A Ma H

3. I nfluenz A

4. N en Ð�

5. T heatr E

6. G e n i u 8

7. E thio P

8. O vertur E

9. R e g al i A

10. O I a m o n R

11. E mpir E

For the seventh light of No. 104 " Aurangah(ad) " is

admitted as correct. No other suggestion fulfils the

necessary conditions of being at the ÐºÐ°Ñ�Ðµ time four little

words Ð»Ñ�{ less than one word.

Ã�Ã�INETEENTH SERIES: RESULT.

Fourteen solvers answered the four acrostics correctly,

and Â»ill share the prizes, each one receiving eighteen

shillings. They will also be ineligible for prizes in the

twentieth series, now running. They are : Assam, Mr.

Cordon Plater. In, Claremont Road. Westcliff-on Sea,

Essex : < 'am. Mr. G. Hoper. S, Regent Street, Cambridge ;

Uarnlim arwh. Major Ð�. Ð�. Drummond, Falcon Lodge,

Putnev, S.W. 15; Dun. Mr. D. G. Robertson, Torrie,

Newhury, Korks; Enos. Mr. W. S. Cool, 3, St; James's

Square."Pall Mall, S.W.I; Gosea, Mrs. G. Goulding,

50. Seaton Street, S.W.10 ; Grilse. Miss E. M. Salmon,

Snnnydcne. Ablxitsham Road, Bideford, N. Devon ;

Junius, Mr. F. Ð�. W. Grigson, Amepbury, Hindhead ;

Lobo, Mrs. L. Morris. 74, Larch Road, Cricklewood,

N.W.:! ; Omeleg, Mr. G. L. Moore, R<i, Rosebery Road,

Muswell Hill, N.10; Pom]jey. Mr. ,1. R. Mooney, 11,

Cliveden Road, Wimbledon.'S.W. 19 ; Roy. Mr. A. C.

Woodhonne, :<. Camhalt Road, Putney Hill, "S.W. : Singo,

Mr. J. ,T. Holloway. Tyndale, Howard Road, New Maiden,

Surrey; Wals, Mr. "W. Stradling, 12, Bardwell Road-

Oxford.
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A LESSON IN

LAWN TENNIS

(The Daots Cup International, and

celebrated Lawn Tennis Coach

at Roehamplon).

Illustrated with Photographs of the Author, specially taken for this article.

SPEAKING generally, as an instructor!

the faults most noticeable in the aver-

age beginner are those brought about

by the very facility with which the

game is played at first, and the more or

less instant success of the player in his early

efforts. His instinct, his first and principal

guide when he began,

has led him to hit

the ball by means of

a short, quick blow

of the arm, instead

of a swing from

the shoulder, which

should be used

in making

nearly e very

shot. He

also prob-

ably holds

his racket

with a

faulty grip,

which compels him

to make the stroke

close to, instead of

away from, his body.

This cramps his

movements and

causes his arm to

remain quite close to

his side as he makes

his stroke.

In this connection

one should always

remember the late

A. F. Wilding's ad-

vice to beginners :

" Get away from the ball, and even miss

it by being too far from it, rather than too

near it. You can't do worse than miss

the shot, and the one position is as bad as

the other."

Through this fault also, the beginner loses

Forehand drive at

moment of striking

the ball.

a great deal of power through not being able

to put his weight into the stroke.

In ninety-nine cases out of one hundred,

his feet are close together and his body is

facing square to the net, as he prepares to

hit the ball. These two faults cause him,

in the first instance, to lose his balance as his

racket is swung back for the stroke, and in

the second to take way all chance of his

putting his weight into the blow, when he

does hit the ball.

The body is sure to fall backwards, away

from the direction of the shot, as the racket

meets the ball, on

the principle of

recoil after a

shock.

Since the feet

are not separated

there is no means

of saving the

body's balance.

When the racket

meets the ball,

and the body falls

in a backward

direction away

from the shock,

the power which

might have been

imparted to the

stroke is expended

in the opposite

direction.

The beginner's

usual drive is a

spasmodic hit,

made at lightning

speed with the

feet quite close

together, and with

the body falling backwards as the ball is

struck. The stroke thus played comprises

as perfect a trinity of faults as any which

INCORRECT POSITION.
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the untaught player can

possibly perpetrate. Its

results are often as

varied as they are un-

expected, since the ball

is just as likely to

clear the stop netting

as it is to find the

bottom of the net.

Sometimes when its user

is playing very well he

brings off two or three

in as many games, and

of course scores out-

right. At others he

finds the net, or hits

out of the ground, and

merely attributes his

lack of success to being

out of form on the day !

If the hopeful be-

ginner's strokes off the

of his arm work, his overhead shots and

service are truly " wonderfully and fear-

fully made." You see him ready to serve

literally on the base-line, since at least one

foot is always touching it. Beside

him, to make things more difficult,

are always to be seen at least a

couple of balls, which of course

should be well outside the court,

CORRKCT POSITION.

and out of the

way of his unwary

and ill - directed

feet. Both his

Forehand drive at finish of stroke, feet are together,

showing follow - through of the his ÐªÐ¾Ð°Ð£

racket.

CORRECT POSITION.

Backhand drive at beginning

of the swing-back of the

racket.

ground are not " things

of beauty," and his back-

hand shot is only less

violent than his fore-

hand drive, because he

simply can't hit the ball

hard across his body

owing to the perverse

way in which the joints

INCORRECT POSITION.

This shows total lack of

swing-back of the racket,

wrong grip, feet wrongly

placed, and stroke taken too

near the body.

square to the net

(one of the unfor-

givable sins of the

game), and his

racket is held in

the grip called

the " hammer

hold," better

adapted for hit-

ting nails than

tennis balls, and

his elbow is kept

close to his side

from beginning

to end of the

performance of

delivering the

service.

To do this he

throws up the

ball only a little

above his right ear, and hits it at

about the level of the top of his

head by means of a kind of fore-

arm punch, which may, or may

not, possess any power, according

to the amount of exercises that

he has indulged in previously, or

the nature of the other games he

has played in his youth. The

results are not by any means pro-

portionate to the amount of energy

expended, and should warrant

the immediate scrapping of the

methods producing them in favour

of something far more powerful

if less naturally acquired.

INCORRECT

POSITION.

This shows lack of

follow - through of

the racket, and

generally bad posi-

tion of feet and

body, and faulty

grip of the racket.
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She finds the move-

ments of the sweeping

shot from the shoulder

and of the extended arm

difficult to understand and

harder still to execute.

Although her shots as

a rule are well controlled,

her wrist is the unruly

member and continually

lets her down. It is either

so exuberantly used that

the stroke becomes too

slashing and uncertain, or

else it is quite incapable

of supporting the head oÃ

the racket correctly, and

cannot take up the shock

of the impact of racket

and ball, and collapses

completely. The result

that follows is a slack

Backhand drive at'

finish of the stroke,

showing good

follow - through of

the racket.

CORRECT POSITION.

INCORRECT POSITION.

Thisshowsbad follow-

through, bad grip of

the racket, feet and

body wrongly placed,

shoulders wrongly

used.

in all these cases, however, the

movements of the player's racket

arm, even if they follow the line of

least resistance, are yet produc-

tive of a fundamentally incorrect style, and

so should always be discouraged. After all,

style is only the means of producing a stroke

whereby the biggest margin for error, in the

event of a miscalculation or mistake, is

assured to the player. It is a kind of stroke

insurance policy against accidents or un-

foreseen happenings, and other things being

equal should give to the man who possesses

it the verdict over his less correct opponent,

in a close match.

In this connection the play of ladies in

the beginner stage is remarkable for either

the extremely superficial imitation of

" stylish models," or a rather futile method

of hitting the ball, which is mainly caused

through their inferior strength.

But even when the lady beginner can play

a little, she merely " flatters to deceive."

She swings back her racket for the stroke

most bravely, makes the stroke itself with

diffidence, and follows through with her Serve beginning

racket as though the joint of her wrist were stroke before ball

dislocated by the impact of racket and ball. thrown up.

POSITION.

CORRECT POSITION.

Showing beginner's

"hammer hold"

serve and generally

cramped position.
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kind of scoop shot

with no power or

control.

Strength apart,

it is in the mental

qualities as displayed

in the playing' of the

game that women

generally are so far

inferior to the aver-

age players of the

other sex.

One sees indecision

so often shown in the

failure of a woman

player to move for-

ward quickly to turn

a high shot into a

smash, or to poach

more frequently in a

ladies' double.

Again, the inability

to understand the

effect of her oppo-

nent's screw, or

heavily-cut, shot, and

judge the direction of

the ball's consequent

deflection, appears

far more marked

amongst ladies, and

is probably one of the disadvantages, on the

point of disappearing in these days, of the

lack of training at other games in her young

days at school.

Most of all, though, the beginner is apt to

be very flurried and breathless in all her

movements. This spoils her shots Ð°Ð»Ð°

CORRECT POSITION.

Waiting to receive

service â�� tense and

alert.

INCORRECT POSITION.

Showing body slack

and inert, with knees

bent, feet flat, and

racket wrongly held.

The beginner at his

worst, when he takes

service.

agitates her mind.

The writer remarked

on the punctuality of

a lady pupil, who,

although a lady of

many interests and

occupations, yet al-

ways managed to be

in good time for all

her lessons. She said

she made a point of

always being punc-

tual, as it calmed her

mind for the game,

to feel that there was

no need for hurry to

get to the court.

How many women,

or men for that

matter, would not

benefit by following

this excellent plan ?

" Festina lente " is

a motto which, from

Mile. Lenglen to the

veriest beginner, can-

not be too strongly

or frequently insisted

upon, since the

essential point of all

good play, as its

opposite marks the

poor effort, lies in the

value of " hurrying

slowly," or of always

being in time for

every shot.

CORRECT POSITION.

INCORRECT POSITION.

Waiting to volley at netâ��tense, and with

racket ready (or any shot.

Beginner, with foot touching net, racket

actually over it, and body much too close

to it to make any shot correctly.
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THE SIN ISTER QUE ST

OF NORMAN GREYES

EPHILLIPS

OPPENHEIM

ILLUSTRATED BY

C//AKLÂ£S CROMRHS

No. 7.â��SEVEN BOXES OF GOLD.

By MICHAEL.

I WAS at St. Paneras Station to meet

Gorty and Metzger on their arrival in

England. I saw the seven black tin

boxes with brass clamps handed out of

the guard's van and placed on the roof of a

taxicab. I knew as though it were fore-

doomed that the contents of those boxes

would be mine before the week was out. I

felt certain, too, that one at least of the two

men would fight to the death before I obtained

possession of them. They were well worth it,

however.

It was a foggy night, and I lingered with

perfect safety on the outskirts of the little

throng of people who had come to greet

these two men. They were a rough lot,

on the wholeâ��democrats of the lowest type,

swarthy and unclean. I saw hungry glances

directed towards those black boxes, and I

knew that, given sufficient cunning and

address, I should not be the first by a long

way to strike a blow for their acquisition.

But of these others I had no fear. Gorty

and Metzger knew their friends, knew them

well enough not to trust them.

I walked back through the fog to my

humble little flat in Adam Street. Those

were gloomy days, even for me who cared

little about the physical comforts of life.

I was passing as Mr. Arthur Younghusband,

LL.D., a cousin of the well-known solicitor

of Lincoln's Inn, in town to consult works of

reference at the British Museum. Day by

day I walked to that gloomy mausoleum

of dead knowledge, spent an hour or so

there, and back to my rooms. No one

dogged my footsteps. By devious ways I

had shaken off all pursuit and suspicion.

Yet life was a wearisome thing. I am not a

Copyright, 1922, by E.

men with many human weaknesses, but I

should have welcomed a visit from Janet

â��a little dinner, perhaps, at the CafÃ© Royal,

a peep into the world of many-coloured

pleasures outside of which my path lay.

These things, however, I knew were not for

me. Janet was watched, as I knew beyond

a doubt, and even if she were not, she had

failed me in my last demand. Janet

presented a problem presently to be solved.

On the third day after the arrival of Gorty

and Metzger I visited my solicitors, Messrs.

Younghusband, Nicholson, and Young-

husband, at Lincoln's Inn. My reputed

cousin accorded me an interview within a

few minutes of my arrival. We spoke for

a time of my studies and their progress.

Then there was a pause. The door was closed,

the walls of the room were thick.

" Things progress ?" I demanded, leaning

across his wide, untidy table.

Mr. Younghusband smiled benevolently.

In these moments of direct speech I was

accustomed to forget my assumed person-

ality and to speak with all the quick ib-

cisiveness that was natural to me. â�¢ My

legal adviser, however, never altered his

manner of reply or deportment. He was

always the same-â��unctuous, legal, courtly.

" Your affairs are in excellent train," he

assured me. " Of the two people in whom

we are interested, one leaves, as we have

surmised, for Manchester to-night ; the

other remains alone."

" They have made no arrangement with

any bank yet ? "

My companion shook his head.

" They are both, in the circumstances,

suspicious," he said. " Their position, of

course, isâ��erâ��peculiar. They are the

custodians of a hundred thousand pounds in

Phillips Oppenheim.
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gold, with which they hope to establish a

few private credits in this country. On the

other hand, the country to which they belong

owes us something like a hundred times that

amount. They have a somewhat natural

fear that any bank with whom they might

deposit their treasure might be disposed to

hand it over to the Government, or that the

Government, by some legal means, might

attach it."

I observed, " it remains in

They consider it the lesser

" Therefore,

their rooms ? '

" Precisely !

risk."

" And Gorty goes to Manchester to-night ? "

*' That is so," the lawyer murmured.

" So far all seems well," I said. " The

great thing is that the gold has not been

removed and that Metzger will be alone.

There were other little details ? "

' Just so ! " Mr. Younghusband assented,

leaning back in his chair, with his finger-

tips pressed together. " So far as

regards the setting of the affair, I

think you will find it in order.

Metzger and Gorty occupy

suite number eighty-nine

at the Milan Hotel,

which suite consists,

as you know, of

two bedrooms, a

room. The bath-room is between the two

bedrooms."

" I have had the plan," I interrupted, a

little impatiently.

Mr. Younghusband declined to be hurried.

He had the air of giving difficult legal advice

on a technical point.

" Suite number ninety," he continued,

" consists of a bedroom, bath-room, and

sitting-room only, and is occupied by Mr. and

Mrs. JosÃ© di Miguel, very rich South Ameri-

cans. They are leaving to-night by motor-

car for Southampton to catch the steamer

there for Buenos Ayres in the morning."

" Their luggage is already packed ?" I

asked.

7

" You may kiss me," she

The rest was easy, for it

cord a little

bathroom, and a sitting-room. The sitting-

room is on the extreme right-hand side of

the suite, and the gold is kept in Metzger's

bedroom, which opens from the sitting-

" Already packed," Mr. Younghusband

agreed. " The porters have commented

upon its weight."

" And Madame ? "

" Appears to have fulfilled her task," was

the somewhat hesitating answer.

I detected signs of uneasiness in my com-

panion's speech, and I questioned him about

it promptly.

" Have you doubts of the woman ?" I asked.

" None whatever," Mr. Younghusband
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whispered. Metzger bent towards her.

was a trick I knew well. I tightened the

and the deed was done.

assured me, blandly. " At the same time,

she is, without a doubt, the weakest link in

the chain. She has temperament enoughâ��

Metzger seems to have been an easy victim ;

but I should have had more confidence in the

lady who visited me the other day."

" I can no longer put complete faith in

my wife," I replied, coldly.

Mr. Younghusband was startled out of his

dignified serenity of manner. He leaned

across the table.

" What do you mean by that ?" he

demanded, harshly. " Do you know that

she has been here, the one place in London

you should have kept her away from if you

had any doubts ? "

" I have no doubts whatever as to her

fidelity," I declared. " You know what I

mean when I say that, in the parlance of our

friends, she has gone soft. It is a pity."

Mr. Younghusband seemed relieved but

puzzled.

" A woman who could do what she did

on the golf links at Woking," he murmured,

reminiscently, " must 'have changed very

much if.she merits your present criticism."

The subject was not a pleasant one to me.

I abandoned it.

" In any case," I reminded him, " she is

in touch with Greyes, and he knows too

much."

" Wonderful capacity for existence, that

man," Mr. Younghusband remarked, suavely,

I am not a lover of harsh deeds. I

seldom go out of my way to kill, or allow my

subordinates to do so, if my ends can be

obtained otherwise. At that moment, how-

ever, I felt a sudden resurgence into my

brain of that one bloodthirsty desire of my

life.

" As soon as this affair is safely concluded,"

I said, " and we are in funds again, I shall

deal with Norman Greyes myself."

" It occurs to me that you would be well-

advised," my companion acquiesced. " The

person in question possesses the one gift
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which might make him dangerous to us. He

has imagination."

I nodded. I was tracing figures upon the

blotting-paper, debating with myself different

methods of dealing with Norman Greyes.

" Every channel which might lead to the

firm of Younghusband, Nicholson, and Young-

husband," the lawyer continued, medita-

tively, " seems, so far as human ingenuity

could arrage it, permanently blocked, but

a man with imagination who is not afraid to

work on guesswork is always to be feared."

" It will not be my fault," I promised, as

I took my leave, " if you have any cause to

fear Norman Greyes after the next month

or so."

THAT night, in the language of those for-

gotten war communiquÃ©s, everything

happened according to plan. At a quarter

to nine, Metzger, who was writing alone in

his sitting-room, heard a soft knocking at the

door which communicated with the adjoining

suite. He rose promptly to his feet, locked

the outside door of his own rooms, and softly

withdrew the bolt. He stood there with an

inviting smile upon his ugly face. Mme.

di Miguel laid a cautioning finger upon her

somewhat over-painted lips, as she stole

over the threshold.

" There is one hour that my husband will

be away," she whispered, gliding past him.

" You may kiss me."

Metzger bent towards her. I moved

noiselessly, but I think he would not have

heard me if I had worn hobnailed boots.

The rest was easy, for it was a trick I knew

well. He collapsed with scarcely a gasp.

I tightened the cord a little and the deed was

done.

By NORMAN GREYES.

IT was entirely by accident that I had

dined that night in the grill-room of the

Milan Hotel with Rimmington. He had

nsked me for an interview that afternoon

over the telephone, and, being disengaged,

1 had suggested a little dinner at my club.

We had arrived there to find the place packed

and the best tables full. Sooner than wait,

we had strolled down to the Milan, and at

a corner table there enjoyed a comfortable

meal. Rimmington was in the act of

disclosing his reason for wishing to see me,

when the manager, who was an old acquaint-

ance of mine, stopped short on his hurried

way through the room and came across to us.

" I wonder whether you would mind

coming upstairs with me for a moment, Sir

Norman," he begged, " and you, too,

Mr. Rimmington ? I have just been sent for.

Something seems wrong in one of the suites."

We rose without hesitation and followed

him out of the room, into the lift, and up to

the sixth floor. When we stepped out,

several of the servants were gathered together

at the 'farther end of the corridor. The

manager embarked upon a word or two of

explanation.

" There may be nothing wrong at all," he

said. " This is just the position as it has

been reported to me. Suite number eighty

nine was taken some days ago by Metzger

and Gorty, the two emissaries from our

Eastern friends. They brought over some

gold, as you know, in tin boxes, and, greatly

against my advice, they had it stored in their

rooms. Gorty went to Manchester last

night, leaving Metzger alone. Our telephone

operator reported that he refused to answer

the telephone about half an hour ago. We

sent up to his room and found it bolted on

the inside. We rang and knocked without

the slightest result. Finally we entered the

suite through the adjoining room, which had

just been vacated, and found that, although

the outer door was bolted on the inside, the

suite was empty. Further, the tin boxes of

gold had gone."

" Interesting," Rimmington murmured,

" very ! "

The manager led us along the corridor,

through an empty bedroom which showed

signs of recent vacation, into the suite which

had been allotted to Messrs. Metzger and

Gorty. It had a habitable air, newspapers

and magazines lay about, whisky and soda

and a bottle of liqueur stood upon the side-

board. There were no signs of any trouble

or disturbance of any sort. We walked

through the sitting-room, the two bedrooms,

and the bath-room, and the floor-waiter,

who had now joined us, showed where the

boxes had been stacked.

'' Is there any reason to suppose," I asked,

" that this man Metzger has not taken away

the gold himself ? "

" In that case," the manager pointed out,

" someone would have had to carry the

cases do\ynstairs. No one has done so. No

one has seen Metzger leave the place."

" We are to presume, then," I observed,

" that he is still in the hotel ? "

" Precisely ! "

" You have had him searched for ? "

" Half-a-dozen men have searched every

corner of the place, from the bars to the

private rooms. Furthermore, no one in the

hotel has even caught a glimpse of him."

I went through the rooms again. When I

came to the bedroom adjoining the sitting-

room, which the floor-waiter told me was

Metzger's, I noticed that the wardrobe was

locked. Not only that, but there was a slight

strain being exercised against the lock,

bending the panel slightly. For the first

time I began to look upon the matter as

serious.
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I was just in time to catch in my arms a crumpled

mass of clothes and humanity.
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" This door must be broken open quickly,"

I insisted, " or a spare key found."

The key from the wardrobe in Gorty's

room was tried with success. As it was

turned, the door flew open. I was just in

time to catch in my arms a crumpled mass of

clothes and humanity. With a blackened

face and protuberant eyes, his tongue lolling

out on one side and a little froth at the

corners of his mouth, it was still not difficult

to recognize from his pictures the man who

had refused to answer the telephone.

" My God ! " Rimmington exclaimed.

'â�¢ He's dead ! "

" He's very near it," I replied, loosening

the slip-knot of whipcord from around his

neck. " Send for a doctor at once, and,

Rimmington, you had better ring up the

Yard and get to work quickly."

Rimmington at that moment justified my

confidence in him. He wasted no time in

exclamations or idle questions. He pointed

to the door of the room through which we

had entered.

" How long ago did those people leave," he

asked, " and what luggage did they take

with them ? "

" They left an hour ago," the floor-waiter

answered. " They had two very heavy

trunks."

" The affair appears to solve itself,"

Rimmington muttered, after he had spoken

a few hasty words down the telephone.

The floor-waiter, who was an intelligent

fellow, followed us into the other room, to

which we had withdrawn on the arrival of

the doctor.

" There is one thing I ought to tell you,

sir," he said. " The porters tried to move

those trunks several hours ago, while Mr.

Metzger was busy writing in his room. They

were too heavy thenâ��and at that time the

tin cases were still in Mr. Gorty's room."

" You are sure of that ? " Rimmington

asked.

" Absolutely, sir."

Rimmington looked around. I could see

that the same thought had occurred to him

as to me. The briefest of searches confirmed

our suspicions. The wardrobe was filled

with lumps of heavy stone.

" There is only one point now remaining

to be solved," I observed, " and that is, did

these two, Mr. and Mrs. JosÃ© di Miguel, carry

out this little affair entirely alone, or had

they accomplices ? "

" They had a visitor about an hour before

they left, sir," the floor-waiter told us.

Rimmington took out his notebook.

" Description, please," he begged.

" I scarcely saw the gentleman myself,

sir," the man replied. " He seemed quite

ordinary-looking. He wore glasses, and his

hair was grey."

" Well," Rimmington said, as we descended

to the ground-floor to meet the men whom he

had summoned from Scotland Yard, " we

get it in the neck sometimes about our

failures. This time, if we don't get hold of

Di Miguel and his heavy trunks, I should

think we deserve all the censure we get."

" Nothing in it for me, I'm afraid," I

remarked, as I bade him good-night.

" It doesn't look like it," he admitted.

" However, one never knows."

IT was the unexpected which happened.

Although Mr. JosÃ© di Miguel and his wife

could have had barely an hour's start, and

were handicapped by the possession of two

trunks of enormous weight, a week passed

without any news of their arrest or of the

recovery of any part of the gold. Metzger

remained in a state of partial unconsciousness

and could give no coherent account of what

had happened. Gorty returned from Man-

chester and behaved like a madman. He

spent his time between Downing Street,

where he boldly accused the Government of

having taken the gold, and Scotland Yard,

where he expressed his opinion of the English

police system in terms which made him, to

say the least of it, unpopular there. In the

beginning the whole affair had seemed so

simple. Mr. and Mrs. di Miguel, distributing

gratuities in most lavish fashion, had driven

calmly away from the Milan at the appointed

hour, and had arrived at Waterloo in ample

time for the train which they had planned to

take to Southampton. When that train

arrived at Southampton, however, there was

no one in it in the least answering to their

description, neither had any rooms been

taken in the hotel, nor passages booked on

the steamer. Curiously enough, too, none

of the porters could remember handling any

particularly heavy luggage for that train, or

attending upon any passengers answering to

the description of the two missing people,

yet the man who drove the hotel bus to the

stationâ��an old servant and a man of

excellent character â�� gave unfaltering evi-

dence as to his having driven there, and

having left his two passengers waiting on

the pavement whilst a porter went for a

barrow.

I kept away from Rimmington for some

time, for I thoroughly sympathized with his

position. On the tenth day, however, he

came to see me.

" Not so simple as we thought," he

remarked, as he accepted a cigar and an

easy-chair.

" Apparently not," I assented. " What

about the bus driver ? "

" He's been with the hotel company

for seventeen years," Rimmington replied,

" has a wife and children, and an excellent
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character. Besides, a score of people saw

the bus in the station yard."

" And the man who visited them at the

hotel at the last moment ? "

" We're offering a hundred pounds reward

for his discovery. Here's his description."

I read the typewritten sheet which Rim-

mington pushed across to me, and returned

it in silence.

" Suggest anything to you ? " my visitor

asked.

" The description might apply to thou-

sands," I answered, a little evasively.

Rimmington stared gloomily into the fire.

" It might," he admitted. " Do you

know who I think it was ? "

" No idea," I answered, mendaciously.

" Your friendâ��Pugsleyâ��Stanfieldâ��or to

go behind all his aliases and call him by his

rightful nameâ��Michael Sayers."

" Do you really believe that that man is in

England ?" I asked.

" I do," was the confident reply. " He

â�¢was chased out of the States, we have

granted an extradition warrant against him

on the charge of manslaughter, we have

watched every steamship at every port, yet

I don't mind confessing to you that we have

reason to believe that he is in London at

the present moment and in touch with his

old associates."

" If that is so," I declared, " I should

imagine that the person who earns your

hundred pounds will be able to solve the

mystery of the disappearance of Mr. and Mrs.

di Miguel."

X TOTWITHSTANDING Rimmington's

f^ conviction, I started on no mad

quest of my enemy. Indeed, I had

no inspiration as to where to commence

my search. Janet had left Albemarle Court

and had not replied to the various notes

which I had written her. I had a vague

idea that there was danger in prosecuting

inquiries for her too closely. I had an

idea, too, which was by no means vague,

that I was being watched. There was

always a loiterer of some sort or another in

the street when I entered or left my rooms.

I felt surreptitious eyes upon me often, when

I lunched or dined or visited the theatre.

Once I walked home late through Lansdowne

Passage, and heard the patter of rubber-shod

feet behind me. I swung around, and my

pursuer, whoever he was, a burly but agile

figure, took refuge in flight. When I re-

gained the entrance to the passage, he was

nowhere to be seen. There were other and

similar incidents. I had gone unarmed

through the time of trouble in Ireland.

I carried a revolver with me now, and I

practised getting at it quickly.

It was about three weeks after the attack

upon Metzger and the disappearance of the

gold, when I received a most unexpected

visitor. I heard a shrill, foreign voice in the

hall overriding my servant's objections, and

a moment later a man entered unannounced

and evidently in a state of some excitement.

He was small and of exceedingly unpre-

possessing appearance. His face was pitted

with smallpox, he had wicked-looking teeth,

a heavy black moustache, a head of black

hair as thick and upright-growing as a

porcupine's. He addressed me at once in

broken English.

" You are Sir Norman Greyes ? " he said.

" I am Gorty. I came to this country of

cut-throats with Metzgerâ��with him who

lies in the hospital. Will you listen to me ? "

I motioned to Adams to leave us, and

wheeled round an easy-chair for my visitor.

" Sit down," I invited. " I am glad to

see you, Mr. Gorty, although I think you are

a little hard upon us over here."

"What am I to think?" he demanded,

fiercely. " I come from a great but a poor

Government. WTith much trouble we get

together the gold with which to buy materials

in this country and open credits. It is you

who are supposed to be more civilized than

any other country. I go to Manchester to

speak at a meeting. I come back, and what

do I find ? My comrade brutally assaulted,

my country's gold stolen ! Yes, and that in

the heart of your Londonâ��in the centre of

your civilization ! What am I to think of

you, then, as a people, I ask ? "

" It was a most unusual crime," I told

him, " but you must remember that you

were taking grave risks in having a large

amount of gold like that unguarded in your

room. The police, however, are doing "

" The police ?" he almost shrieked.

" Your police ? They are imbecilesâ��im-

beciles or rascalsâ��I know not which ! And

as to having the money unguarded, how

could we help it ? There are many banks in

London who say we owe them money.

What would have happened if I had de-

posited my gold there ? They would surely

have annexed it. And as it is, do you

believe that it is an ordinary thief who has

robbed us ? No ! I say no ! Or if it is a

thief, it is one whom your precious police

can lay their hands on when they choose,

and when they do so, what will happen ?

The gold will be claimed by your Govern-

ment."

" I am afraid," I said, " that you are

taking a very extreme view of things.

However, in the circumstances I cannot

blame you for feeling ill-used. Tell me what

brings you here."

" Ten years ago," he went on, suddenly

calmer, " I was in the service of the police of

my country. There was an anarchist plot.
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Three criminals escaped to London. You

were at Scotland Yard and I came to see you.

You found me those criminals."

"I remember it perfectly," I answered;

" but you have changed your name."

" It was necessary," he admitted. " In

my country one changes one's name fre-

quently. But you I remembered. Mr. Rim-

mington spoke of you. I found your address.

I am here."

" Tell me what to do for you ?" I begged.

" Find me my gold," he demanded.

" Find me the man who attacked Metzger."

"If I could do that," I told him, "I

should have done it long ago. I am only

too pleased when I can help the police in

their duties."

He drew his easy-chair a little closer to

mine. He eyed my box of cigarettes

hungrily. I placed it by his side and handed

him a match. He smoked furiously.

" Listen," he confided, " I have a piece of

evidence. I will not take it to the police. I

do not trust them. You shall find me my

gold."

" What is your piece of evidence ?" I

asked.

" The little grey man," he answered, '' the

man whom they spoke of as visiting the

South Americans in the next suite. Ah !

those South Americansâ��I never trusted

them ! I saw Madame make eyes at Metzger.

What need had she of Metzger ! A woman

like that has lovers enough."

" About the little grey man," I ventured.

"They speak of him in the evidence,"

Gorty went on, eagerly. " He was at the

suite that night. I saw him with Madame

the South American two days before. I

know where he is to be found now."

" Why the devil haven't you told the

police ?" I exclaimed. " That is the one

man they are looking for."

My visitor narrowly escaped a paroxysm.

He swept an ornament from the table by his

side without noticing it. He gibbered for a

moment like a madman.

" But have I not explained ? " he ex-

postulated. " I do not trust the police.

Six of those solemn constables would march

up in uniform to the place I spoke of, and the

little grey man would slip away. I tell you.

You must find him and see who he is. You

must consider how to act. The assault upon

Metzger was bad, but it is the gold I want."

"Very well," I said; "tell me where to

find him ? "

" Go to the Reading Room at the British

Museum between eleven and one o'clock,"

Gorty told me. " You will find him there,

reading. I myself am a student. Twice I

have sat at the next table. He is reading

from some rare volumes the History of the

Rosicrucians."

" Between eleven and one," I repeated.

" You will go ? "

" To-morrow morning," I promised.

Gorty rose.

"Listen, Greyes," he said; "you. Sir

Norman Greyes. Will you swear that if

you recover my gold it comes to me ? "

" I swear it," I answered.

" Then through that man you will find it,"

he declared.

GORTY was right. The moment when,

from my place of concealment, I saw

him come shuffling into the Reading

Room and take his place near me, I

knew very well that this was Michael.

He carried with him two or three books,

a volume of reference, and a notebook.

He had the appearance of the most devout

bibliophile, and indeed, having watched

him for some time, I came to the con-

clusion that he was in earnest about his

labours. It was in these little ways that

Michael achieved real greatness. Detail

was a passion with him. He not only

appeared to be deeply interested in the

Ro.sicrucian history â�� he had actually

become so.

I was, without doubt, at fault not to have

at once passed on my information to Rim-

mingto3i and to have had my old adversary

arrested on one of the many previous counts

against him. It seemed to me, however,

that this would bring to an end our chances

of recovering the gold, and I could not

ignore the fact that I was indebted to Gorty

for the information which had delivered

Michael into my hands. I therefore main-

tained a strict watch, and waited. For

three days and three nights I knew Michael's

every movement. He made his own break-

fast, lunched at a small restaurant near the

Museum, and dined each night at the Monico,

where he sometimes played dominoes for an

hour afterwards, if able to find an opponent.

On the fourth night, however, he departed

from his usual practices. The young woman

whom I had been employing to watch him

came to me in haste.

" Our friend," she announced, " called at

the Monico, but took only an apÃ©ritif there.

He then walked to Romano's and has ordered

a table and dinner for two."

' Whereabouts ?" I asked, quickly.

" Downstairs in the restaurant, on the

right-hand side," she replied.

I rang up Romano's and engaged one of

the tables in the balcony. In a quarter of

an hour I was ensconced there behind the

curtain, with Miss Rose Weston, the young

woman who had brought me the news of

Michael's change of plans, as my companion.

She had found time to change into evening

clothes, and she played her part exceedingly
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" Will you swear

that if you recover

my gold it comes

to me ? "

II t â�¢ M I

1 swear it, I

answered.

Vol. lxiiÂ¡.-34.
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â�¢well. We should have passed anywhere as

a very ordinary couple, indulging in a some-

what pronounced dinner flirtation. I kept

my eye, however, on the table at which

Michael was seated below, and in due course

I was rewarded. A very elegant, quietly-

dressed woman came into the restaurant and

sank into the chair by his side. I saw at

once that it was Janet.

" What you expected ? " my companion

asked, quickly.

" In a sense," I admitted. " Remember,

when they leave, it is the woman you follow."

I watched them closely from behind the

curtain. There was no more distinguished-

looking woman in the room than Janet, or

more beautiful. She talked in a low tone to

her companion, and her manner was often

earnest. Nevertheless, she never smiled.

There was not a suggestion about her

of festivity. She ate moderately, drank

sparingly, and talked. All the time she

gave one the impression of a great

weariness. Towards the end of the meal,

what I had been watching for happened.

She opened her handbag and passed some-

thing across the table. It was about the

size and shape of an ordinary sporting

cartridge, but I felt certain, from the way

she handled it, that it was heavy. I knew

then that we were on the right track.

" You are satisfied ? "my companion asked.

" Perfectly," I assured her. " I am going

to run no further risk of being recognized.

I shall pay the bill and go. You will remain.

Remember it is the woman you must watch.

Engage as much help as you require. She

must be watched unceasingly."

My companion nodded.

" It will not be difficult," she said.

I took my departure, and at this stage of

my search for the missing gold I took

Rimmington into my confidence. He agreed

with me as to the advisability of allowing

Michael to remain at large for the present,

and so far as he was concerned he satisfied

himself with placing a strict watch upon the

house in Adam Street where we had located

him. I myself retired a little into the

background, although I remained in the

closest touch with Miss Weston. The

whole scheme gradually unwound itself.

Rimmington and I found a certain delight

in fitting the pieces together. He himself

brought some valuable information, which

he laid before me after the dinner at

Romano's.

" One of the out-porters at Waterloo," he

announced, " seems to remember a small

furniture-van backed up against the pave-

ment, some distance away from where the

majority of the taxicabs were unloading."

" He didn't notice the name on it, I

suppose ?" I asked.

" No such luck ! There's another thing,

though. One of the old hands there told

another of my fellows that he noticed several

porters about that night whose faces were

quite unfamiliar to him and whom he has not

seen since. The driver of the bus from the

Milan insists upon it, as you remember, that

Mme. di Miguel pushed away the first

porter who accosted them, and insisted upon

employing two of her own choosing."

I nodded.

" We have got so far, then," I pointed out,

recapitulating items of information which

had been brought us. " This pseudo South

American and his wife drove up to Waterloo

with three heavy cases. They were met

there by confederates dressed in the uniform

of railway porters, who probably took the

boxes into the station and, choosing their

opportunity, brought them out again and

got them into the furniture-van. The in-

ference is that the gold is still in London.

To proceed. What have we learnt about

Janet ? She is staying in a boarding-house

in the Cromwell Road, frequented by artists.

She spends an hour or two every day

at the South Kensington Museum, studying

statuary. It is exactly four days since she

brought a little specimen of some sort of

work to Michael, something that, unless I

am mistaken, was of considerable weight,

for I noticed that her handbag sagged as she

walked up the restaurant. Further "

The telephone bell rang. I recognized

Miss Weston's voice at the other end. I

listened to what she had to say, and in ten

minutes we were in my car and on the way

to Twickenham. We picked up Miss Weston

herself in Kensington.

" The woman whom I have been following,"

she announced, " is only a few minutes

ahead of us. She is in a private car, and

there is a strange man seated in front with

the chauffeur."

" It looks well," Rimmington admitted.

" Our friend has ordered the same table for

dinner to-night at Romano's."

OX our way I had a moment of uneasiness.

A grey touring car passed us at a great

speed, and shot down the Brentford

Road, considerably ahead of us. Rimmington

spoke for a moment through the tube, and

**we pulled up at the district police-station.

" We've given Michael rope enough," he

decided. " He may get the alarm at any

moment now. I'll have him arrested."

I drew a little breath. It was hard to

think that I should not be present at the

end for which I had worked so zealously, but

I realized the risk of letting him remain at

large any longer. I waited while Rimming-

ton entered the police-station and spoke

to headquarters. When he returned, he
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brought with him a couple of plain-clothes

men.

" There will probably be half-a-dozen of

them," Rimmington pointed out, " and from

what I know of the gang that Michael

generally employs, there may be a little

trouble."

We turned off the main road at Twicken-

ham, and finally stopped before the gates

of a large, old-fashioned villa, badly out of

repair and apparently empty. The grounds

sloped down to the river and the gates were

padlocked. We climbed over, leaving Miss

Weston behind.

" The house is called ' The Sanctuary,' "

she said, as we left her. " Goodson, the

sculptor in bronze, lived here once."

We hurried off. The place showed every

sign of desertion, but there were marks of

recent wheels upon the avenues, and as we

turned the last corner we saw a thin cloud of

smoke curling upwards from a long range of

outbuildings which looked like a sort of

annex to the kitchen. Rimmington quickened

his pace. \Ve all broke into a run. We

went straight for the building which we

now perceived to have been the studio.

The door of a long outhouse stood open.

We paused to look inside. There was

a furniture-van there, and inside some

clothing of rusty velveteen or corduroy.

The porters' uniforms were accounted for.

Entrance to the studio itself was gained by

means of a stout oak door, obviously barred

and bolted. We went round to the back,

crossing a lawn where the grass and weeds

were up to our knees. We failed to discover

any other door, but somehow or other we

found our way through a smashed window

into the great room, with its dome-shaped

ceiling. I think, even as we entered, we

realized that we were too late. The place

â�¢was empty. A small forge was burning,

there were several strange-looking vessels

lying about, the boxes of gold, covered

only by n piece of matting which Rimmington

kicked aside, were ranged against the wall.

There v.-as not a sound to be heard, but the

place smelt of tobacco smoke, and indeed

there was a faint cloud of blue smoke still

hanging about the roof.

" We've lost them I " said Rimmington.

I thought of Gorty as 1 thrust my hand

down amongst the gold pieces

" We hr.ve the gold, though," I reminded

him.

"And Michael, I trust," was the fervent

rejoinder.

We searched the house, which was empty

and desjlate. Then we sent to the local

police-station and arranged for the gold to be

removed. Afterwards, we called on the

house-agent. He made a little grimace when

we mentioned " The Sanctuary."

" Thought I'd let it to a lady sculptor,"

he declared. " She paid for the house for a

month, to see whether she could work thereâ��

wanted to do her own casting or something."

" She paid you for the month, I hope ? "

Rimmington inquired.

" Oh, she paid that all right," the agent

replied. " I wish these old places were all

pulled down. They're more trouble than

they're worth."

" Did the lady bring you any references ? "

1 asked.

" I didn't ask for any," the house-agent

replied, frankly. " I was only too glad to

get anyone even to talk about the property.

Besides, she put the money down."

" Nevertheless," Rimmington said, quietly,

" as a person who has had some experience

in these mattersâ��I am Inspector Rimming-

ton of Scotland Yardâ��I should advise you

to be a little careful how you deal with these

large, old-fashioned houses. In the present

case, you may be interested to know that

the little forge in the studio at ' The Sanc-

tuary ' has been used for the purpose of

melting down Russian gold."

" God help us ! " the agent cried. " What,

the Gorty and Metzger gold ? "

" Precisely," Rimmington acquiesced.

" They've only got rid of a little of it, as it

happens, but, to judge from the preparations,

they were going more extensively into it in

a day or two."

VY /E drove back to London, and I followed

yy my friend into his private room with

a rare thrill of excitement. I saw

his face grow white and stern as he listened

to the report of the man who rose to meet

him. Then he turned to me.

" The rooms in Adam Street are empty,"

he said. " Stan field has not visited -the

British Museum to-day. We've lost him

again ! I ought to have known better," he

added, bitterly, " than to have let him

remain at liberty for a single moment."

" And the woman ?" I asked, a little

nervously.

Rimmington shook his head.

" We don't want her," he said. " She's

just the decoy who may some day whistle

her mate to his cell. It's a knock for us.

Greyes. Neither Di Miguel nor his wife nor

Michael Sayers ! "

" But we have the gold," I reminded him

once more.

" Damn the gold ! " Rimmington retorted,

profanely.

But Gorty thought otherwise. So, when

he recovered consciousness, did Metzger.

Next month: "The Unfamiliar Triangle."
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EVA.SIVE

PAMPHLET

H

E was disap-

pointed again !

He sat alone

in his office

thinking of the auction

sale of the day before.

A copy of the rare

first edition of " The

Murders in the Rue

Morgue," the immortal

story of Edgar Allan

Poe, was lost to him and

his heirs for evermore.

He had gone to the auction with the

virtuous intention of buying it ; when the

shabby little pamphlet with its brown paper

wTappingsâ��printed in Philadelphia in 1843â��

was offered, the bidding was remarkably

spirited. It was finally sold to a distin-

guished collector for thirty-eight hundred

dollars. He had been the underbidder, but

what chance had a poor devil of a bibliophile

against the wealthy captains of industry ?

At sales of this character the race is not to

the swift, but to theâ��rich !

Robert Hooker had once owned a copy of

this precious volume. This made his disap-

pointment the keener. It was a more

interesting example than the one that had

just been offered under the hammer of the

auctioneer, for it had been a presentation

copy with a simple though beautiful in-

scription written in the delicate handwriting

of the poet upon the title-page :â��

" To Virginia from E. A. P."

This was the very copy the greatest of

story-tellers had lovingly given to his wife.

Years ago it had mysteriously disappeared

from Hooker's office, where he had kept it in

a fireproof safe, feeling it was more secure

there than on the shelves of his library. He

sought for it everywhere, offering large

rewards for its return, but the evasive little

volume never was heard of again.

ROSENBACH

been destroyed ?

" A gentleman

old book ! "

Hooker was musing

over his " defeat " of

yesterday in the sales-

room when his thoughts

reverted to the fate of

his own copy. Where

was it ? What was its

history ? Its possessor

could not seek a pur-

chaser, because the in-

scription on the title-

page would instantly

identify it. Had it

Was it

to see you, sir, about an

It

He instantly awoke from his reverie,

was his secretary who had spoken.

" Tell him I have no money for such

things ! " said Hooker.

John Lawrence, his secretary, did not turn

away, but waited with the flicker of a smile

upon his face. He knew the foibles of his

employer. He had been with him for many

years. And a really good clerk always

knows his master's weaknesses.

" Hold on a minute, John. Perhaps I

can give him a few minutes. Tell him to

come in."

" Hallo, Colonel ! What can I do for you

this morning ? " said Hooker, cheerily, to a

middle-aged man, erect of figure, who had

just entered. He was one of those men who

make their living picking up old books,

old guns, old papers, old coins, old pictures,

old everything. He also, at times, had a

faculty of picking up old liquors, which was

not good for him. He was known as the

' Colonel " because of his military bearing

and his interest in the Civil War. He had

really been a soldier serving in the glorious

and extensive regiment known as the home

guard.

" Good morning, Mr. Hooker. I've a

matter I'd like to speak to you aboutâ��but
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in tne strictest confidence. I'm on the track

of a really fine book."

At this Hooker smiled. Although in his

long and busy life and in his strange wander-

ings the Colonel had secured a few good

things, his " finds " generally turned out to

be of no value. Hooker had frequently

advanced him money to purchase what the

Colonel termed " nuggets," but when they

were brought to him changed, in the twinkling

of an eye, into fool's gold.

" Well, what is it ?" said Hooker, rather

impatiently, fearing another tug at his

purse-strings.

" You've read this morning's papers ?

' The Murders in the Rue Morgue ' brought

at the sale yesterday thirty-eight hundred

dol "

" Enough of that ! " retorted Hooker, who

was becoming angry. " I never want to

hear of that confounded book again ! "

" But I know where there's another copy,"

protested the Colonel, weakly.

" So do I. In the British Museum ! "

" No, Mr. Hooker. Right here in New

York."

" Where ? "

" But you're not interested, you just

said "

" Of course I am, you old foolâ��go on ! '"

" Well, the book's in an old house down

near Washington Square. It'll be difficult

to get. Its owner's in jail."

â�¢ In jail l "

" Yes. He's serving a stretchâ��twenty

years." , : .

" What for ? "

" Murder ! "

" Now, Colonel, I hope you didn't come

here to amuse me with fairy tales. I'm

very busy this morning."

" No. That's straight. He's up for

twenty years. He murdered his sweetheart.

The court brought in a verdict of

manslaughter, so he got a light sentence."

" Well, what's that got to do with the

book ? "

" Have patience, Mr. Hooker. You know

of the Tomlinson case ? "

" Never heard of it."

" Impossible, sir ! The newspapers were

filled with it at the time. Seven years ago

everyone was talking about it, and surely

you remember "

" No, Colonel, seven years ago I was in

Europe. Tell me about it."

The Colonel went into details.

IN June of 1907 a family by the name of

Clarke moved into two rooms in a large,

old-fashioned residence on Eighth Street,

near Fifth Avenue. They were there for less

than a month when they gave the landlord

notice. They could not remain in the house

on account of ghosts ! Now everyone believes

in ghosts but landlords. It injures their

business.

The Clarkes contended that every night

in the front room the most mysterious noises

were heard ; they called in the janitor, but

he knew nothing. The strange sounds

continued ; they were uncanny, inexplicable.

The Clarkes moved out and they were suc-

ceeded by other nervous and hysterical

persons. The landlord in desperation reduced

the rent, but still the tenants would not

remain.

At last even he, who was sceptical and

would not believe in hobgoblins, or ghosts,

or spirits, or any of those fantastic creatures

that exist outside the material mind, resolved

to investigate for himself. He literally

camped in the rooms for months and heard

not a sound ! Every night he determined

would be his last and that he would not

waste any more of his valuable time over the

mystical phantoms of his foolish tenants.

One evening, which he resolved was to

be the final one, while he was playing solitaire

to pass the tedium of the vigil, he heard a

noise in the wall. He turned pale with fear.

A cold chill ran up and down his back. A

moment later the sound of a falling coin

reached his ears, and there rolled toward him

from the old Georgian fireplace a shining

object.

It was a few minutes before he had the

courage to pick it up. It was a small gold

ring. He examined it carefully, and engraved

therein were the initials ' M. P. from J. L."

He put the ring in his pocket, removed the

fire-_dogs, the tongs, the coal-scuttle, and the

whole paraphernalia of fire-places, and looked

up the flue. He could see nothing. Although

it was a clear night he could not see the

stars. Something was in the way.

The finding next day of the poor, bruised

body of little Marie Perrin up the chimney

of ' No. 8 " was the sensation of the hour.

A horrible crime had been committed, and

in an unknown and terrible way. It was

Edgar Allan Poe in a new guise and his

wonderful stories immediately became

popular, and new editions of the " Tales "

were called for by a new set of readers.

Some critics of crime suggested that "The

Murders in the Rue Morgue " had been

repeated at No. 8, East Eighth Street.

The hiding-place of the body was identical

with that in the famous story, and it was

said that the police were on the look-out for

apes, gorillas, and other animals, which

alone were capable of committing such

hideous crimes.

The whole life of poor little Marie was laid

bare. Her picture was in every newspaper

and her history was given from the day of

her birth with remarkable ingenuity. The
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reporters, with uncontrolled imaginations,

turned out from the scanty material at their

hands an excellent biographical sketch, that

seemed and rang true, which is sufficient for

the reading public-,

Marie Perrin had disappeared without

paying her rent from No. 8 over a year

ago. When the agent came to collect the

arrears, he found the tenant had departed

with all her chattels. This was a libel, for she

was in the room, but not visible. The detec-

tives, when they investigated into the

tragedy, and after asking ten thousand

questions in a thousand and one places,

found that Marie had a sweetheart and that

his name was Richard Tomlinson. He

refused to admit his guilt, but after being

prodded with the iron fork of the law,

technically known as the " third degree,"

he broke down and confessed. In a fit of

anger he struck her over the head with the

brass fire-tongs. He had no intention of

killing her, or even harming her, but he had

become insanely jealous of another who was

paying her attentions. In fact, he said he

must have been mad at the time, as he did

not remember having struck her until she

lay before him, quiet and cold upon the

floor.

After a trial lasting over two weeks, and

full of sensational incidents, Tomlinson was

sentenced to spend twenty years of his life

in prison.

" ' I 'HAT'S an interesting tale," said

J_ Robert Hooker, when the Colonel

had stopped speaking ; ' but what has

all this to do with the first edition of Poe's

story ? "

" Well, you see, Tomlinson was a friend

of mine. He told me that, after he had

accidentally killed the girl, he was terribly

frightened. He did not know what to do

with the body. He had a mind to go to the

police and confess all, but did not have the

courage to do so. He remained in a trance,

he thought, for hours, thinking of his fearful

crime and the dreadful consequences. While

he was in this deep, agonizing study, and

not knowing what he was doing, he picked

up a small book on her reading table. It

was ' The Murders in the Rue ]Uorgue.' It

was the title that attracted him, and some

compelling force, what it was he knew not,

caused him to read it. He told me that

never in his whole life had anything so

interested him as that story on that frightful

occasion ; although pursued by terrible

fears he read every word, every syUable of it.

The rest you know."

" But, Colonel," said Hooker, with one

thought uttermost in his mind, " it might

be any edition, not necessarily the first,

There have been hundreds of editions

published. How do you know what edition

it was ? "

" It was the first, Mr. Hooker. Tomlinson

told me the girl had borrowed it to read, and

that it belonged to someone who had a

mania for old books and who had kept it

always under lock and key."

" Do you know where it is ? "

" Yes/'

" Can you get it ? "

" Perhaps."

" I shall make it worth your while. How

much do you want ? "

" All I can get. I'll have to steal it ! "

" What ! "

" Yes, I'll have to steal it. It cannot be

had in any other way. Why do you start ? ' '

" I didn't think you'd have to do that ! "

" Yes. You see, Tomlinson, when he

moved from those furnished rooms, took

everything he could carry to his brother's

lodgings near Washington Square. The book

is in a sealed trunk on the third floor.

Tomlinson made his brother promise that

this trunk was not to be disturbed in

any circumstances until he came out of jail

a free man. I've tried in every wayâ��by

bribery and everythingâ��-but his1 brother will

not touch it. He seems afraid of that old

trunk. I'll get it, however, at all costs.

Are you with me ?"

Hooker was, above everything, a true

bibliophile. He instantly answered :â��

1 Yes, Colonel ! Go the limit. I'll back

you.".--. . â�¢

The Colonel without another word picked

up his hat and left the office.:

FOR three tedious weeks Hooker heard

no more of the book or of his curious

friend, the Colonel. The whole thing

seemed like a tale woven by Poe himself.

Would the book, if it ever was secured,

turn out to be a second edition and worthless ?

Book-lovers, after the strange manner of

their kind, only cherish the first, the earliest

issue, in the same state as it came from the

master's hand, unrevised and with all the

errors unconnected. They do not care for

new and more elegant editions. Hookei

grew restless as the weeks rolled by, and still

no Colonel.

One morning, as he was looking over his

letters, a gentleman was announced. Then,

tottÃring into the office, with his arm in a

sling and a patch over his left eye, came the

gallant Colonel.

" Why, Colonel, what's the matter ? "

" Nothing at all, sir."

" But your arm and your "

" That's my affair, Mr. Hooker. I've

come to secure the reward of my labours.

I've got the book," he said, in triumph.

" I told you I'd get it."
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With trembling hands he grasped the book. A startled cry broke from his lips.

" Where is it ?"

" Here in my pocket. Look at it. It's a

superb copy ! "

The Colonel laid before the astonished

eyes of Richard Hooker the priceless first

edition of Poe's marvellous story. It was

in the original brown printed wrappers, just

as it was published. With trembling hands

he grasped the book ; he turned the first

page and gasped. A startled cry broke

from his lips. The Colonel at once noticed

his pallor. He did not dream that an old

book would affect even the most ardent

bibliophile in this manner. In all his

experience of forty years he had never seen

anyone so overcome at the sight of a dingy

pamphlet.

There, upon the title-page. Hooker read

the tender inscription written many genera-

tions ago, with which the most imaginative

of American poets had presented his greatest

story to his loving wife. It was his own

copy, returned like bread upon the waters.

Hooker was speechless. He went over to

his cheque-book and handed the Colonel the

equivalent of three thousand dollars. The

Colonel retired, murmuring his thanks.

The book lay upon Hooker's desk. Here
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was a new problem, worthy of M. Dupin

himself. Question after question came into

his excited mind, to depart unanswered.

Who had stolen it ? And how ? Why had it

been taken ? How had Tomlinson secured

it ? And what, above all, had it to do with

Marie Perrin ?

HOOKER remained there, gazing at the

pamphlet for hours. It fascinated him

horribly. The luncheon hour went by

and still he sat staring intently at its faded

covers. Would he ever solve the riddle ?

His mind was still at work on the problem

when he was interrupted by his secretary.

" It's closing time, sir. Is there anything

you want before I go ?"

" Nothing, John, thank you."

The secretary turned to depart ! He drew

back suddenly.

" The book ! Mr. Hooker, the book !

Where did you get thai?"

Robert Hooker looked at his confidential

assistant. His face was the colour of the

whitest parchment. His breath came in

gasps, and cold drops of perspiration were

visible upon his forehead.

' I bought it to-day," said Hooker, quietly.

" It once belonged to meâ��and Marie Perrin."

" She was my "

John Lawrence did not finish the sentence ;

his face was twitching and he was evidently

suffering from the keenest nervous excite-

ment.

" Tell me about it, John," said Hooker,

kindly. " You seem to know something of

it." *

"I do, Mr. Hooker. You'll forgive me,

won't you ? 1 didn't mean to do anything

wrong."

" Why, what do you mean ? "

" .Well, years ago, on your return from

Europe, you questioned me about that book.

I was the only one who had access to the safe

and knew the combination. I told you I

knew nothing about itâ��that perhaps it had

been mislaid before your departure for

London. I lied, for I had taken it. I'd no

intention of stealing it ; 1 did not even know

it was particularly valuable. I read the

story one day when I was alone, with no

work to do. It was the best tale I'd ever

read. I was absorbed by it. I could not

get the horrible plot out of my head."

" Yes, John, go on. Where does Marie

come in ? "

' I was engaged to her. I had known

her for years. She came from Montpelier,

Vermont, where we both were born. One

day I told her of the story. She wanted to

read it. Not thinking it any harm, I loaned

it to her. She stopped for it one evening on

her way home. I never saw her after that.

I tried every way to find her, without avail.

She had disappeared from her rooms, on

Eighth Street, and I never heard of her again

until the frightful news came out. Detec-

tives came to see me. My name was in the

papers once or twice at the time, and the

questions they asked me were terrible. I

proved an alibi ; they had fixed the crime on

Tomlinson, who, unknown to me, was upper-

most in her affections. It was a bitter

awakening. I've never been the same since.

I think of her every night of my lifeâ��I've

now told you all and I shall resign and leave

you at once. You can have no more need

of me."

" Stay, John. I forgive you. You've

suffered enough. Go homeâ��and come down

to-morrow, as usual."

THE book still lay upon the desk. This

time he would take it home to keep it

in his library among his most valuable

possessions. For surely it was the most

interesting copy of " The Murders in the

Rue Morgue " in existence ! Hooker turned

the leaves to see whether, after its wan-

derings, all the pages were intactâ��" col-

lating " it, as bibliophiles love to term this

delightful occupation. Yes, it was perfect

â��just as when it had so mysteriously dis-

appeared years ago. But, holdâ��what were

the brown, reddish finger-marks on the

back cover ? Hooker did not require to

be told that it was the life-blood of poor

Marie Perrin.

^3^-
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Ð� ES, I've a

power over

animals.

Look at

Tigre there ! But

the old women in

Micas say I've

found one wild

thing I'll never

tame."

"And that,

seÃ±or ? " asked Muella.

" My young and

pretty wife."

She tossed her small

head, so that her black

curls rippled in the sunlight

and the silver rings danced in her ears.

" Bernardo, I'm not a parrot to have my

tongue slit, or a monkey to be taught tricks,

or a jungle cat to be trained. I'm a woman,

and "

" Yesâ��and I am old," he interrupted,

bitterly. " Ixx)k, Muellaâ��there on the

Micas trail ! "

" It's only Augustine, your vaquero."

" Watch him ! " replied Bernardo.

Muella watched the lithe figure of a man

striding swiftly along the trail. He was not

going to drive cattle up to the corrals, for

in that case he would have been riding a

horse. He was not going toward the huts of

the other herders. He faced the jungle into

which ran the Micas trail.

Surely he could not be on his way to

Micas ! The afternoon was far advanced and

the village many miles away Xo vaquero

ever trusted himself to the dangers of the

jungle at night. Even Augustine, the boldest

and strongest of Bernardo's many herders,

would scarcely venture so much. Yet

Augustine kept on down the trail, passed the

thatched bamboo fence, went through the

grove of palms, and disappeared in the green

wall of the jungle.

" He's gone ! " cried Be/nardo. " Muella,

I sent Augustine away."

She saw a dull red in her husband's cheeks.

;
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a dark and sinister

gleam in his eyes ;

and her surprise

yielded to mis-

giving.

" Why ?" she

asked.

"He loved

you."

" No ! No ! Ber-

nardo, if that's

why you sent him

away, 3'ou've wronged

him. Of all your

vaqueros Augustine alone

never smiled at meâ��he

cared nothing for me."

I say he loved you," returned

Bernardo, hoarsely.

" Bernardo, you are unjust ! "

" Would you lie to me ? I know he loves

you. Girl, confess that you love him. Tell

it ! I won't bear the doubt another day ! "

Muella stood rigid in his grasp, her eyes

blazing the truth that her lips scorned to

speak.

" I'll make you tell !" he shouted, and ran

to a cage of twisted vines and bamboo poles.

As he fumbled with the fastening of a

door, his brown hands shook. A loud purr,

almost a cough, came from the cage, then

an enormous jaguar stepped out into the

sunlight.

" Now, girl, look at Tigre ! "

Tigre was of huge build, graceful in every

powerful line of his yellow, black-spotted

body, and beautiful. Still, he was terrible

of aspect. His massive head swung lazily;

his broad face had one set expression of brute

ferocity.

The eyes of any jaguar are large, yellow,

cold, pale, cruel, but Tigre's were frightful.

Every instant they vibrated, coalesced,

focused, yet seemed always to hold a

luminous, far-seeing stare. It was as if

Tigre was gazing beyond the jungle horizon

to palm-leaf lairs which he had never seen,

but which he knew by instinct. And then

it was as if a film descended to hide their
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"Whatever I put Tigre to trail, he finds. Tigre will trail Augustineâ��catch him

kill him I " her husband said.

tawny depths. Tigre's eyes changedâ��they

were always changing, only there was not in

them the life of vision, for the jaguar was

blind.

Bernardo burst into rapid speech.

" The taunting old crones of Micas were

right when they said I could not tame the

woman ; but I've tamed every wild creature

of the Taumaulipas jungle. Look at Tigre !

\Vho beside Bernardo ever tamed a jaguar ?

Look, Tigre is my dog. He loves me. He

follows me, he guards me, he sleeps under

my hammock. Tigre is blind, and he is deaf,

yet never have I trained any beast so well.

Whatever I put Tigre to trail, he finds. He

never loses. He trails slowly, for he is blind

and deaf, but he never stops, never sleeps,

till he kills ! "

Bernardo clutched the fur of the great

jaguar and leaned panting against the thatch

wall of the cage.

'â�¢ I'll soon know if you love Augustine ! "

he went on, passionately. " Look here at

the pathâ��the path that leads out to the

Micas trail. See ! Augustine's sandal prints

in the dust ! Now, girl, watch ! "

He led Tigre to the path and forced the

nose of the beast down upon Augustine's

footmarks. Suddenly the jaguar lost all his

lax grace. His long tail lashed from side to

side. Then, with head low, he paced down the

path. He crossed the grassy plot and went
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through the fence along the trail into the

jungle

" He's trailing Augustine ! " cried Muella.

She felt Bernardo's gaze burning into her

face.

" Tigre will trail himâ��catch himâ��kill

him ! " her husband said.

Muella screamed.

" He's innocent ! I swear Augustine does

not love me ! I swear I don't love him. !

It's a horrible mistake. He'll be trailedâ��

ah, he'll be torn by that blind brute'1 "

Muella leaped back from her husband.

" Never ! You jealous mon- ,

ster ! For I'll run after

Augustineâ��I'll tell himâ��I'll

save him ! "

She eluded Bernardo's fierce

onslaught, and, fleet

as a frightened deer, *

she sped down the

path. She did not

heed his hoarse cries,

nor his heavy foot-

steps.

Bernardo was

lame. Muella had so

little fear of his

catching her that she

did not look back.

She passed the fence,

sped through the |

grove, and entered

the jungle.

II.

THE trail was

hard-packed

earth, and ahead

it lost its white line

in the green walls.

Muella ran swiftly,

dodging the leaning

branches, bowing her

head under the

streamers of moss,

striking aside the

slender palm-leaves.

Gay-plumaged birds

flitted before her,

and a gorgeous but-

terfly crossed her

path. A parrot

screeched over her

head.

She strained her

gaze for the trailing

jaguar. Then she

saw him, a long black

and yellow shape

moving slowly under

the hanging vines

and creepers.

When Muella

caught up with Tigre she slackened her pace,

and watched for a wide place in the trail

where she could pass without touching him.

" I must pass him," she muttered. " He

can't hear meâ��I can do it safelyâ��I must ! "

But still she did not take advantage of

several wide places.

Presently the trail opened into a little

glade. Twice she started forward, only to

hang back. Then desperately she went on,

seeing nothing but the great spotted cat

just hi front of her. â�¢ * ..

Sharp spear-point palm-leaves stung her

face, and their rustling increased her terror.

She flashed by Tigre so close that she smelled

him.

Muella uttered a broken cry and began to

run as if indeed she

were the wild crea-

ture Bernardo had

called her. She

looked over her

shoulder to see the

sinuous yellow form

disappear round a

bend of the trail. She

was young, supple,

strong, and it took

much to tire her.

She ran on and on,

until her. feet were

heavy, her breath

was almost gone, and

her side pierced by a

sharp pain. Then she

fell to a walk, caught

her breath, and once

more ran.

Fears began to be-

set'her. Had Augus-

tine left the trail ?

How swiftly he had

walked! It seemed

as if she had run

several miles. But

that was well, for,

the larger the dis-

tance, the farther

she would get

aheadof the jaguar.

Shadows began

to gather under the

overhanging vines

and creepers. Only

the tips of the giant

cebÃ¡is showed a glint

of sunlight. The day

was fast closing.

Once more she ran on

and on ; and then,

as she turned a curve

a tall, dark form stood

out of the green and

blurred the trail.
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" Augustine ! Wait ! Wait ! " she cried.

The man swung around and ran back.

Muella, panting for breath and with her hand

pressed over her heart, met him.

" SeÃ±ora ! What has happened ? " he

exclaimed.

" Wait. My breath's going," she gasped.

' Wait ! But keep onâ��weâ��mustn't stop ! "

Muella took a fleeting upward glance at

him. It was so hurried that she could not

be positive, but she thought she had caught

a strange, paling flush of his bronzed face

and a startled look in his dark eyes. Why

should his meeting her unexpectedly cause

more than surprise or concern ?

As she trotted along she shot another

quick glance up at him. He seemed un-

mistakably agitated ; and this disconcerted

her. She heard his amazed questions, but

they were mostly unintelligible.

She had thought of nothing save to catch

up with him and to blurt out that Tigre

was on his trail, and why. The words now

halted on her lips. It was not easy to tell

him. What would he sayâ��what would he

.do ? A few moments back he had been only

one of Bernardo's herdersâ��the best, truly,

and a man whom it was pleasing to look upon,

but he had been nothing to her. He alone

of the vaqueros had not smiled at her, and

this piquing of her pride had gained him

notice which otherwise he might never have

got.

A") she pattered on, slowly regaining her

breath, the presence of the man seemed

to grow more real. It was well that

she knew Augustine cared nothing for her,

else she could not have told him of

Bernardo's unjust suspicions.

The trail opened into a clearing where

there were several old palm-thatched huts,

a broken-down corral and a water-hole.

The place had once been used by Bernardo's

herders, but was now abandoned and partly

overgrown. At this point Augustine, who

for a time had silently stalked beside Muella,

abruptly halted her.

" SeÃ±ora, what is wrong ? Where are you

going ? "

"Going!" She uttered a laugh. "Why,

I don't know. I followed to warn you.

Bernardo put Tigre on your trail ! "

" Tigre ? Santa Maria ! "

" Yes. I ran, and ran, and passed him.

He must be far back now. He's slow at first,

but he's sure, and he's trailing you. Hurry

on ! You mustn't stop here ! "

" SeÃ±ora ! You ranâ��you risked as much

to save me ? Oh, may our Blessed Lady

reward you ! "

" Man, I tell you, don't stop. Go on !

You have only your machete. Why did you

start into the jungle without a gun ? "

" Bernardo drove me off. I owned nothing

at the hacienda except my blanket and my

machete."

" He's selfishâ��he was beside himself.

Why, Augustine, he was jealous. Heâ��he

told me he drove you away because youâ��

you cared for me. I'm ashamed to tell you.

But, Augustine, he's growing old. You

mustn't mindâ��only hurry to get safe from

that terrible brute 1 "

" I forgive him, seÃ±ora. It's his xvay to

fall into a rage, but he quickly repents.

And you, seÃ±ora, you must take this old

trail back to the hacienda. Go swiftly,

for soon it will be night ! "

''I'm not going back," said Muella,

slowly. " I won't live any longer â�¢with

Bernardo. Take me to Micasâ��to my sister's

home."

With one long stride Augustine barred the

trail and stood over her.

" You must go back. It's best you should

know the truth. Bernardo spoke truth when

he told you I loved you ! "

" Augustine, you're telling a lieâ��just to

frighten me back to him." â�¢ '

" No. Bernardo asked me for the truth,

so I told him."

Muella's eyes dilated and darkened â�¢with

shadows of amaze, wonder, and pain.

" Oh, why did you tell him ! I didn't

know. Oh, I swore by the Virgin that you

had no thought of me. He'll believe that I

lied."

" SeÃ±ora, you are innocent, and Bernardo

will learn it. You know himâ��how hot-

headed he is, how quickly he is sorry. Go

back. Take this old cattle roadâ��hereâ��

and hurry. The sun has set. You must

run. Have no fear for me ! "

" I'm not going back to Bernardo." She

straightened up, pale and composed, but as

she stepped forward to pass the vaquero in

the trail she averted her eyes. " Take me

to Micas ! "

With a passionate gesture Augustine

stopped her.

" But, seÃ±ora, consider. Darkness is upon

us. Micas is a long way. You are only a

girl. You can't keep up. You've forgotten

that Tigre is on the trail."

" I forgot nothing," she replied, coldly.

" I've begged you to hurry."

" Muella. go back at once. To-morrowâ��

after a night in the jungleâ��with meâ��you

can't go. " It'll be too late ! "

" It's too late now," breathed the girl.

" I can't go back now I "

" Go first, then," he said, whipping out

the long machete. " I'll wait here for

Tigre."

' SeÃ±or, there are other Tigres. There are

panthers, too, and wild boars. I may lose

the trail. Will you let me go alone ? "
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AJGUSTINE whispered the name of a

saint, and, turning his dark face toward

where the trail led out of the clearing,

he strode on without sheathing his machete.

Muella kept close to him, and entered the

enclosing walls of jungle verdure. She felt

indeed that she was the untamed thing

Bernardo had called her, and now she was

hunted. Light as dropping leaves, her feet

pattered in the trail. Augustine loomed

beside her, striding swiftly, and now and

then the naked blade he carried, striking

against a twig or branch, broke the silence

â�¢with a faint ring.

The green walls became hovering shadows,

and turned to grey. Muella had an irresistible

desire to look back. The darkening menace

of the gloom before and on each side was

nothing to that known peril behind. She

saw nothing, however, but a dull, grey,

wavering line fading into the obscurity of

the jungle. She strained her hearing. Ex-

cept for the soft swishing of her skirt on the

brush, and the occasional low ring of

Augustine's machete, there was absolutely

no sound.

She noted that her companion never turned

bis head. Had he no fear ? Quick flashes

of memory recalled stories of this herder's

daring. How tall and powerful he wasâ��how

swiftly he strodeâ��how dark and stern and

silent he seemed ! He must know full well

the nature of Bernardo's petâ��the terrible

blind brute that never failed on a trail.

All at once the jungle grew into two ragged

walls of black separated by a narrow strip

of paler shade. Night had fallen ; and with

it came a blinking of stars through dense

foliage overhead, and the lighting of fire-flies.

Insects began to hum. Rustlings in the

brush augmented Muella's sensitiveness. A

strange call of a night-bird startled her, and

instinctively she shrank closer to Augustine.

She wished to speak to him, to make the

silence bearable, but stealthy steps off to the

right made her heart leap and her tongue

mute.

Augustine heard, for he struck the leaves

with his machete. From the enshrouding

blackness came the snapping of twigs, patter-

ing little steps, the rush of animals running

through grass or ferns, and soft rustlings in

the brush. Then, the night silence awoke

to strange criesâ��squall of cat and scream of

panther, squeaks and grunts and squeals of

peccaries, and inexpressibly wild sounds, too

remote to distinguish.

" Oh, Augustine ! " whispered Muella,

fear at last unlocking her lips. " Listen !

All before usâ��do you hear ? "

" SeÃ±ora, we have not much to fear ahead."

he replied. " But behindâ��a trailing Tigre

warms with the night ! We must not lag ! "

"I'm not tired, I can walk so all night ;

but the steps, the cries, frighten me. It

grows darker, and I stumble."

She fancied she saw him reach out as if to

help her, and then draw suddenly back. The

darkness became so thick that she could

scarcely see him. Like a tall spectre he

moved on.

She groped for his arm, and found it, and

slipped her hand down to his. Instantly she

felt his strong fingers convulsively close

round hers. The warm clasp helped and

cheered her.

So, mile after mile, Muella kept tireless

pace with the herder ; and when the jungle

creatures ceased their hue and quest, and

the dead silence once more settled thickly

down, the strange night flight lost its reality

and seemed a dream. The black shadows

lifted and paled to opaque gloom. The moon

was risinÃ§. Muella hailed it with joy, for it

meant that the night was far advanced and

that their way would be lightened.

Soon all about her was a radiant, encom-

passing world of silver shadows and gleams.

It was a beautiful night. The cold fear

weighing her heart lessened, seemed momen-

tarily to be thrilled and wanned away.

She loved that great silver-orbed, golden-

circled moon ; and now she looked up at

it through a streaked and fringed and laced

web.

She wondered if Augustine saw the beauty

of the sharp-cut palms, the delicate-leaved

bamboos, and the full-foliaged cebÃ¡is, all

festooned with long silver streamers of moss.

Gnarled branches of a dead monarch of the

forest, silhouetted against the deep blue of

the sky, showed orchids and aloes and long,

strangling vinesâ��parasites that had killed it.

Every unshadowed leaf along the trail

glistened white with dew. The glamour of

the white night was upon Muella. Augustine's

voice broke the spell.

'' You are tired, but we must not lag.

Shall I carry you ? "

" No, no ! I can keep up."

His words and the glint of his naked

machete brought her back to actuality.

She slipped her hand from his.

Slowly a haze overspread the moon. The

brightness failed, and then the moonlit

patches imperceptibly merged into the

shadows, until all was grey. The jungle

trees rose dim and weird and lost their tips

in clouds of mist. A chicolocki burst into

song, and the broken notes heralded the

coming of day.

" Augustine, it is near dawn," she said.

" Oh, how good the light will be. I'm so

cold, so wet. We shall be safe in Micas soon,

shall we not ? "

The herder mumbled a reply that she did

not understand.
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IV.

SWIFTLY upon the grey dawn came the

broad daylight. The clouds of cream

mist rose and broke and rolled away,

letting the sunshine down into the jungle.

The balmy air rang with the melodies of

birds. Flocks of parrots passed overhead,

screeching discordant clamour.

Presently it struck Muella that the trail

â�¢was growing narrow and rough and over-

grown. She had journeyed to Micas often

enough to be familiar with the trail, and this,

so wild and crooked, was not the right one.

" Augustine, have you missed the way ? "

'she queried, anxiously.

Briefly he replied that he was making a

short cut. Muella did not believe him. She

walked on, and began again to look back.

When she caught Augustine doing likewise,

she gave way to dread.

The morning wore on, the sun grew warm,

and with the heat of the day came the

jungle flies and mosquitoes. Augustine was

inured to their attacks, but Muella im-

patiently fought them, thus adding to her

loss of energy.

When, at the crossing of a network of

trails, Augustine chose one at random,

Muella was certain of the worst. She taxed

him about it, and he admitted he was off the

course, but as he was sure of his direction

there was no need to fear. He assured her

that he would have her at her sister's home

in Micas by noon.

Noon found them threading a matted

jungle where they had to bend low among

the deer and peccary trails. The character

of the vegetation had changed. It was now

dry, thorny, and almost impenetrable.

Suddenly Muella jerked her hand away

from a swinging branch which she had

intended to brush aside.

: " Look, Augustine, on my hand. Garra-

patees ! Ugh, how I hate them ! "

Her hands and wrists were dotted with

great black jungle ticks. Augustine removed

them, and as he did so, Muella saw his fingers

tremble. The significance of his agitation

did not dawn upon her until she was free of

the pests, and then she fancied that her

touch had so moved him. It was wonderful,

it wanned her blood, and she stole a glance

at him. But Augustine was ashen white ;

his thoughts were' far from the softness and

beauty of a woman's hand.

" Augustine, you have lost your way ! "

she cried.

Gloomily he dropped his head and let his

eilence answer.

1 " Lost in the jungle ! We're lost ! And

Tigre is on our trail ! " she shrieked.

Panic overcame her. She tottered and

fell against him. Her whole slender length

rippled in a violent trembling. Then she

beat her hands frantically on Augustine's

shoulders, and clutched him tight, and

besought him with inarticulate speech.

" Listen, seÃ±ora, listen," he kept saying.

" If you give up now, I can't save you.

We're lost, but there's a way out. Listenâ��

don't tear at me soâ��there's a way out. Do

you hear ? You go on aloneâ��follow thesu

deer tracks till you come to water. Soon

they'll lead to water. That water will be

the Santa Rosa. Follow up the stream till

you come to Micas. It'll be hard, but you

can do it."

" Go all alone ! And you ? " she said,

brokenly.

" I'll turn on our back trail. I'll meet

Tigre and stop him."

" Tigre will kill you ! "

" He is blind and deaf. I shall be pre-

pared. I've a chance, at least, to cripple

him."

' ' At the end of the trail Tigre is a demon.

He has been trained to kill the thing he's

put to trail. Youâ��with only a machete !

Ah, seÃ±or, I've heard that you are brave and

strong, but you must not go back to meet

Tigre. Come ! We'll follow the deer tracks

together. Then if Tigre catches usâ��well,

he can kill us both ! "

" SeÃ±ora, i can serve you best by going

back."

" You think that if you took me to Micas

the old women would talkâ��that my good

name would be gone ? " she asked, search-

ingly.

" SeÃ±ora, we waste time, and time is

precious," he protested.

Muella studied the haggard, set face.

This man meant to sacrifice his life for her.

Deep through the fire of his eyes she saw

unutterable pain and passion. If she had

doubted his love, she doubted no more. He

must be made to believe that she had followed

him, not alone to save him from Tigre, but

because she loved him. Afterward he -would

be grateful for her deceit. And if her avowal

did not break-his will, then she would use a

woman's charm, a woman's sweetness. . ..

" SeÃ±or, you told Bernardo the truthâ��and

I lied to him ! " she said.

Stranger than all other sensations of that

flight was the thrill in her as she forced

herself to speak.

" What do you mean ? " demanded

Augustine.

" He asked you if you loved me. You told

the truth. He asked me ifâ��if I loved you.

Andâ��I lied ! "

" Santa Maria ! " the man cried, starting

up impulsively Then slowly he fell back.

" SeÃ±ora, may the saints reward you for your

brave words. I know ! You are trying to

keep me from poing back. We waste

precious timeâ��go now I "
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She flung herself into his arms, hid her (ace in his breast, and pressed all her slender,

palpitating body close to his.
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" Augustine, wait, wait," she cried.

Running blindly, she flung herself into his

arms. She hid her face in his breast, and

pressed all her slender, palpitating body

close to his. As if he had been turned to

stone, he stood motionless. She twined her

arms about him, and her dishevelled hair.

brushed his lips. She tried to raise her

faceâ��failedâ��tried again, and raised it all

scarlet, with eyes close shut and tears wet

on her cheeks. Blindly she sought his

mouth with her lipsâ��kissed him timidlyâ��

tremulouslyâ��and then passionately.

With that, uttering a little gasp, she

swayed away and turned from him, her head

bowed in shame, one beseeching hand held

backward to him.

" Don't go ! Don't leave me ! "

" Dios ! " whispered Augustine.

Presently he took the proffered hand and,

leading her, once more plunged into the

narrow trail.

V.

Â¥~Ð§Ð� hours Muella walked with lowered

f* eyes. She plodded on, bending her head

under the branches, and constantly using

her frej hand to fight the pests.

Her consciousness, for the while, was

almost wholly absorbed with a feeling of an

indefinable difference in herself. She seemed

to be in a condition of trembling change, as

if the fibres of her soul were being unknit and

rewoven. Something illusive and â�¢ strange

and sweet wavered before herâ��a promise of

joy that held vague portent of pain. This

inexplicable feeling reminded her of fancies,

longings, dreams of her girlhood.

At length sensations from without claimed

full share of Muclla's attention. The heat

had grown intense. She was becoming ex-

hausted. Her body burned of red-hot fire.

Still she toiled on, because she believed that

Micas was close at hand.

The sun went down and night approached.

There was no sign of water. Augustine

failed to hide his distress. He was hope-

lessly lost in the jungle. All the trails ap-

peared ' to lead into the same placeâ��a

changeless yellow and grey jungle.

The flies pursued in humming wheel, and

clouds of whining mosquitoes rose from the

ground. The under side of every leaf, when

brushed upward, showed a red spot, which

instantly disintegrated and spilled itself like

a bursting splotch of quicksilver upon the

travellers. And every infinitesimal red pin-

point was a crawling jungle pest. The dead

wood and dry branches were black with

innumerable garrapatees.

Muella had been born a hill native, and she

was not bred to withstand the savage attack

of the jungle vermin. The time came when

she fell, and implored Augustine to put her

out of her misery with his machete. For

answer he lifted her gently and moved on,

carrying her in his arms.

Night came. Augustine travelled by the

stars, and tried to find trails that led him in

a general direction northward. By and by

Muella's head rolled heavily and she slept.

At length the blackness and impenetrable

thicket hindered his progress. He laid

Muella down, covered her with his blanket,

and stood over her with drawn machete till

the moon rose.

The light aiding him, he found a trail, and

taking up his burden he went on. And that

night dragged to dawn.

Muella walked little the next day. She

could hardly stand. She had scarcely

strength to free her hair from the brush as it

caught in passing. The burning pain of her

skin had given place to a dull ache. She felt

fever stealing into her blood.

Augustine wandered on, over bare rocks

and through dense jungles, with Muella in

his arms. He was tireless, dauntless, wonder-

ful in his grim determination to save her.

Worn as she was, sick and feverish, she yet

had moments when she thought of him ; and

at each succeeding thought he seemed to

grow in her impression of strength and

courage.

But most of her thoughts centred on the

trailing Tigre. The serpents and panthers

and peccaries no longer caused Muella con-

cernâ��she feared only the surely gaining

jaguar.

VI.

NIGHT closed down on them among

tangled mats and labyrinthine wens of

heavy underbrush.

" Listen ! " whispered Muella, suddenly,

with great black eyes staring out of her white

face.

From far off in the jungle came a sound

that was like a cough and growl in one.

" Ah ! Augustine, did you hear that ? "

" Yes."

" Was it a jaguar ? "

"Yes."

" A trailing jaguar ? "

" Yes ; but surely that could not have

been Bernardo's. Tigre would not give a

cry on the trail."

" Oh, yes. Tigre is deaf and blind, and he

has been trained, but he has all the jungle

nature. He has Bernardo's cruelty, too."

Again the sound broke on the still night

air. Muella slipped to the ground with a

little gasp. She heard Augustine cursing

against the fate that had driven them for

days under trees, trees, trees, and had finally

brought them to bay in a corner where there

were no trees to climb. She saw him face

about to the trail by which they had come

and stand there with his naked blade
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upraised. He blocked the dim, narrow

passage-way.

An interminable moment passed. Muella

stopped breathing, tried to still the beating

of her heart, so that she could listen. There

was no sound save the low, sad hum of

insects and the rustle of the wind in the

leaves. She seemed to feel Tigre's presence

out there in the blackness. Dark as it was,

she imagined she saw him stealing closer, his

massive head low, his blind eyes flaring, his

huge paws reaching out.

A slight rustling checked all motion of her

blood. Tigre was there, ready to spring upon

Augustine. Muella tried to warn him, but

her lips were dry and dumb. Had he lost

his own sense of hearing ?

Her head reeled and her sight darkened ;

but she could not swoon. She could only

wait, while the slow moments wore on.

Augustine loomed over the trail, a dark,

menacing figure. Again there came a rust-

ling and a stealthy step, this time in another

direction, and Augustine turned toward it.

Long silence followed ; even the humming

of insects and the moaning of the wind

seemed to grow fainter. Then came more

tickings of the brush and a padded footfall.

Tigre had found themâ��was stalking them !

Muella lay there helplessly waiting. In

the poignancy of her fear for Augustine, ex-

pecting momentarily to see the huge jaguar

leap upon him, she forgot herself. There

was more in her agony of dread than the

sheer primitive shrinking of the flesh, the

woman's horror of seeing death inflicted.

Through that terrible age-long flight through

the jungle Augustine had come to mean more

than a protector to her.

She watched him guardedly facing in the

direction of every soft rustle in the brush.

He was a man at the end of his resources,

ready to fight and die for a woman.

The insects hummed on, the wind moaned

in the leaves, the rustling came from one

point and another in the brush, but Tigre

did not appear. The black night lightened

and the moon rose. Muella now distinctly

saw Augustineâ��dishevelled and ragged,

white and stern and wild, with his curved

blade bright in the moonlight.

Then the grey mist crept up to obscure the

white stars and the moon, and at last the

blue vault. The rustlings ceased to sound

In the brush. From far off rasped the cough

of a jaguar. It appeared to come from the

same place as \vhen first heard. Hops had

new birth in Muella's heart.

MOMENTS like hours passed ; the in-

sects ceased to hum and the wind to

moan. The grey shadows fled before

a rosy dawn.

Augustine hewed a lane through the dense

thicket that had stopped him, and presently

he came upon a trail. He hurried back to

Muella with words of cheer. Strength bom

of hope returned to her, and she essayed to

get up.

Helping her to her feet, he half led and half

carried her into the trail. They went on for

a hundred paces, to find that the path

suddenly opened into a wide clearing. To

Muella it seemed that she had seen the place

before. Then she recognized a ruined corral,

some old palm-thatched huts, and a water-

hole as belonging to the clearing through

which they had long before passed.

" We've travelled back in a circle ! "

exclaimed Augustine. " We're near the

haciendaâ��your home ! "

Muella leaned against him and wept.

First of all was the joy of deliverance.

" Muella, you are saved ! " Augustine

went on. " The distance is shortâ��I can

carry you. Bernardo will forgiveâ��you

know how he flies into a passion, and then

how he repents."

" Yes, yes. I'll go back to himâ��tell him

the truthâ��ask his mercy ! "

From the centre of the clearing came a

rustling of dry leaves, then a loud purr,

almost a cough. Augustine stiffened, and

Muella clutched frantically at him.

For a long moment they stood, dark eyes

staring into dark eyes, waiting, listening.

Then Augustine, releasing his hold on the

trembling girl, cautiously stepped upon a

log and peered over the low palms. Almost

instantly he plunged down with arm

uplifted.

" Santa Maria ! Tigre ! He's there ! "

he whispered. " He's there, beside the body

of something he's killed. He's been there all

night. He was there when we first heard

him. We thought he was trailing. Muella,

I must see closer. Stay backâ��you must not

follow ! "

But as he crept under the low palms she

followed him. They came to the open

clearing. Tigre lay across the trail, his

beautiful yellow and black body stretched in

lax grace, his terrible sightless eyes riveted

on a dead man beside him.

" Muellaâ��stay backâ��I fearâ��I fear I "

said Augustine.

He crept yet a little farther, and returned

with pale and quivering jaw.

" Muella, it's Bernardo ! He's deadâ��has

been dead for days. When you started

off that day to warn me, Bernardo must

have run round by the old wagon road

to head off Tigre. The blind brute killed

him ! "

" Bernardo repented ! " moaned Muella.

" He repented ! "

Vol UÃ�Ã�.-35
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HOW TO MAKE

THE BEST OF LIFE

Arnold Bennett

ESTABLISHING GOOD HUMOUR: THREE AIDS.

UNDERSTANDING YOUR FELLOW.

UNLESS you believe that solitude is

the best of life, and have the money

and enterprise to buy a mountain-

top and the skill to do your own

â�¢washing-up, fabricate your own

clothes and food, and extract your

own teeth, you will not make the

best of life without making the best

of your relations

with your fellow-

creatures. Now,

the subject of

human relations

is immenseâ��and

growing every

year â�� but two

main principles

run through it

like great roads.

Perhaps you

have caught a

horrid little boy

pulling the legs

off a live fly.

Perhaps you

have been the

horrid little boy

yourself ; most of

us have. He en-

joysthe operation

with a wonder-

fully detached

mind. Of course,

Suppose a man as big as the Eiffel Tower came."

he is inflicting atrocious cruelty, and doing

it deliberately, for his own diversion. I call

him horrid, and at the moment of dismem-

bering he certainly is horrid. But he is not

generally a monster of iniquity. Probably

Copyright, 1922, by

his mother dotes on him, and rightly ; and

he is capable of tenderness even to his

sisters. He may be a fine boy, full of ideals

and good intentions and the desire to leave

the world better than he found it. Yet he

will tortu re a

helpless and in-

nocent animal !

Why? Simply

because it does

not occur to him

to think what the

fly is feeling.

He omits to

put himself in the

place of the fly.

He doesn't ask

himself :â��

" Suppose a

man as big as

the Eiffel Tower

came and pulled

my legs off, how

should / feel ? "

No, he lacks

the imagination

which is neces-

sary to this feat

of putting him-

self in the fly's

place. One of

the chief defects

of youth, if not

the chief defect,

is lack of imagination. You say :â��

" Oh ! But it can't be lack of imagina-

tion. I happen to know this particular boy.

He is a very imaginative boy. He will push

the sofa into the middle of the room, jump

Arnold Bennett.
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on to it, and imagine himself on a desert

island ; and he can make up stories and

adventures for himself in a marvellous way."

That, however, is not due to imagination,

but to fancy or inventionâ��a different and an

inferior thing. If, for example, he could

really imagine himself on a desert island he

wouldn't play at the desert island game, for

the reason that it

would be far too

unpleasant. H e

confines his fancy

and invention to

the pleasant,

romantic aspects

of the affair.

The test of

genuine imagina- -

tion is the power

to put yourself

fully in the place

of another being.

By so doing, and

not otherwise, you

will avoid unneces-

sary social friction

â��and here is the

first great principle

of right human

relations. Not all

friction can be

avoided, but a

vast deal of fric-

tion can be avoided. The fly might have to

be killed as a poison-carrier. But the boy

sets up unnecessary friction between himself

and the fly, and if thÃ§ fly was a few sizes

larger the boy would soon know about the

friction. (Boys are much less apt to pull the

legs on wasps, bees, or hornets, because these

beasts can react on the boy and make friction

apparent.)

It is notorious that youth is cruel, uncom-

promising, and harsh in judgment. Youth

will deny this hotly, but the thing is so ;

and the chances are a thousand to none that

when youth ages it will come round to the

view that youth is cruel, uncompromising,

and harsh. A large part of the explana-

tion lies in the above-named defectâ��lack of

imagination. Nearly all cruelty in human

relations springs from lack of imagination.

The deliberate cultivation of the gift of

putting yourself in the other person's place

is the beginning of wisdom in human rela-

tions and the foundation of permanent good

humour. The practice of this gift will change

the very flavour of life. Its influence on the

other person is magicalâ��he feels at once

that he is being understood ; but its influ-

ence on oneself is almost equally magical.

When you understand a person, realize his

circumstances, desires, difficulties, you appre-

ciate him, you like him. You like him because

you become him. You make excuses for

him. You turn his flank instead of offering

a frontal attack. You are in the citadel

before he knows where he is, and he feels

glad to have you there. His life is sweetened,

and so is yours.

My position is that the regular detailed

exercise of the imagination in regard to others

"I sha'n't tell father

this morning that I've

damaged the car. I'll

wait till to-night."

should take precedence over all other educa-

tional exercises. It cannot be usefully

started on a considerable scale until the

faculties have reached a certain degree of

maturity, but it should be started too soon

rather than too late. Boys themselves have

the rudiments of the gift. Nearly any boy

will say :â��

" I sha'n't tell father this morning that

I've damaged the carâ��he's not in a good

temper. I '11 wait till to-nightâ��he may have

made a good score at golf."

The boy, in a crude manner, is exercising

real imagination ; he is putting himself in

his father's place. The gift is developing

within him.

Sometimes when I see young menâ��yes,

and old men, tooâ��doing physical jerks, I

think that the same amount of time given to

the cultivation of the imaginative faculty

might have decidedly more important results.

How is the faculty to be cultivated ? Bv

privately questioning oneself about the other

man. " What does he want more than any-

thing else ? What is his weak point ? What

is his strong point ? Why is he gloomy to-

day ? Why is he radiant ? What are his

worries ? What is his notion of myself ?

How can I give him pleasure ? Is he unwell ?

What are the things that annoy him ? What

is he thinking about ? How can I flatter
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him ? How should I feel in his place ? " The

faculty will grow just as a muscle will grow ;

also it will wither just as a muscle will

wither ; and for the same reasons.

You may argue that the ultimate aim of

the whole business is selfish. I would not

deny it. But if you try to decide what is

selfish and what is not you are lost. Nobody

will ever decide what is selfish and what is

not. The puzzle is academic, and has little

practical interest. Whatever yocr aim may

be in practising imagination and putting

yourself in the other man's place, the bene-

ficial nature of the result is beyond argument.

It works good all round. It lessens friction ;

it increases comprehension ; it broadens the

mind ; it is at the bottom of all diplomacy ; it

achieves your desires more quickly than any

other device ; it is the highest form of sagacity;

it brightens the whole aspect of existence.

KEEPING OFF THE BENCH.

The second main principle which should

dominate human relations is as negative as

the first is positive. First, understand your

fellow. Second, do not judge him, or at any

rate do not judge him adversely. It will be

said that, since " to understand everything

is to forgive everything," the second is merely

a corollary of the first. I do not think that

this is so. To understand everything is not

to forgive everything. It may happen that

an expert in understanding is a severe judge

of all conduct except his own. Some men

will analyse motives with extraordinary

insight and fairness, and then behave like

merciless executioners to the subject of their

analysis. And even if to understand every-

thing did result in forgiving everything, the

aphorism would have little practical applica-

tion to human beings, because we never do

and never shall understand everything.

No ! Do not for one absurd moment

imagine that the effort of putting yourself in

the place of your fellow is the final effort in

the immense and complicated business of

achieving good humour. Having under-

stood as far as you canâ��refrain from moral

condemnation ! You may usefully practise

moral laudation, within reasonable limits,

though there can be no point in carrying in-

dulgence to the limit of mawkishness ; but

do not judge adversely. The habit of judg-

ing, and especially of judging adversely, is at

once the most popular and the most ridiculous

of all human habits. It is more popular than

alcohol, more ridiculous than vanity, and

probably more poisonous than any drug yet

invented.

Who am I to judge ? Who are you to pass

verdicts ? Who put us on the bench ?

Have we heard all the evidence, or the hun-

dredth part of it ? Is there any possibility

of us doing so ? Are we not all equally in the

dock ? There is something tragically comic

about the spectacle of one human being

judging another.

Do you judge yourself ? Not usually. A

few people do. They " lie awake at night

weeping for their sins," but never for their

big, glaring .sinsâ��only for their little sins or

for purely imaginary sins. And I am not

sorry for them because, while they are a

nuisance to me personally, I know that they

are enjoying themselves. An enlarged con-

science is much more fun than an enlarged

liver. But the majority of us do not judge

ourselves adversely. We have all the material

for adverse judgment before us, even if we

don't care to examine it closelyâ��but we

refrain from judgment. We are always the

advocate for the defence, and our ingenuity

in defence is absolutely prodigious. The

consequence is that we are on very good terms

with ourselves. If we held the same attitude

towards our fellows we should be on very

good terms with the rest of the world :

which is the immediate aim.

But, you say, one is bound to judge. Con-

clusions are unavoidable. Not at all. It is

quite possible to refrain by an effort of the

will. Often, when the case seems to us to be

difficult, we do easily refrain. Well, the case

is really always difficult. It will be soon

enough for us to begin judging when we have

attained omniscience. We aren't there yet.

Perhaps I had better speck for myself and

say that I am not. Suspension of judgment,

abstinence from judgment, can assuredly be

acquired by continual watchfulness. It is a

mere habit, like other habitsâ��like the habit

of judging. Its results are a conspicuous

lessening of self-conceit, an increase of

charitableness, and the growth of a general

pleasantness. Indeed, it confirms and

strengthens all the excellent consequences of

putting yourself in the other man's place.

This is the second aid towards good humour.

But I am not to be interpreted as recom-

mending the abolition of the penal code. No

doubt, if there were fewer judges, and if the

prison system was rather less, instead of

rather more, vicious than the criminals whom

it martyrizes, the world would be a better

place ; but a penal code is essential. Society

must protect itself. However clumsily and

wickedly and inefficiently, it must protect

itself from the unsocial effects of certain acts.

Its first duty is to hold together and main-

tain its authority over its members. Any

society must govern according to the plane

of intelligence of the more stupid mass of its

members. And it must have rules, and those

rules must have as few exceptions as possible.

It is bound to be less human than a human

being ; and some of the standards of conduct

applying to a human being cannot, and should

not, apply to a society. A society must
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judge, and it must appoint human beings to

judge on its behalf, and those human beings

must not deal with the origin of transgres-

sions against the code ; they can only deal

' with such trans-

gressions in the

light of their effects

on the structure of

the society. They

are not individuals

but impersonal

agents.

And even indi-

viduals must pro-

tect themselves. A

man's duty is to

keep his end up.

As a matter of

practice the Bib-

lical exhortation

to turn the other

cheek has not yet

had any conspic-

uous success in the

Christian world. I

am well within the

mark in saying that nine hundred and ninety-

nine people out of every thousand/from arch-

bishops to bootblacks, consistently ignore this

sexhortation in the conduct of their private

lives. And indeed it is a direct incitement to

anarchy. It would not work in Heaven itself.

It never did work anywhere.

If'one man does an act which injures or

might injure the well-being of another man,

the second has got to take measures to

guard his own interests. He would be a fool

and a sinner if he did not.

This procedure, however, is not necessarily

connected with moral judgment. If the

required procedure involves unpleasantness

for the injurer, that, so far as the defender is

concerned, is accidental and not essential. If

you broke with violence into my house and

refused to retire, I might not presume to

judge and condemn you, but I should presume

to hit you over the head with a poker. Cir-

cumstances may and do arise in which it is

possible to hit a fellow-creature over the head

in a spirit of perfect Christian charity. It is the

spirit in which these defensive things are done

which alone counts. The occasional necessity

of doing them cannot at all impair the force of

the argument in favour of abstinence from ad-

verse judgments. And a man ought to be able

to do them without thereby losing his good

humour and becoming a moral prig who arro-

gates to himself functions which are reserved

for some power higher than the human.

THE AVOIDANCE OF WORRYING.

I have dealt with two matters concerning

one's relations with others. I will now deal

with a matter concerning oneself alone.

" I might not presume to judge you, but I should presume to hit you

over the head with a poker."

Few people pay attention to the mass of

faces and demeanours which, especially in

large towns, they see every day of their lives.

Most of us naturally will notice a face or

demeanour now and then, but we take the

mass for granted, like bricks in an enormous

wall. We see mechanically, without real

observation, and though we have full oppor-

tunity for doing so, we fail to draw general

conclusions from the vast quantities of human

facts presented to us between every sunrise

and sunset. If we did draw general conclu-

sions, there is one above all others that we

should certainly draw ; and since everybody

is very much like everybody else, we should

have the wit to apply the same conclusion to

ourselves.

That conclusion is that the majority of us,

in addition to adopting a too critical attitude

towards the human race, are addicted to

worrying. Worry sits on the countenance

of nearly every season-ticket-holder in the

morning train and in the evening train.

You see it in the streets, offices, and restau-

rants, and you can even meet it in the country

lanes. The habit of worrying infallibly leaves

its mark, and the mark is there for all to

notice.

Most people who have the money to buy

them take drugs of some sort or another ;

perhaps relatively harmless drugs, but still

drugs. Penetrate into the secret existence

of nearly any man or woman, and, with the

rarest exceptions, you will find drugs. Not

that self-drugging does any good in the main

result. It undoubtedly does more harm than

good.

Now, in a similar way we are a nation of
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secret worriers. I maintain that no average

honest observer, using his eyes, can walk along

a busy street or journey in a daily train and

avoid this general conclusion. To which you

may reply that the majority of us have ample

cause for worry. With which 1 do not agree.

I will define worrying as letting the mind

tinctions must be made between the different

kinds of this affliction, according to their

causes. If the cause and the consequences are

alike entirely beyond your control and out-

side your responsibility, to worry over the

affair is childish and serves no end whatever.

You have to accept it, suffer itt and cheerfully

Worry sits on the countenance of nearly every season-ticket-holder in the train.

dwell persistently on troubles. That every-

body has troubles is sure. But that the

majority of us have enough troubles to justify

us in letting our minds dwell on them per-

sistently is far less sure. Indeed, I would

deny it. Miserable and even tragic lives are

not rare, but the average person in any

Anglo-Saxon community enjoys an ordered

and secure existence. He seldom has as

much as, he wants ; often he has a lot less

than he needs ; but he generally has enough

to manage with. The means of contentment

are his if he knows how to employ them. He

might be better off, but he might also be a

lot worse off. Misfortunes may come, but

they are usually not the -misfortunes that in

his worrying he has foreseen.

The truth is that most of us live in ex-

pectation of some catastrophe that never

occurs. Look back into the weird history

of your own brain, so full of secrets that

nobody will ever learn, and dare to say that

this is not so. You will not dare. And you

may reasonably count on it that when you

come to die you will still have escaped from

those calamities the thought of which has

irritated, if not poisoned, your days since

first you understood the meaning of responsi-

bility. If the experience of generations is a

guide, it is certain that quite eighty per cent,

of all worrying is perfectly futile". And of

course it is worse than futileâ��it is harmful ;

it is a canker eating at the roots of happiness.

The complexion of the general life of the com-

munity would change, faces and voices would

brighten, paradise itself would be anticipated,

if all perfectly futile, silly, and noxious

worrying could be abolished.

There is worrying and worrying, and dis-

make the best of it. This is obvious ; yet

people, grown-up persons, genuine adults,

apparently sape, will, as a fact, worry over

such affairs.

On the other hand, if the trouble is due to

some act or omission of your own, and the

consequences are to any extent avoidable

or remediable by yourself, then a generous

amount of worry is not misplaced, and too

much worrying is better than too little. For

be it remembered that individuals exist who

never worry, and whose ability not to worry

is due merely to a complete absence of the

sense of responsibility and the sense of

danger. These individuals have made a

vice out of a virtue.

Between the two extremes above-men-

tioned an infinite variety of kinds of trouble

might be indicated ; they can be sorted out

simply and satisfactorily on the broad prin-

ciple that the less they are avoidable and

remediable, the less is the excuse for worry-

ing about them. Reflection, cogitation,

planning, preparation for the worse or the

worstâ��these things may, and probably will,

be advisable or necessary in a greater or a

smaller degree but beyond the proper

degree the}' are harmful.

Large numbers of people imagine that if

five grains of a medicine constitute a good

remedy for a given disease, ten grains will

be twice as good a remedy. The notion is

false, and equally false is the notion that two

hours' cogitation over a trouble will neces-

sarily be twice as useful as one hour. One

hour may yield a harvest of sagacity ; two

hours may degenerate into mere worrying.

How is one to tell when cogitation has lasted

long enough ? It is not very difficult to tell.
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Take the well-known experience, with which

we are all of us familiar, of waking up to a

worry in the middle of the nightâ��just before

dawn is the really sinister hour. The

thoughts run round and round. They recur

with the periodicity of hobby-horses. Nothing

will stop them ; nothing will vary them ;

and as the brain fatigues itself so does the

aspect of the affair get gloomier and gloomier

until universal perdition seems to occupy

the entire horizon. At this point, if you

have any luck, you drop off to sleep.â�¢ ; And

when ,you awaken into the light of day the

monstrous absurdity of the nocturnal reflec-

tions, their gross lack of balance and of per-

spective, fill you with a startled sense of

idiocy. Well, cogitation develops into worry-

ing when .the-same thoughts "monotonously

recur and recur. And all worrying, at what-

ever time it takes place, has some of the

character of those -night-lunacies. -It ''is

bereft of common sense; it lacks balance

and perspective, and ' makes for mischief.

To act according to its conclusions is perilous,

and sometimes fatal.

Worrying is a bad habit of mind. And

since habits of mind resemble bodily habits,

and are formed and broken in a similar way,

the problem of curing it should not be in-

soluble. Good habits are formed through

regular discipline and broken through indul-

gence. Bad habits are formed through in-

dulgence and broken by regular discipline.

But habits of mind are usually less manage-

able than bodily habits, and that is the

trouble about worrying. You can cause the

body to perform certain gymnastics at a

given time every day, but to exercise the

same power over the mind is a dÃ®nÃ¨rent

matter.

The mind has a limited monarchy over

the body. What is the force that has even

a very limited monarchy over the

mind ? Is the mind the Ego, or is

the mind merely the servant of the

Ego ? If it is merely the servant, it

is a very unreliable, capricious, in-

efficient, and disobedient servant.

At this point one is apt to tumble

into quagmires of psychological

speculation, which may amuse those

who are interested in intellectual

bogs but which cannot usefully

further the present purpose. We

may as well keep carefully out of

them and just assert as a dogma

that the " I," the Ego, whatever it

is, can and does, as a matter of daily

fact, exert some sort of control over

the mind. And when the need is

acute the control usually increases.

The idle youth wastes months

before the examination ; his mind

has got the bit between its teeth ;

but in the last month, desperately, the youth

chastises and masters his mind, compelling it

to concentrate for long periods on the most

distasteful subjects. The point is that he

forces it to concentrate.

The grown man falls in love and neglects

his business, which begins to suffer gravely.

At length, frightened, he drags his mind off

the image of the girl, and lashes it into affairs

which are to the girl as sand is to sugar.

This is perhaps an extreme form of auto-

suggestion. I should not care to have to

define auto-suggestion. If it means any-

thing, it ought to mean suggesting something

to oneself. But I do not see how one can

suggest anything to oneself. One cannot

start suggesting to oneself until the, sug-

â�¢gÃ©stion is already, there, and if it is alread.y

there .the trick is already done. The-.'.':Â£"

however, can suggest particular activities

to the mental apparatus, â�¢ and if auto-sug-

gestion means anything it must mean such

suggestion, from the " I " to the mental

apparatus.

The new Nancy school of psychological

performers claims to have made real progress

in the practice of both hetero-suggestion.

A complete

absence of

the sense of

danger.
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(suggestion from another person) and auto-

suggestion. It claims to have cured dis-

eases, such as varicose veins, by means of

suggestion. In my blunt British savagery

I do not believe this story ; I think the

Nancy school is deceiving itself. That the

immediate symptoms (but not the cause) of,

say, a mild nervous headache can be perma-

nently or temporarily removed by auto-

suggestion I do believe, for I have done it

myself ; and I believe also that sleep can some-

times be so induced. But I would not go

farther. Hypnotism is undoubtedly dan-

gerous, and I should be surprised if auto-

suggestion were not in some degree dangerous.

But there are two details of mental practice

in auto-suggestion which, in my opinion,

might--be advantageously accepted from the

Nancy school by all of us. The first is :

Do not bully the mindâ��persuade it. Do

not say: "You shall,

or I'll break your

neck for you." Say,

in a persuasive tone :

" You will, I'm sure

you will. I'm quite

sure you will." For

many years I was an

utmost possible speed, in a nice, seductive,

conciliating, and yet absolutely convinced

voice : " You will not think about X at

all. No, you will not." This device, if

honestly and regularly employed, " works,"

and should ultimately prove to be a practi-

cally complete cure for worry.

Some, of course, will regard all this Nancy

stuff as in the nature of a circus. I do not

assert that they are wrong, but my impression

is that they are far from being wholly right.

Others will clutch at it as hypochondriacs

swallow a new patent

medicine. But both

camps will, I

hope, ad opt

the wisdom

of two plain

maxims which

are thousands

of years older

than any Nancy

school. The

first is : If you

don't want the

mind to indulge

in one sort of

activity, give it

advocate of compulsion for the mind. I

have now abandoned compulsion, owing to

the arguments of the Nancy school.

The second detail has to do with the

mechanical process of getting the mind to

stick to one point. The mind is a greater

wanderer than Ulysses was. It simply will

not stay where it is put, though Heaven

knows it loves to stay where it is not put

and where it ought not to be. The new

Nancy dodge is to repeat the suggestive

phrase in a low, persuasive tone as fast as

you can possibly utter it ; thus has the

mind no chance to wander ! It is certainly

a good dodge.

So, if X is your worry, you repeat at the

The grown man (alls in love and

neglects his business.

something else to do. The mind will not

do two things at once. When you are

worrying, do not merely try not to worry;

give the mind a definite task, positive,

not negative. The second is : Unburden

yourself to a friend, whatever the disad-

vantage may be. Total suppression is the

worst of all evils in this matter of worrying.

In one way or another of mental gym-

nastics the habit of worrying can assuredly

be either broken or very considerably

modified. And when the break or the modi-

fication has been accomplished, the result in

happiness and zest will astonish the liberated

victim. This is the third great aid towards

good humour.

Next month : " The Business of Education."
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PERPLEXITIES.

By

HENRY E. DUDENEY.

Solutions to Last M until s Puzzles.

597.â��THE QUINQUELITERAL.

THERE are only two possible ways of placing five

similar letters without attack : one in the positions

of the B's, and the

others in the posi-

tions of the A's,

which have the

same scheme as

the C's. D's, and

E's. Thus the five

sets can only be

arranged as shown,

irrespective of per-

mutations and re-

flections. If we

confine ourselves

to cases where Ð�

is in the centre,

we may make the top line either Ð� Ð� Ð¡ D E, or

Ð� Ð� Ð¡ E D, or A B D Ð¡ E, or A B D E Ð¡, or Ð� Ð� E Ð¡ D,

or A B E D Ð¡, and we can complete each of the six

boards in the same manner as the one shown. Any other

order in the top line will only lead to reversals and

reflections of arrangements already obtained. Thus,

Ð¡ Ð� A "E D would only give our example upside down.

But the central letter may be A. B, C. D, or E. There-

fore.-the correct answer is 5 times 6, or 30 ways in

all. Jiote that every one of the 120 permutations of

â�¢the'five letters appears twice in some outer row, since

Ð� Ð� Ð¡ D E will occur with the D in the cejitre (a reflec-

tion of the above manner of arrangement) ; therefore,

as every arrangement represents eight forms by

reversal and reflection, 8 x 30 = 240.

598.â��MISSING WORDS.

THE words in their order are LEMONS, SOLEMN,

MELONS.

599.â��THE FOUR CUBES,.

Ð±Ð¾Ð³.â��MARKING A TENNIS COURT.

I AM often pointing out that good puzzles, apart

from keeping the mind alert and training it to the

habit of clear thinking, really teach us methods,

rules, and " wrinkles " that can be applied with

advantage to the ordinary affairs of lifeâ��often quite

unexpectedly. Here-is an example. We have often

1Â»

TS~

discussed certain unicursal and route puzzles and

learnt how to solve them, though they may have

appeared to be more fanciful than useful. Now, a

correspondent (T. A. M.) wri tes as follows : " The

lines of our tennis court are faint and want re-marking.

My marker is of such a kind that, though I can start

anywhere and finish anywhere, it cannot be lifted off

the lines when working without making a mess. I

have therefore to go over some of the lines twice.

Where should I start and what route should I take,

without lifting 'the marker, to mark the court com'

pletely and yet go over the minimum distance twice ?

No doubt it has an obvious solution, but I cannot

see it." I give the correct proportions of a tennis

court in feet. What is the best route ?

603.â��TWO ANAGRAMS.

SHE asked me from NEW DOOR to make

One word ; and when 'twas done,

Said I, " From WEIGHTS the letters take

And make two words from one."

604.â��ANOTHER OLD ENIGMA.

BY Nature's law to me is given

The greatest power under heaven

The proudest Tiionarchs I confine,

Who silently themselves resign,

And own obedience by a nod

To me, their more than demi-god.

So universal is my sway

That high and low my laws obey.

If more of me you wish to know,

Inquire not of the sons of woe,

But of the weary and the gay,

Who to me their homage pay ;

Though while they in my power remain,

Should you inquire 'twill be in vain.

605.â��THE MUDBURY WAR MEMORIAL.

THE worthy inhabitants of Mudbury in the Marsh

recently erected a war memorial, and they proposed

to enclose the piece of ground on which it stands

with posts. They found that if they set up the posts

a foot asunder they would have too few by 150. but

if they placed them a yard asunder there would be

too many posts by 70. How many posts had they

in hand ?

To "find two equal pairs of cubes, take any two

numbers, say 4 and 5 (with their cubes. 64 and 125),

where the cube of the larger must be less than twice

the cube of the smaller. Then proceed as follows :

4 times (2 x 125â��64) = 744 , 4 times (64+ 125) = 756 ;

5 times (2x64â��125) = 15 ; 5 times (64+ 125) = 945.

The cubes of 744 and 756 will equal the cubes of 15

and 945. But we can divide each number by 3 and

reduce to 248 and 252, and 5 and 315. These are

correct measurements, in inches, for our four cubes.

Knowing that rule, a little thought and trial will

soon find the solution.

600.â��BEHEADINGS AND CURTAILINGS,

i. Fox-ox. 2. Flute-lute. 3. Brim-rim. 4. Bark-ark.

5. Smelt-melt. 6. Arise-rise. 7. Flag-lag. 8. Amabel-

Mabel-Abel. 9. Complaint-complain. 10. Covert-cover,

Ð¸. Mark-mar. 12. Hide-hid. 13. Open-ope.

601.â��DISTRIBUTING NUTS.

THERE were originally 1,021 nuts. Tommy received

256 ; Bessie, 192 ; Bob, 144 ; and Jessie, loS. Thus

the girls received 300 and the boys 400, or 100 more,

and Aunt Martha retained 321.
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MR. TODMORDEN

rose from his seat

in the railway car-

riage ; he spoke in the tones of a

man who ends a discussion :â��

" Well, gentlemen, this is my station, and

you haven't convinced me that a man ever

commits a crime unless of his own free will.

I'd show no mercy to the rascal I Good

night ! "

Mr. Todmorden was far from being so

stern, either in appearance or character, as

this emphatically uttered sentiment would

suggest. As his short, stout figure moved

along the platform, the head thrown back

and a pair of bright little eyes, set in a chubby

round face, glancing sharply through his

spectacles for an acquaintance to smile at,

he lookedâ��what, in fact, he wasâ��a success-

ful City man whose original kindness of heart

had mellowed into habitual benevolenceâ��

the type of man who moves through life

beaming on people who touch their caps ;

salutation and recognition alike instinctive,

meeting each other half-way.

Affable though Mr. Todmorden was, he

had his prejudices and his pride : pride

centred in the practice he had built up as a

family solicitor of standing and renown ;

prejudices directed against those unfortunates

who, from choice or necessity, transgressed

the social code.

In the warm light of a late summer sunset,

he strolled along the suburban streets to

his home. Suddenly he stopped and con-

templated through his spectacles a large

house a little way back from the road.

A long ladder resting against the wall was

the uncommon object that had attracted his

attention.

" Dear me 1 " he said to himself. " Old
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Miss Hartley having the house

painted again ! "

Miss Hartley was one of his

oldest and most valued clients. In fact, both

repudiated the business term and called each

other " friends." She was an elderly spinster,

eccentric and wealthy ; he a bachelor who

could and did afford himself a whim. The

long practice of watching her interests had

developed a habit of affectionate protection

in him. He was personally, not merely pro-

fessionally, anxious on her behalf when the

occasion required it.

The sight of the ladder against the wall

recalled one of his most common anxieties.

It was a pet grievance of his that she would

persist in living alone, save for one maid,

in that large house. To his mind, she'offered

herself as a prey to the malefactor who should

chance to correlate the two facts of her wealth

and her solitude.

" Tut, tut ! " he said. " That ladder, now,

is placed just right for a burglar. I'm sure

it is. Dear me ! How careless ! How very

careless ! " He tried to measure the ladder

from his remembrance of it, and, to end his

doubts, returned and examined it again.

The ladder rested close to a freshly-painted

window-sill on the first floor.

'' Dear me ! dear me ! " said Mr. Tod-

morden, genuinely perturbed. " That's the

window of Miss Hartley's room ! " He stood

irresolute, debating whether he should ring

the bell and point out the dangerous position

of the ladder. A nervous fear of the old

lady's smile restrained him. He knew she

regarded him as an old " fusser."

He walked on again, carrying his fears.

" She is really too foolish, too foolish ! "

he repeated. " Living alone thereâ��with

only that stupid girl in the house I Anyone
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" That ladder is placed just right for a burglar. I'm sure it is. Dear me! How

careless ! How very careless ! "
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might break in. They've only to walk up

that ladder ! And she will persist in adver-

tising that she has valuables ! " The occa-

sion of the final clause in Mr. Todmorden's

mental arraignment was a particularly fine

diamond brooch the old lady wore at all

times, despite his protests. If there was a

sentimental reason for its continual use, she

concealed it under her quiet smile. The

memory of that smile irritated Mr. Tod-

morden. " Confound her, she's so obstinate ! "

His thoughts focused themselves on that

brooch with a criminal lurking in the back-

ground. Gradually, they drifted to the

criminal. He amused himself by picturing

types of possible burglars. Finally, for-

getting his original preoccupation, he thought

of an ancestor of his ownâ��his maternal

grandfatherâ��who had been transported for

a doubtful case of murder. In contrast

to that squalid page of family history,

self-esteem read over his own achievements.

Successful, respected, an alderman, a pos-

sible knighthood in front, he had surely

wiped out that black patch on his pedigree.

He savoured a very pleasant sense of personal

probity as he walked up the drive to his

house.

He ate his solitary dinner, and revived

the feeling of well-being with a bottle of his

favourite port. Then Miss Hartley's brooch

recurred to his mind, and was followed by a

thought of the ladder which led to it, and

the criminal who might climb the ladder.

As he sat in his big chair in the lonely dining-

room, gazing at passing thoughts rather than

thinking them, the case of his maternal

grandfather cropped up in his reverie.

Moved by a sudden whim, he rose from his

chair and took down a battered old volume

of law reports. Fortified by another glass,

he read through the trial of his ancestor.

He finished it, and sat thoughtful for a

moment, before replacing the book.

" H'm, h'm ! " he said to himself. " Very

doubtful ! Very doubtful ! Ah, well, we've

travelled a long road since then ! " He

smiled at his own success, and went off to

bed in a contented mood. That doubtful

grandfather was a long way back.

IN the morning, as he walked down to the

station to catch his usual train, he noticed

a group of people standing on the pave-

ment and gazing up at a house. An unreason-

ing anxiety gripped him. He hastened his

pace. Yesâ��surely !â��it was Miss Hartley's

house which excited this unwonted interest.

He arrived among the crowd, rather out of

breath.

" What is it ? What is it, my man ? " he

demanded of a gazing spectator.

Half-a-dozen voices replied.

" It's a murder 1 Old Miss Hartley I "

Mr. Todmorden did not wait to hear more.

" Good gracious ! " he said, as he hurried

along the garden-path, and " Good gracious ! "

he repeated, as he rang the bell. He could

not formulate a thought. He gazed, men-

tally, at the awful thing, stunned.

The door was opened by a policeman.

Behind him stood the maidservant, white,

frightened, and sobbing. She ran towards

him with a cry of " Oh, sir ! " but broke

down, unable to utter a word.

" All right, all right, Ellen," said Mr.

Todmorden, rather brusquely, pushing lier

aside. He addressed himself to the police-

man.

" What has happened, constable ? Surely

not murder ? "

" Yes, sir. I'm afraid so." He looked

doubtfully at his questioner. " Are you

one of the old lady's relatives, sir ? "

" No. I'm her solicitor, and one of her

oldest friends. Dear me ! dear me ! how

terrible ! Is there anyone in authority here,

constable ? "

" Two inspectors upstairs, sir."

" Can I see them ? "

He was shown into the bedroom, and

introduced himself to the police officers.

They welcomed him with gravitv. On the

bed lay a covered figure. Mr. Todmorden

drew aside the sheet and gazed upon the

features of his old friend. They were marred

by a bullet-hole through the forehead. He

turned away, trembling, his face working

with emotion. He could scarcely speak,

but made the effort due to his dignity as the

deceased's legal adviser.

" Anyâ��any clue ? " he asked. -

" None, sir, at present," was the reply.

" Dear me ! how terrible ! How very

terrible ! She was my oldest friend "â��he

could not find the strength to repress his

griefâ��â�¢" my oldest friend ! Oh, it's awful,

Inspector, awful ! Theâ��the wickedness of

it ! She hadn't an enemy." He struggled

for the control of himself. " What was itâ��

robbery ? "

" No, sirâ��nothing seems to be tampered

with. Perhaps the murderer was startled."

" When was it discovered ? "

" This morning, when the maid brought

in the tea. She says she heard nothing.

She admits being a heavy sleeper."

" And there is nothing missing ? "

" Apparently not, sir. The drawers were

locked, and the keys have not been inter-

fered with. Nothing was disturbed, in

fact."

" Ah ! " Mr. Todmorden was gradually

getting back into his legal clearness of mind.

" Has the girl looked carefully round to see

if anything has disappeared ? "

" I don't know, sir."

" Call her up, if you please. Officer."
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Ellen appeared, still weeping, and was

bidden to look round for anything out of

place. Dabbing her eyes, she examined the

room carefully. Suddenly she gave a cry.

" The mistress's diamond brooch ! I put

it here last night ! " She pointed to a tray

on the dressing-table. " It's gone ! "

" Good heavens ! " said Mr. Todmorden.

" How very curious."

The inspectors looked at him sharply.

" Does that give you a c!ue, sir ? " asked

one of them.

" Noâ��no," he replied, rather confused.

" Iâ��the fact is, I was thinking of that

brooch only last night, and of how unpro-

tected Miss Hartley was. I have often told

her soâ��poor woman."

" Ah ! " said the inspectors, in chorus.

Mr. Todmorden felt there was something

suspicious in their sharply-uttered exclama-

tion. Even to himself his explanation had

sounded lame. The police officers might

imagine he was shielding somebody. The

consciousness of his inability to explain how

very startling the fulfilment of his fears had

been to him made him feel awkward.

" Of course," he said, " the murderer must

have come in by the ladder."

" The ladder ? " asked one of the inspec-

tors. " I saw no ladder."

" There was certainly a ladder resting

close to the sill of this window at six o'clock

last night," asserted Mr. Todmorden. " The

house, you will observe, is being redecorated.

I noticed the ladder, and it occurred to me

that a first-class opportunity was being

offered to a burglar. In fact, I was on the

point of calling on Miss Hartley and warning

her of it. I wish I had done so !"

" H'm ! " The inspector scarcely deigned to

trifle with the suggestion. It could be under-

stood that it was his professional prerogative

to evolve theories. " Yesâ��perhaps. But I

think we can explain the entrance in a more

likely way," he said, mysteriously. "It is

scarcely probable that the decorator's men

would leave the ladder there all night, sir."

"I'm sure the rascal came up the ladder ! "

Mr. Todmorden's affirmation was so vehe-

ment, came so involuntarily, that it surprised

himself. Why was he so positive ? He felt

uncomfortable. He put on a bustling im-

portant air. " Well, well, I must get up to

town, as I have a very important appoint-

ment. I will look in at the station on my way

home this evening. If you hear of anything

during the day you might communicate with

me. Here is my card."

S good as his word, he called at the police-

station on his way home. The chief

inspector received him.

' A very mysterious affair, Mr. Todmorden.

Very mysterious ! "

" It is very terrible to me," replied the old

gentleman. " Miss Hartley was a very old

friend. I feel myself in some way responsible.

The possibility of such a tragedy actually

occurred to me on my way home last night,

and I might have warned her of it. I shall

never forgive myself. Miss Hartley relied

upon me. It is terrible to think I failed her

in this supreme instance."

" You refer to the ladder," said the in-

spector. " We have made inquiries about

that. It appears it was overlooked last

night, and was fetched away by one of the

decorator's men at six o'clock this morning.

Undoubtedly the murderer used it. In fact,

he left the window open behind him."

" I was certain of it," said Mr. Todmorden.

" And there is no clue to the criminal ? "

" Scarcely any. The constable on the

beat reports that, at two o'clock this morn-

ing, he saw the figure of a man running along

the road away from the house. That man

was wearing a very light suitâ��possibly a

flannel one. A curious dress for a burglar,

I think you will admit. The constable par-

ticularly noticed that there was no sound of

footsteps as the man ran. He must have

been wearing rubber shoes. Unfortunately,

the constable lost sight of him when he

turned the corner."

" Dear me ! " said Mr. Todmorden. Only

half his mind had listened to the inspector's

words, the other half was occupied by that

curious and fairly common hallucination of

a previous and identical incident. The de-

scription was oddly familiar. He seemed

to know it in advance. At an intense

moment of the hallucination he had a

glimpsed memory of himself running, run-

ning along a road at the dead of night, run-

ning silently. He shook off the uncomfort-

able and absurd feeling. " Dear me ! How

very strange ! "

The inspector was observing him narrowly.

" I suppose you cannot give us any hint

that might help us, Mr. Todmorden ? You

know no one who bore the old lady -a

grudge ? "

" Certainly not. She was the best and

kindest of women."

" May I ask who benefits by her death ? "

" She has only one relative, a nephew,

who inherits everything. He is in America.

I have cabled to him, and received a reply."

" Ah ! So he's out of it."

" Of course, of course."

" This business of the brooch, Mr. Tod-

mordenâ��it seems strange that the murderer

should have taken that, and that only. He

made no attempt on anything else. You

know no one who had an interest in it ? "

" No one. Miss Hartley wore it always.

I have often expostulated with her for wear-

ing so valuable a piece of jewellery in the
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street. Someone might have noticed it and

resolved to obtain it."

" Yes, yes, of course. A very strange

affair, Mr. Todmorden, very strange ! I

confess I cannot see light in it. Erâ��her

affairs are quite in order, of course ? "

" Quite. I keep the accounts ; they are

open to investigation. The name of Tod-

morden and Baines is a sufficient guarantee,

I think," he added, with a smile. " But, of

course, it is natural you should wish to

make sure. You can examine the books

to-morrow."

' Unnecessary, my dear sir, I'm quite

certain. Of course, I am bound to ask these

unpleasant questions."

" Don't apologize. I am as anxious as

you are to catch the criminal. I have, in

fact, a personal interest in it. Miss Hartley

was so good a friend to me that I shall never

rest until I have brought the scoundrel to

justice! A reward may help. I will per-

sonally give a hundred pounds for his appre-

hension. You might have bills printed to

that effect."

Ai Mr. Todmorden went home, he looked

years older than the man who had

traversed the same ground twenty-four

hours earlier. Grief-stricken though he was at

the loss of--his dear friend, his predominant

emotion was a fierce lust for vengeance on

the murderer. His fingers worked, gripping

the air, as he brooded on himâ��the hated un-

knownâ��and his pace oscillated from fast to

slow and slow to fast, as thoughts, hopeful

or despondent, got the upper hand. If he

could only lay hands on the rascal !

" I'll double that reward if he isn't caught

within a week ! " he decided. The decision

comforted him.

All through hi.-; solitary dinner he brooded

on the crime, and sat afterwards, for long

hours, trying to think of someone who

might have an urgent reason for possessing

himself of that diamond brooch. He went

to bed at last, baffled, weary, heartsick.

Had he met the murderer on the stairs he

would gladly have throttled him with his

own hands.

Putting on his pyjamas, he noticed some-

thing unusualâ��something hard â�� in the

pocket. Mechanically he drew out the object

and looked at it. He stood as if petrified,

his eyes staring, sweat breaking out on his

brow.

In his hand he held Miss Hartley's diamond

brooch !

He gazed at it, overwhelmed with amaze-

ment and horror. What was happening ?

Was he crazed ? Was his mind unhinged

by the event of the morning ? Was this an

hallucination ? All that was his familiar

self prayed, prayed hard, that this might be

madness. Or-â��his instinct of self-preserva-

tion caused him to clutch at the thoughtâ��

was he the victim of some atrocious trick ?

Impossible. Was it real ? He felt the jewel

â�¢â��turned it so that it sparkled under the

electric light.

" My God ! " said Mr. Todmorden, sink-

ing into a chair. The familiar concrete

surroundings crumbled about him : were

dissipated. He gazed into unfathomable

mysteries.

How could the brooch have got into his

pocket ? Someone must have put it there !

Someone ! Who ? Who could have come

into his bedroom and put that damnatory

brooch into the pocket of his pyjamas ?

The servants ? He reviewed them swiftly.

Impossible! Then who ? Notâ��surely not

â��he must be going madâ��not himself! It

was absurd, unthinkable. He had gone to

bed and slept without a dream. Or, was

there a dreamâ��a dream of running in the

darkness, fast, barefoot ? Nonsense ! Non-

sense ! He did not get up in the middle of

the night, walk down the street, murder his

dearest friend, and come back as though

nothing had happened ! His mind flashed

on the portrait of Miss Hartley, and he felt

the cruel irony of the supposition, thougJi he

himself made it. Then whoâ��who ? A wave

of superstition swept over him. Devils ? It

was inexplicable. He revolted at something

obscure within him, something which pointed

a finger to the accusing- brooch, which whis-

pered the inexorable corollary in his ear.

No ! No ! It could not be ! He was

innocent ; he was conscious, instinctively

conscious, of his innocence.

But was he ? .

The something whispered persistently.

An idea came to himâ��the proof. He went

quickly across to a drawer in his dressing-

table and took out his revolver. With

trembling hands he examined the charges.

One had been exploded ! Had devils fired

his revolver also ? Oh, Heaven ! He thought

he was going to faint. .

â�¢ How ? Why ? How ? Why ? These

two questions besieged him incessantly,

battering at his crumbling mind. He clasped

his head in his hands, rocking to and fro on

his chair.

Madness ? Madness came in these sudden

attacks, so an imp of thought assured him.

He was mad ! Mad !

For hours he strode up and down the

room, wrestling with demons in the night.

He had killed his dearest friend. He had

no doubt of it, the realization filled him with

an agony of horror and grief. He would

gladly have died rather than have done this

awful thing. And how had he done it ?

How had he committed this crime without

the faintest remembrance of it ? It was
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In his hand he held Miss Hartley's diamond brooch ! He gazed at it, overwhelmed <

with amazement and horror.
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impossible ! He had notâ��then he looked

at the brooch, and knew he had. It was

monstrous, unthinkableâ��but true.

At length, physically exhausted, he threw

himself on the bed and continued the struggle

â��striving, striving to see light in this appal-

ling mystery. At last he fell asleep.

He woke and looked around him. He

was in a dark room. That was strange. He

knew he had left the light on. He was stand-

ing up. He held something in his handâ��

a book. Puzzled, he put out his hand to

where the switch of the electric light should

be. It was not there. In a new terror that

surged up, obliterating the older horrors of

the night, he groped along the wall for the

switch, and found it. The place sprang into

light. He was in the dining-room ! In his

hand he held the report of his grandfather's

trial. The truth flashed on him.

He was a somnambulist !

WITH a wild cry he sank down in a

swoon.

When he returned to consciousness,

the electric lamps were yellow patches in the

sunlight which filled the room. He struggled

to his feet and switched them off. He stood

for some moments unsteadily, trying to

adjust his mind to these unfamiliar sur-

roundings to rememberâ��to remember some-

thing. Then his ghastly situation rushed on

his mind, vivid with a new light. He was a

criminal ! He risked discovery, ruin ! He

heard people moving aboutâ��servants. They

must not suspect him of any abnormality.

Haggard, trembling, giddy, an old, old man,

he tottered up the stairs to his own bedroom.

Escapeâ��escape from the consequences of

his involuntary crimeâ��was his master im-

pulse. He was no longer the benevolent

Mr. Todmorden ; he was a vile criminal,

haunted by Furies. He must not be found

out. He sobbed in self-pity, and strove for

the control of his faculties. He must thinkâ��

must think. The brooch must be got rid of.

He would drop it over London Bridge. Yes,

that was the way. The brooch gone, beyond

all possibility of recovery, who would suspect

him ? He had not suspected himself. He

breathed more freely, feeling himself already

safe. He would triple that reward. That

would avert suspicion.

But suppose there was some trace of the

crime on him ? He must make sure. The

inspector's story of the light-suited fugitive

came into his mindâ��his pyjamas I That

fugitive must have been himself in his

pyjamas. He had again that flashed memory

of running, running silently. He doubted

no longer, but examined the pyjamas on his

body, searching for a spot of blood, for any

sign that might betray him. Yes 1 There

on the trouser-leg was a smear of stone-

coloured paintâ��the paint on Miss Hartley's

window-sill. He must get those pyjamas

away, destroy themâ��somehow. He thought

of half-a-dozen plans, and rejected all.

Everything he thought of seemed to pro-

claim his guilt. The problem was still un-

solved when another danger occurred to him.

His revolver contained a discharged cart-

ridge. He must reload it. Feverishly he

did so. As he clicked the chambers into

place there was a knock at the door. He

grasped the revolver and listened in a sudden

panic. The knock was repeated. He tried

to speak and could not. At last words came.

" What is it ? "

" Please, sir, a man from the police-

station wants to speak to you at once."

He tried hard to reply in his normal tones.

" All right. Tell him I'll be down soon."

" Please, sir, he says he can't wait. It's

very urgent."

Discovery ? No ! Impossible â�� as yet !

He kept a tremor out of his voice by an effort.

" Show him into my dressing-room."

Mr. Todmorden thought swiftly for a vivid

second. That smear of paint must be con-

cealed. He slipped on a dressing-gown.

Then he caught sight of his revolver on the

table, and, on a blind impulse, dropped it

into his pocket. He took a long breath.

Nowâ��was there anything suspicious about

him ? He opened his dressing-gown and

surveyed himself in the mirror. Yes !â��

there was a button gone from his pyjama

jacket ! Where had he lost that button ?

He would have given anything for certainty.

But he must not keep the police waiting.

He girded his gown about him and went

into the dressing-room.

The chief inspector awaited him. An ex-

pression of surprise came into the officer's face.

" I have had a bad night, Inspector,"

said the old gentleman, noticing the look,

and feeling his haggard appearance needed

explanation.

The inspector condoled with him.

" I am pleased to say we have found a

slight clue to the criminal, Mr. Todmorden."

he said, looking again sharply at the old

gentleman. Mr. Todmordcn felt he quailed

under the glance. " It's a button. And the

curious thing is, it is a pyjama button."

" Yes ? " Mr. Todmorden's mouth went

dry.

" Funny wear for a burglarâ��pyjamas,"

commented the inspector. " Don't you think

so, sir ? "

" Very curious." Mr. Todmorden recog-

nized the urgent necessity for a normal voice.

" Yes ; very curious." He must talkâ��say

something ! " By the way, Inspector, I've

been thinking about that reward. I've

decided to triple it. Iâ��I am determined to

catch the scoundrel."



F. Britten Austin

549

The inspector stepped quickly to the old gentleman and. flung aside his

dressing-gown.

" Very kind of you, sir. I hope we shall

ask you for the cheque. We're on the road,

anyway. We've only got to find out where

those pyjamas came from, and, quite likely,

we shall get on his track."

" Yes, yes ; quite so." Would the inter-

view never end ? Mr. Todmorden agonized.

" If we can only find some buttons like

this, we can make a start. There are differ-

ences even in pyjama buttons, you know, sir.

I have compared it with mine, but it doesn't

tally. Would you mind comparing it with

yours, sir ? We must not neglect any

chance of getting a clue. Allow me 1 "

He stepped quickly to the old gentleman

and flung aside his dressing-gown. The

buttons, with the hanging thread of their

missing fellow, were revealed. Triumph

flashed in the inspector's face.

" James Henry Todmorden, I "

Mr. Todmorden jumped back from his

grasp. With a sharp cry he drew his hand

swiftly from his pocket. There was a report,

and he dropped to the floor.

The inspector looked at his lifeless body.

" I thought the old rascal did it," he said,

smiling grimly. " A well-planned bit of

work, though."

Vol. hiii.-36.
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JOHN HARVEY was preternaturally

old, but really quite young. He did

not belong to the type that sits on

the front seat of an omnibus. His

nature was too retiring. He sat behind and

did not complain when the flying sparks

from the pipes and cigarettes of the gallant

and debonair passengers in front took refuge

in his eyes. He was too forbearing. His

wardrobe spoke his character in simple

phrase. It intoned the word " sobriety."

Within were fifteen suits but only two suit-

ings. His ties were numerous, but in pattern

identical. They had no pattern. On a shelf

in his dressing-room were seventeen pairs of

shoes as closely resembling one another as

the members of a temperance society.

He had got into a groove.

His favourite sitting-room in the flat was

lined with bookcases from floor to ceiling.

He read everything, good, bad, or indifferent.

To him books filled the place adventure

occupies in the mind of the average man of

thirty-five. Also they were his friendsâ��his

enemiesâ��his source of enlightenment or

despair. He was on excellent terms with a

number of sturdy figures in literatureâ��men

and women tooâ��who in real life would have

paralysed him into instant speechlessness.

Speech was always a difficulty with John

Harvey. Words are winged, and, alas ! he

did not possess skill as a fowler. When

occasion arose and he had the will to talk,

behold his sentences died still-born. But

he could talk uncommonly pleasant stuff to

persons who had no interest in listening.

Men who laid carpets or cleaned windowsâ��

women whose mouths were full of pins while

they fitted loose covers to chairs and sofasâ��

to such as these he was eloquent. But of

what avail ?
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Silence makes for loneliness, and he was

desperately lonely, although he would never

admit it even to himself.

To allay the poignancy of loneliness he

indulged in a secret vice, and, like all other

vices, it grew upon him and was his master.

He became a devotee of the " movies."

Secretly at first, but later with growing

brazenness. The movies became part of his

lifeâ��far more readily than the theatre could

have dene. The lowered lights gave rise to

private thoughts, and it was pleasant to him

to see, in this mysterious art, the entire gamut

of emotions being ranged without a single

spoken word. It provided comforting re-

flectionsâ��it offered a welcome and a refuge

to the inarticulate.

Particularly was he attached to pictures

of unhappy foundlings who married into

very well-furnished rooms. Their courageous

ascent from melancholy and uncharitable

surroundings to an approved finale in which

nothing but their curls could be seen, storm-

ing against some good man's breast, was an

unfailing source of delight to John Harvey.

It sent him home to his lonely flat feeling

right with the world. It was only the screen

maiden whose eyes he dared to meet. In their

company his courage was immense. He

could look them squarely in the face, even

when to express the immensity of their

emotions the projector had need to multiply

their normal proportions by eight diameters.

In real life a " close up " would have filled him

with terrorâ��but at the cinema he accepted

it unflinchingly, and his sympathies were

aroused in direct ratio to the grief or gladness

reproduced. He found the spectacle of eyes

that measured three feet across and shed

half-pint tears was particularly moving. But

these intimacies taught him no lesson of
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valour the which he might

apply to everyday life.

In female company he

remained as sell - con -

scious and retiring as

heretofore. In a crowded

railway carriage he would

only offer his seat to

women of advanced

middle age, for he did

not dare to meet the

grateful or reproachful

glances of the fair. Here

was a failure of courage,

not of chivalry, since the

agony he suffered while

remaining seated drove

needles of remorse into

his very foundations.

The flat in which he

lived was comfortable

and expensive, but not

so stoutly built as to

exclude all neighbourly

sounds. Thus, when the

youngest daughter of the

tenant below, inspired by

hopes of a musical career,

embarked upon five-finger

exercises, her occasional

failures to strike the right

note were as audible in

John Harvey's study as

in her mother's drawing-

room. If both windows

chanced to be open at

the same time he could

hear the words passing

between pupil and teacher

â��the slaps provoked and

the shrill protests.

" Mon Dieu ! 'o\v must

I often tell you to keep up

the wrists ? "

Whack !

" Woaow ! You're a

horrid beastly beast ! I

hate you ! I hate all

mam'/.elles ! I wish I

was dead."

Tears.

Then John Harvey

would close the window,

because he did not like

tears.

But the sounds that

came from above were

very different. Quiet

footfalls â�� bath - water â��

chair springs that

squeaked luxuriously â��

softly closed doorsâ��and

never any voices.

John Harvey decided

" I

has

am speaking as a man who

been married himself on

sundry occasions."

that the tenant above

must be a man after his

own heart. Their hours

of rising and of retire-

ment synchronized, and

in all sorts of silent ways

their lives seemed cut

from a single pattern.

He had never seen the

manâ��never tried to see

himâ��but he devoted an

extraordinary amount of

time to thinking and

making up stories about

him. They were attrac-

tive stories too, which

invested the mysterious

unknown with honour

and with virtue.

Often John Harvey

would suddenly cease

reading, cock an ear at

the ceiling and listen,

with smiling content, to

the faint sounds which

percolated through from

above. It eased his soli-

tude to reflect that a

fellow-creature was occu-

pying just such a room

as hisâ��following, per-

haps, the same pursuitsâ��

killing, perhaps, the same

idle, unproductive hours

â��sharing, perhaps, the

same queer and wistful

loneliness.

" I've half a mind to

drop in on the fellow one

of these days," mused

John. " Still, I suppose

I never shall."

" Half a mind " is a

retrogressive state. It

seldom has been known

to mount a flight of

steps.

John Harvey was the

despair of Roberts, his

man-servant. Roberts

was an heirloomâ��part of

the personal estate of

John Harvey's father.

He started his career Ð°Ð·

a small, silk-hatted, pow-

dered-haired youth, who

rode with folded arms on

the box of the Harvey

barouche, and rose at

last to the post of con-

fidential valet. Unlike his

son, the late Mr. Harvey

was a bit of a bladeâ��-he

had a roving eye â�� a
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pretty taste for neckwear in Spitalfields silk

â��and an astonishing capacity for remaining

unmoved in the presence of mixed drinks.

That John had failed to follow in his

father's footsteps was matter fer lasting

reproach with Roberts. He did not under-

stand such continence, and could not tolerate

the spectacle of youth wasted without ex-

cesses. As a man who held somewhat

Oriental views on the subject of women, he

felt called upon to protest. He had done so

before, but this did not discourage a fresh

attempt.

HE chose an afternoon when Spring was

peeping over the edge of its winter

coverlet and the sparrows in the

square below were celebrating the occasion

with appropriate song.

" Begging your pardon, sir, but to see you

sitting here day after dayâ��growing older,

sir, and nothing happening, sirâ��breaks my

heart, sir."

John was nothing if not oblique.

" Roberts," he replied, " I've a fancy I

should like a crumpet for tea."

" I'll look to it, sir, though I believe them

to be out of season. But as "

" An Easter cake would do," said John.

Roberts drew7 a deep breath.

"I was about to remark, sir "

John fidgeted.

" Surely this is very poor coal they are

sending us."

" Very poor, sir. To claim the privilege of

many years' service, it does seem a pity to me,

sir, you spend so much of your time alone."

John raised his head sharply and listened.

" Yes, sir ?"

John shook his head.

" Noâ��no, I thought I heard the chap who

lives in the flat aboveâ��but it wasn't."

He picked up a poker and stirred the

embers in the grate.

Roberts stuck to his guns.

" I had the offer to-day of a puppy, sir.

Very companionable beasts, puppies â�� I

thought, sir, you might fancy a puppy ? "

" No, just a crumpet, thanks," said John.

" Nothing more."

It was hopeless to argue with such a man,

but the gallant Roberts made a final effort.

" Properly speaking, sir, woman is man's

true companion. I am speaking again on

privilege, and as a man who has been married

himself on sundry occasions."

John Harvey shivered protestinglyâ��the

Mormonish characteristics of his servant had

always provided him with uneasy sensations.

â�¢ " I dare say all that is very modern and

true," he replied ; " but I find the subject

disturbing."

â�¢' It does a gentleman good to be disturbed,

sir."

John checked the interruption with a

raised forefinger.

" The world, as I see it, is divided into two

classesâ��men who live for themselves, and

men who share themselves with the other

sex. They might be classified under the

headings Bibliophiles and Polygamists. As

to which is the more ideal state I would be

reluctant to decide, since for my own part I

know nothing about women and have never

had the temerity to investigate my loss."

Roberts wound up the argument with an

eighteenth-century ring.

" Well, sir, it's my opinion that a man can't,

properly speaking, call himself a man till he's

drunk three bottles at a sitting and had his

arm round the waists of a dozen wenches."

Scenting interruption and banishment, he

proceeded, swiftly : " It's my motto, sir, and

it was your father's before me. ' Cups and

kissesâ��Live hard and die game.'"

" Disgusting," said John Harvey, sternly.

" Go away, and never come back in that

frame of mind again."

" Begging your pardon, sir," said Roberts,

and retired fighting.

As he reached the door an electric bell

sounded, followed by a timid knock.

" I am out," said John, and disappeared

behind the covers of a gigantic volume of

Burton's " Arabian Nights." In the circum-

stances it was an unhappy choice of literature

A particularly lurid paragraph catching his

eye drove him hastily to restore the book

to its place in the shelves.

A shaft of late afternoon sunlight pricked

a pattern of Spring upon the maroon walls-â��

caught the facets of a cut-glass bowl and

blew a spray of rainbows across the ceiling.

The bell rang again, and presently Roberts

returned. He said :â��

" Sir, there's "

" I told you I was out," replied John.

" A young lady."

" I am still out, Roberts."

" She wishes to see you, sir-â��seems to

expect to see you."

" Expect ? Roberts, I am more than ever

out."

" Very good, sir, but I'm afraid she'll be

disappointed."

John hesitated.

" Who is this young lady ? " he asked.

Roberts said he had no idea. Thought she

was from the country-â��had that wistful look

of a country girl.

" H'm ! " said John. " I don't like to send

her away. Roberts, do you think I should

be safe in seeing this young person ? "

Roberts's smile was paternal.

" I think it would do you good, sir."

John Harvey looked up for guidance, and

there were such a lot of rainbows on the

ceiling.
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Stammering awkwardly, he stumbled back a few paces bumped into a bookcase, and

stood aghast. The girl, rather breathless and blinking her eyes very fast, presented

an astonishing picture.
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" Show her in," said he.

He was quite unprepared for what was to

follow. He had risen with the vague inten-

tion of securing a large book behind which

he might retire in case of need. He never

did look where he was going : not a week in

the year went by but that he ran into a lamp-

post, the back of a cart, or some other ob-

structionâ��it was the penalty of watching

his feet rather than their direction. Roberts's

announcement : " Miss Mary Morrow," must

have synchronized with the girl's entrance.

She came in with a sort of run, and John,

who was not fitted with efficient brakes,

walked straight into her.

It was a most unfortunate introduction.

Stammering awkwardly, he stumbled back

a few paces-â��bumped into a bookcase, and

stood aghast.

Roberts had gone out and closed the door.

In the centre of the room stood Mary

Merrow, rather breathless, and blinking her

eyes very fast indeed.

She presented an astonishing picture. It

would be difficult to describe what.

She had a great deal of hair-â��wayward and

curlyâ��which was enjoying a riot beneath an

absurd little Mercury cap. Her skirt was

very shortâ��she wore very large black boots

and white stockings, which rucked and stood

in urgent need of suspendering. Round her

neck was a ridiculous fur boa, with the ends

hanging down behind. It looked more like

a compress. She had a white blouse with a

blue rosette pinned to the left breast, and a

pair of carefully-mended white cotton gloves.

In her left hand she carried, by a ring that

protruded from the top, a large square

parcel, done up in American cloth. The con-

formation of this parcel and the ring by which

it was held suggested the accommodation of

a wild beast in captivity.

The girl's expression was baffling-â��at the

same time familiar. It contained a happy

mixture of expectation and awe. She did

not appear to be in any way embarrassed by

the oddness of her attire ; on the contrary,

she seemed quite satisfied about that.

JOHN HARVEY was thunderstruckâ��he

could not believe his senses. He touched

the bookcase to reassure himself that he

was in his own study and not at the cinema.

For the first time in his life he realized the

meaning of a " film descending on the eyes."

It was the only explanation. He had seen

Mary Pickford in "Daddy Long Legs," "Polly-

anna," " Soapsuds," and a score of other

screen plays. Secretly, too, he had loved

her. As we know, the spectacle of beauty

arrayed in rags and her father's boots had

never failed to touch him with romance. But

as a prosaic and practical young man of

sane convictions, he had never believed such

characters had real existenceâ��that lovely

orphans with a passion for tamed rabbits,

and with stockings that refused to keep up,

had any being outside the range of the cinema.

The discovery of his mistake was staggering.

She stood in the middle of the room blink-

ing and breathing very fast.

Something would have to be done. John

took a grip on himself and spoke.

" Iâ��erâ��Miss Merrowâ��that is to sayâ��

how do you do ? "

" Thank you very much," said Mary, as

artless as you please.

It was difficult.

" Oh ! " said John. " I see. Urn ! Please

forgive meâ��I er--wasn't for the moment

expectingâ��that isâ��erâ��you wish to see

me ? "

" Yes, please." She nodded.

Her simplicity gave him a measure of self-

confidence.

" Well, here I amâ��at least, I think so."

The sentence ended there. He started a

fresh one. " Do you sit downâ��I mean will

â��won't you sit down ? "

And again Mary said " Thank you very

much."

Dash it ! The girl talked like a sub-title.

He put a chair for her and took another

himself, announcing as he sat down :â��

" My name is John Harvey."

" Yes, isn't it," said she.

Assuming she had regarded his name as

an observation on the weather, he politely

subscribed :â��

" Very, for the time of year."

" I know," said Mary.

She had pulled off her gloves and was

rolling them into a ball. Her hands were

surprisingly smooth and white. John mar-

velled at that. He found himself watching

them.

She it was who made the next remark.

" Have you seen lots ? "

" Seen lots ? " he repeated, dully.

" Wives," she answered.

He presumed it was one of those modern

jokes or catches. He knew the one about

" Isobel necessary on a bicycle," but " Lot's

wife " was new to him. It was only civil to

reply in kind.

"No," he said; "she was turned into a

pillar of salt before I was born."

His humour was wasted, however, for Mary

was occupied staring at the decorations of the

room. She did not seem to hear. She had

a pleased smile about her lips. To cure him-

self of noticing these details, John assumed

a business-like air.

" You wished to see aboutâ��er "

" About the situation, please."

He screwed up his forehead.

" The situation ? "

" Yes, please."
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â�¢".Whose situation ? "

" Yours."

" But I haven't one," he replied. " I have

â�¢A position of sorts, but no situation."

> " The one you offered," she explained.

" I didn't, did I ? "

" Advertised for."

, " My dear young lady, I've never written

an advertisement in my life."

" But you have," said Mary. " I brought

it with me."

She started rummaging in the pocket of

her skirt.

" I saw it on a piece of paper that Mrs.

â�¢Carterâ��she's the old lady \vho keeps the

all-sorts shop at Ponder's Endâ��it's a post-

office too, and you can buy string there, and

buttons, and there are bottled sweets in the

window-â��greengage boundersâ��bull's-eyesâ��

clove balls, and Pevcnsey humbugs. Pon-

der's End is in the countryâ��it's where I live,

and very pretty."

John Harvey was beginning to feel dizzy.

" I may be unusually dense," he said,

" but were all these details printed on this

piece of paper to which you refer ? "

" Oh, no," said Mary, shaking her curly

head so hard that the little Mercury cap fell

off and lay unnoticed on the floor. " It was

a piece of newspaper, and was wrapped round

some Demcrara sugar I bought, because the

blue bag had a hole in the corner and was

leaking. It's in my pocket somewhere. I

cut out the advertisement with my scissorsâ��

at least they aren't really my scissorsâ��but

then no scissors are anybody's really own

scissorsâ��are scissors ? "

A man's nerves need to be in good order

if they are to remain undor control after such

an utterance. John Harvey stumbled to his

feet and made pretence of looking for his

glasses, mumbling as he did so :â��

" Perhaps you would be good enough to con-

vey to me the substance of this mysterious

advertisement." And, as though it were the

simplest thing in the world, she answered:â��

" You advertised for a wife, and I thought

perhaps I would do."

John Harvey knocked over a pyramid of

books and upset a vase of tulips. The spilled

water trickled into his shoe and calmed him.

Mary had come to her feet to make her

announcement, and was picking out the

creases in her blouse, smoothing her skirt,

and generally presenting herself to the best

advantage. The ingenuousness of her actions

was inconceivable.

" Good heavens ! " gasped John. " Show

me this advertisement at once."

A mere glance at the cutting was enough

to allay his fears. He turned to Mary with

a gasp of relief.

" This is a mistake," he exclaimed.

" You've made a serious mistake. The

advertiser's address is No. 9, Melbourne

Courtâ��mine is No. 7. You can see for your-

self I don't want a wife. Certainly not a

newspaper wife."

But Mary did not move. The glad expec-

tancy died out of her faceâ��her mouth went

down at the corners, and her chin dropped.

'' Will you please tell me what I ought tc

do ?" she pleaded.

He shook his head.

" I really don't know. Iâ��I have very

little experience in these matters."

" Should I go up to the flat above and ask

there ? "

Strange that the bare thought of such a

thing should have put him out of temper.

" Certainly not," he replied, " unless you

know the man who lives there."

' But I don't. Do you ? "

" Not.personally. I've heard him moving

about, but I've never seen him."

" But he wTants a wife," said Mary, " and

as I've come all this way "

John Harvey put out a restraining hand.

" My dear young lady, I forbid you to go

about from door to door being a wife at every

one of them. Itâ��it isn't decent."

He was surprised at his own valourâ��so,

apparently, was Mary. She raised her eyes

with a look of submissive admiration.

" What must I do. then ? "

HE pointed at the chair and bade her

sit down again. She was oddly willing

to obey. As she marched towards

it the absurd feather boa fell off and

revealed the gentle lines of her throat

and shoulders. The absence of the boa

and the little Mercury hat made a remark-

able difference to her appearance. She was

beginning to look less like a picture and

more like a human. But for the shortness

of her skirtâ��the domino effect of boots and

stockingsâ��and a totally ridiculous piece of

ribbon that imprisoned her hair in a knot at

the top of her head, she might have passed

muster in any company. It was as though a

latent homogeneous sense was superimpos-

ing upon the characteristics of Los Angeles

the simpler seeming of South Kensington.

Already she had ceased to appear out of place

in John Harvey's flat, a fact which he recog-

nized with uneasiness and alarm.

He cleared his throat.

" Sit down," he said, " and let us consider

what is best to be done."

" Yes, but it isn't fair to take up your

time." Mary persisted. " You don't want a

wife."

He hastened to assure her that this was so.

" No, you don't," she repeated, patheti-

cally. " Do you ? "

" I have already told you I do not," he

replied.
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" But he does," said Mary, with a nod at

the ceiling.

" Then he must go without," said John

Harvey. " A man who has the effrontery

to insert such an advertisement has no right

to expect applicants. It's a shameful pro-

ceeding."

" But if he was lonely ? " Mary suggested.

"That has nothing to do with it," he

answered, with heat. " I am very dis-

appointed in the man who lives upstairsâ��

and I had formed such an agreeable opinion

of the fellow, too."

" Had youâ��why ? "

He turned to answer. The knot of ribbon

had disappeared from the top of her head.

Her hair, with its crooked side parting, had

fallen serenely over her ears. The change it

wrought in her was magical, and so surprised

John that he lost track of what he was about

to say.

" Won't you have some tea ? " he said.

" You're sure to be tired after travellingâ��it

makes people tired. Do have some tea.

There's a crumpetâ��I know there's a crumpet.

We could share the crumpet if you care for

crumpets."

Mary looked so pleased.

" I like crumpets," she nodded. " They

ring bells for crumpets, the same as for

weddings."

A,L conversational roads between the sexes

lead to, or away from, the altar. To cover

his embarrassment, John Harvey rang

a bellâ��for tea. Roberts's satisfaction on

receiving the order was too obvious to be

tolerated. He inquired whether he should

secure the services of a second crumpet.

" Do," said John, severely. And then,

with an effort to relax, he remarked, " Are

you aware, Roberts, that they ring bells for

crumpets, the same as for muffins ? "

" Weddings," said Mary, correctively, and

Roberts retired with a smile.

A silence followed Roberta's departure,

broken at last by Mary.

" If I'm to stop, may I please change my

shoes ? I brought another pair, in case there

was a party."

John murmured an inaudible assent, and

went and looked out of the window. Night

was falling, and the window glass had the

impertinence to reflect the room and its

occupants. He could not avoid seeing what

happened. Mary opened the parcel she had

brought, and it was a bird-cage with a pair

of slippers inside it. She sat on the floor

with her back towards him, and presently he

saw her take out the slippers and put the

deplorable boots and the pair of white

stockings into the bird-cage. This done, she

again wrapped it in the piece of American

cloth, stood up, and shook out the folds of

her skirt. By some astonishing process it

seemed to have increased its length by four

inches.

The reflection in the glass revealed a per-

fectly normal and very attractive young

lady, simply clad in a white blouse, a black

skirt, black silk stockings, and black satin

shoes. The rosette had disappeared

altogether.

" I've finished," she announced, and

turned for his inspection. " It was kind of

you to ask me to tea."

He was too confused to talk sense.

â�¢' Tea is not a kindness," he stammered.

*' I gravely doubt if it is even a courtesy."

Mary shook her head at him.

" Do you always talk round the corner in

that funny way ? " she demanded.

" Really, I don't know. I have never

been round the corner to see."

" And do you live here all alone ? "

He admitted the charge of solitude, but

added that he had his books for company.

" No friends ? " she queried.

" Very few."

She sighed.

" I haven't any friends either. I'm very

lonely too."

At which he hastened to reply :â��

"I never said a word about being lonely."

" But it is lonely to live all by oneself with

nothing but books."

He refused to be drawn, and she pro-

ceeded :â��

" Still, I suppose in a great big place like

London one can't really be lonelyâ��and in a

great big place like these flats one can't be

lonely either. There must be something very

sociable about living in flats."

The denial came from him in spite of him-

self.

" You're entirely wrong. There is prob-

ably no more lonely existence in the world

than living in a flat."

And, in answer to the surprise she re-

vealed :â��

" You wouldn't understand that because

you come from the country, where everyone

knows everyone else, and everyone is part of

everyone else. But here in London one is

only part of oneselfâ��often quite a small

part, too."

Tea appeared, which was tiresomeâ��until

Roberts disappeared.

" Would you like me to pour out ? " asked

Mary.

" If you would," said John. " Thanks."

Strange how pleasant it was to watch a

woman performing this simple feat. He

was quite captivated, and followed the move-

ments of her wrist and fingers with a curious

sense of basking. The experience was so

novel. As she passed his cup their eyes met.

" Do go on talking," she said.
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" Ah, we were discussing loneliness, were

we not ? "

" Yes."

" You wouldn't understand how it feels

to live with people to right and leftâ��people

above you and belowâ��about whom you know

nothing. You meet them, perhaps, in the

liftâ��on the stairsâ��hear their voices in

laughter or raised in argument, and yet

they're strangers. It's queer, isn't it ? "

She nodded sympathetically.

" And you don't even know the chapâ��the

man who lives upstairs ? "

" No, he's a mystery to me."

" Ah, well," said Mary, practically, " I

don't expect you want to know him."

John Harvey put down hie cup with an air

of decision.

" It's curious you should say thatâ��you're

wrong. I do. I want to know him very

much. Untilâ��until to-day his life has

interested me extraordinarily."

He seemed reluctant to proceed, but the

kindliness in Mary's eyes persuaded him.

" In some curious way I feel there is a

bond of union between us. Every morning

he gets up at the same time as I do, and he

has his bath at the same time as I have mine.

I actually enjoy hearing the water splash

when he turns on his tapâ��enjoy it. It gives

me a solid sense of companionship."

He caught a smile flickering at the corners

of her mouth and stopped abruptly.

" You are laughing at me. I can hardly

blame you."

" But I wasn'tâ��I wasn't, really," said

Mary. " Do go on."

SO he went on, and he told of the delight

he had to hear the waste water go plonk-

ing down the pipe outside his bathroom

window.

" It gurgles away so merrily as I rub myself

down with a towtl. In a way I think it

hyphenates his mysterious existence with

mine."

Mary nodded appreciatively.

" Yes, and then ? " she said.

" And then he walks back to his bedroom.

I imagine he must have linoleum in the hall."

" Why ? "

" Because you can hear his footfalls so

distinctly. Light footfalls they are, and,

absurdly enough, I try to keep step. Left,

rightâ��left, right ! But I never succeed, I

never can step short enough. Then, click !

The bedroom door shuts and a heavy pile

carpet muffles all the rest. We shut our

bedroom doors at the same instant every

morningâ��only he shuts his gently and I bang

mine."

" Why ? " she asked again.

" Because I think if I bang mine he'll bang

his, and so we shall contrive some kind of early

morning greeting. Bangâ��bang. ' Top of the

morning to you, sir, whoever you may be.'

Did you ever hear a stupider idea than that ? "

" I think it's rather patheticâ��very,

pathetic." And, although there was obviously

no reason for them, a hint of tears glistened

in her eyes.

" Pathetic ? " repeated John. " I fail to

see where the pathos comes in."

" So far as I can see," she returned, " it

never goes out. Oh, it's very pathetic that

anyone could have so little interest in life

that they listen to a few poor footsteps over-

headâ��some soapy water splashing down a

pipe, and try to get someone they don't know

to bang a door. It's very pathetic indeed."

" I wonder," said John. " Perhaps it is."

For the first time he looked at her without

conscious uneasiness.

" Do you know, it has been extraordinarily

pleasant to me to have met you in this rather

unconventional way. Iâ��er â�� I've nevei

spoken to a woman with any comfort before."

" Haven't you ? " said Mary.

He shook his head.

" Oh, well," she said, jumping to her feet,

" I think I'd better be going."

He stretched out a hand to delay her.

" But not upstairs," he pleaded.

She hesitatedâ��half - hurtâ��half - doubtful.

Then :â��

" Wellâ��ifâ��if you say I mustn't."

" Ah, that's good-natured of you," he

warmly applauded. " I'm sure these rash:

marriages are a great mistake. Would you,

I wonder, let me drive you as far as the

station in my car ? It would be a real

pleasure."

" I suppose it would," she acknowledged,

ruefully. Then a sudden twinkle showed in

her eyes. She beckoned him to approach.

" I say, do you think, from what you've

heard of himâ��the chap upstairs could have

been pleased with me ? "

She raised her chinâ��their faces were only

a few inches apart. It was John Harvey's

first experience of a " close up," and it shook

him to the bone.

" I think it's exceedingly probable," he

replied, huskily.

Alary Merrow backed a pace with a ripple

of pleased laughter. The sound of itâ��the

sex of it-â��awoke something elemental in

John Harvey's nature that had never proved

its being before. A sudden fury possessed

him, and he stamped across the roorn to the

door, dragging his cuffs free of his wrists.

" And I think I'll go upstairs," he cried,

" and tell that fellow precisely what I think

of a man who acts as he has acted."

" Oh ! please don't," she implored.

" I feel it a public duty. A man has no

right to take short cuts to the state of Holy

Matrimony." â�¢
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He was working himself up nobly.

" Yes, but I was just as bad."

" Nothing of the kindâ��with you it's

entirely different."

" Oh, is it ? " said Mary, with the strangest

smile. " Is it ? Oh ! "

The last " Oh ! " sounded pecu-

liarly satisfied.

He turnedâ��came backâ��and took

her hand in his.

" Are you really so keen on this

marrying business ? "

" I think everybody ought to be

married," she said. " I think it's

rather silly not to be married when

you can be, and it's certainly

very sad not to be, when you

can't be."

He sighed, and her hand

dropped from his.

" 1 suppose women

look at things in a

different way."

" Sometimes they

have to," she answered,

with her smile again.

"You see, I haven't

any bath water run-

ning down a .pipe

outside my

window."

The words

were â�¢ spoken

i n nocen 11 Ñ�

enough, but

they had the

strangest effect

on John Har-

vey. ' He swiv-

elled round and

looked at herâ��

his hands came

up from his

sides and

floated about in the air as though they were

trying to find somethingâ��he seemed to be

drawn towards her. It was only by a

miracle he saved himself andâ��dived for

the door.

" Roberts," he cried, " I want a taxi."

But Mary did not move. Her brows had

come down a trifle in something resembling

a frown.

" Not for me," she said ; " I'm going

upstairs."

The sentence rang with a note of desperate

resolve.

John Harvey turned and faced her, with

clenched hands. Then, with unexpected

rapidity, he whipped off his coat.

" What ever are you doing ? " the girl

demanded.

" About this time," he answered, " the

chap who lives upstairs generally comes in

S

and sits on a chair that has a squeaky spring.

Iâ��tooâ��am going upstairs."

The meaning was unmistakable.

" I shouldn't," said Mary. " He's sure to

be late to-night."

" Why do you say that ? "

What ever are you doing? " the girl demanded.

" About this time," hÂ«

The meaning

" Because "â��she hesitated, approached,

and put a hand on his arm. " Because, you

poor, lonely, and very old young man, I am

the chap who lives upstairs."

" What nonsense ! You "

" I am the chap who lives upstairs, and I

hear your bath water splashing into the

bath, and I hear your slippers flapping down

the passage, and I hear your door bang out

its greeting. And all these things have

become part of my life in some awfully silly

way, that only people who live the awfully

silly lives you and I seem to live would

understand."

He had sunk into a chair and was staring

at her blankly.

" But the advertisement in the paper ? "

" I put in that advertisement." She

sounded very ashamed of herself.

" Those extraordinary clothes.? "
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" I've often sat beside you at the cinema

and seen how your eyes lighted up when the

orphans came in."

He nodded, and she went on :â��

"At first I was only mildly interested in

you, then I got more interested, and at last

dreadfully interested ; and when a woman

But he would not allow that.

" As yet we're both poor orphans," said

he. " Our fortunes await us."

With a sudden inspiration he raised his

head to look at the ceiling.

" You're listening," said Mary.

" No."

answered, " the chap who lives upstairs generally comes in. I tooâ��am going upstairs."

was unmistakable.

gets dreadfully interested it can't stop there.

I didn't know how I could get into this flat

and see itâ��and youâ��so I thougiit of this

very elaborate, and rather deceitful, and a

little bit disreputable plan."

She was staring at the carpet when the

confession came to an end.

He rose and took a turn up and down the

room. He stopped before her.

" Well," said he, " and now you've seen

the flat and its owner, are you sorry you

came down from upstairs ? "

" Noâ��I'm glad," she answered.

" And are you an orphan ? "

She nodded.

" Yes, please. But I had to buy those

dreadful bootsâ��mine were too smart. I'm

afraid I'm rather a rich orphan."

" Surely you believe I am the chap who

lives upstairs ? "

" I believe it."

" But you're still listening."

" No, I'm wondering," he replied. ' I'm

wondering if two flats could be converted

into one. I'm wondering if a landlord would

approve the idea of a spiral staircase

that " He turned and looked at her

fearlesslyâ��possessively. " Shall we sit down

and talk this thing out ? "

And she answered :â��

1 Yes, if you please, Daddy Long Legs."

WHEN Roberts came in to clear away

the tea things a few minutes later

they were sitting side by side on the

sofa and he was calling her " Pollvanna."
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THE love which levels all ranks has

been responsible for almost as much

litigation as romance, and huge sums

of money have been spent to prove

or disprove marriages which self-interest

and discretion caused to be celebrated

secretly when the lovers were young and

romantic. If we confine ourselves to names

to be found in "Debrett," we see that earls

have married domestic servants ; a peeress

an Arab sheikh ; a countess has led to the

altar her coachman, and a marchioness has

given her hand to a shopwalker. There

have been many similar -mÃ©Â¡alliances, and

even a Bishop of the Established Church

has been moved by a sudden infatuation to

risk the loss of his mitre; ' His; lordship in

his old age flirted too successfully at the sea-

side with a lady who had acquired a reputa-

tion at the expense of her character, and

when he married her the scandal was so great

that he was compelled to resign.

There was an Earl of Berkeley who would

have given all he possessed to satisfy the

world that Mary Cole, the daughter of the

Gloucester butcher, had been his wife years

before the public ceremony which preceded

the birth of his last four children ; while the

seventh Earl of Stair was no less desirous of

disproving his. Both failed, and in the case

of the former the effects can be felt to this

day, there being no heir to the earldom,

although there are descendants in the male

line of two of Mary Cole's sons by her hus-

band, the earl who wooed and won her

Copyright, 1922, by

when she was assisting in her father's shop.

Lord Stair was a youngster of nineteen

when he fell in love with Johanna Gordon,

the daughter of an Edinburgh gentleman

of good social position. But when his

regiment was ordered abroad he speedily

forgot the young lady, although they had

accepted each other as husband and wife in

Scottish fashion, and on his return to London

he married a niece of the Duchess of Rutland.

When Johanna heard of this she brought ar,

action, claiming to be Mrs. John Dalrymple,

and "as the Court delivered judgment in

her favour, holding that Dalrymple and Miss

Gordon had been secretly married in Edin-

burgh, it followed that the English lady was

no wife. 'But the judgment did not bring

the former lovers together, and Dalrymple

never saw his wife again, and shortly before

he succeeded to the peerage he divorced

her. Johanna, however, insisted on styling

herself Countess of Stair to the day of her

death, doubtless incited thereto by the

knowledge that the lady Dalrymple had

bigamously married in London had subse-

quently become a peeress in her own right.

BUT tbe greatest of all marriage puzzles

was that which led to the famous Mount-

garret Peerage case in the 'fifties of the

last century. The victor lived until 1900, and

he must have been grateful to the jury which

saved him from obscurity, derision, and

poverty by a verdict which did not meet with

universal approval. It was " touch and go "

Charles Kingston.
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for many months as to whether plaintiff or

defendant would be declared Viscount Mount-

garret, and all the trouble was due to a reck-

less rouÃ© and a woman whose mutable tem-

perament was only equalled by her extrava-

gance and cupidity.

The Hon. Henry Butler, third son of the

eleventh Viscount Mountgarret, was a prac-

titioner of pleasure who played havoc with

his fortune and the numerous credulous and

silly women on whom his handsome face and

figure made an irresistible impression. As

long as his money lasted he was in no mood

for matrimony, but when he was penniless,

and his creditors in Ireland and England

were in full cry after him, he sought refuge

at Brighton, where he was introduced to Mrs.

Colebrooke, a pretty widow with fifteen hun-

dred a year of her own and another thousand

which had been bequeathed to her by her

late husband for the maintenance of their

two daughters. Mrs. Colebrooke succumbed

at once to Butler's love-making, but when he

proposed she staggered him with the informa-

tion that under the terms of the late Colonel

Colebrooke's will she forfeited her means if

she married again. This was a cold douche

to the impetuous Irishman, but it did not

separate them, and they had been intimate

friends for a couple of years when the widow

suggested that if they were married secretly

in Scotland she would thus be able to enjoy

her income and he would not lose the lady

he professed to adore. He agreed,

and they set out for Edinburgh,

Mrs. Colebrooke arriving first

and taking up her residence

in her own house, while

the son of the Irish

peer quartered himself

on a friend, who proved

so convivial and ac-

commodating that

Butler delayed call-

ing on his fiancee. "^

The latter, however, ,

was never lonely. f

She had the entree

to the best Edin-

burgh society, and,

possessing as she did

a large and conveni-

ent affection for

all mankind, she

speedily found

a successor to

Butler. This,

oddly enough,

was another

Irishman,

though of a

totally different

stamp. John

Taaffe, son of a

Even a Bishop has been

infatuation to risk the

gentleman of large fortune, had come to the

Scottish capital to make the acquaintance

of its leading litterateurs, and it was at a

reception held in honour of one of them

that he met Mrs. Colebrooke and became

enamoured of her. She appears to have

thrown herself at his head, for Taaffe was

speedily promoted to the position of favourite

lover, and there is plenty of evidence that

the lady actually asked him to marry her.

They were discussing ways and means the

night Henry Butler, maddened by drink,

forced his way into the house and, by the

violence of his language, indicated that he

had at last heard of his rival's existence. In

vain did Mrs. Colebrooke assure him that

he was mistaken ; vainly did she protest

that she did not know where John Taaffe

wasâ��at that very moment he was huddling

behind the door in front of which the

widow was standing. Butler, unwilling to

lose the right to control the spending of

two thousand five hundred pounds a year,

insisted on their marriage being celebrated

there and then, and at his request three ser-

vants were called to the landing to witness

it. At this point, however, there is a dis-

agreement. At the trial counsel for the

defendant declared that the marriage had not

taken place ; the plaintiff insisted that it

had. Anyhow, something happened to

quieten Butler, for he left the house, and

Mrs. Colebrooke never met him again.

A few days later she and Taaffe

were married by a Roman

Catholic priest at Preston,

and the same year the

Hon. Henry Butler, who

had sworn to kill any-

one who supplanted

him in the affections

of the wealthy Scots-

woman, went to Harro-

gate, encountered a

friend there wno in-

troduced him to Miss

Anne Harrison, pro-

posed to her, was

accepted, and married

her at Brighton.

Twelve months after-

wards Butler's wife

gave birth to a son,

who was now in direct

succession to the

peerage of Mount-

garret â��presuming

Butler had not de-

clared Mrs. Cole-

brooke to be his

wife at that en-

counter in the house

moved by a sudden in Edinburgh. From

loss of his mitre. this point Butler's
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life seems to have been less stormy. No

-doubt his wife's money bought on his most

persistent creditors, and he found in domes-

ticity something more attractive than drink

and dissipation. But Mrs. Colebrooke's for-

tunes were less enviable. She was not the

sort of companion John Taaffe wanted, and

when he discovered a letter in her desk which

revealed her intrigue with Henry Butler he

at once left her and exiled himself to Italy,

where he eventually died. The widow was

not dismayed by the desertion until the

Scottish courts deprived her of the guardian-

ship of her children, which involved the loss

of a thousand a year, and, as it synchronized

with the descent of her creditors on her own

income, which reduced her to a penniless

condition, she sought for someone to support

her, and, knowing that Taaffe was rich and

Butler poor, she sued the former. Colonel

Taaffe entered a defence on behalf of his son,

and the Scottish court favoured the defend-

ant, who was adjudged not to be the legal

husband of Mrs. Colebrooke. As a last

resource she now communicated with Butler

and there was a correspondence between

them, but it came to nothing. In course of

time death took her and the Irishman, and

Anne Harrison brought up her child, and

when his uncle died he took possession of the

; __^Ð�

Vainly did she protest that she did not know where John Taaffe was.

title and estates. That was in 1846, and,

although there were many queer rumours

concerning the parentage of the new viscount,

it was not until several years afterwards that

the son of his father's younger brother

claimed the coronet and the property, on the

ground that the holder of the peerage was

illegitimate, his father having had a wife

living, in the person of Mrs. Colebrooke, when

he went through a ceremony of marriage

with Anne Harrison at Brighton.

It will be seen what a fine crop of litigation

the complicated love-affairs of the Hon.

Henry Butler and Mrs. Colebrooke promised

for the lawyers, and when the trial opened

before a Kilkenny jury everybody was aware

that it was merely a preliminary encounter,

for the loser was bound to appeal, in view of

the vast issues at stake. For four days

counsel battled on behalf of their respective

clients, and the past was dragged up and

paraded before the world. An ancient ser-

vant, Sarah Stride, the last survivor of the

domestics Mrs. Colebrooke had employed in

the long ago, swore that her mistress had not

been married to Henry Butler on th.e landing

of the house in Edinburgh. Now, Sarah had

sworn to the contrary when many years

younger, and it may have been that which

inspired the jury to disbelieve her and to

declare that Viscount Mountgarret

was illegitimate and that the

claimant, a son of the fourth son

of the eleventh viscount, was the

real heir. An appeal was entered

and another protracted trial ensued,

but this time Anne

Harrison's son

gained a complete

victory, a victory

which was not gain-

said by the judges

who sat specially

to hear objections to it. The

trials absorbed nearly twenty

thousand pounds, but in all

likelihood the victor did not

grudge the spending of it.

He firmly believed that his

father had never married

the Scottish widow, and the

strongest proof of this was

that Butler's marriage with

Anne Harrison took place in

public and notice of it was

given to all his friends, while

at least two papers published

details of it. And it

was not likely that the

Hon. Henry Butler

would run the risk

of committing

bigamy. Yet it

must not be
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forgotten that a Scottish court found that

John Taaffe was not Mrs. Colebrooke's hus-

band, although she had married him at

Preston !

There was nothing secretive about the

marriage of the eighth Earl of Stamford and

Martha Solomon, and when the news reached

England that the aristocratic clergyman, who

held a living in Cape Town, had married for

the third time, it was assumed that he had

chosen with discretion, for he was elderly and

circumspect. When, however, it was learnt

that the bride was the daughter of as black

a Negress as could be found in Africa there

was general astonishment. Minor members

of titled families had been known to succumb

to the fascination of the East and take

Oriental wives, but this was the first time a

peer of the realm had intermarried with the

black races. The humorists could not resist

the temptation, especially when they heard

that his lordship was daily looking forward

to the birth of a son and heir. It was

rumoured that the child might take after its

grandmotherâ��in which case it was possible

that King George would have been greeted at

his Coronation by an ebony earl with woolly

hair and thick lipsâ��but the child proved to

be a girl, and when the eighth carl died he

was succeeded by his nephew, and the black

strain passed out of a family which can boast

of its descent from royalty. In fairness to

the South African lady it must be recorded

that her husband was able to say on his

deathbed that he had never had any cause to

regret his marriage.

When Lord Stamford was rector of a large

Cape Town parish he was consulted by a

young man of the name of Creswell, who

wished to marry a widow with three children.

The clergyman shrewdly questioned him, and

his caller having admitted that he had no

means and that he was dependent entirely on

an aunt, his reverence advised him to return to

England and obtain her consent before making

the widow Mrs. Creswell. It was obvious

and very sound advice, and Creswell took the

next boat home, accompanied by his fiancÃ©e

and her family. Now his aunt, Miss Crowdy,

had always treated him with great generosity,

and he anticipated no trouble from her, but

he was disappointed, for when the two ladies

met their politeness was so excessive as to be

akin to hostility, and Miss Crowdy did not

trouble to conceal her disapproval of her

nephew's choice. However, she was not

fond of quarrelling, and her knowledge of

men, and of Creswell in particular, enabled

her to solve the difficulty. In effect, her

decision wasâ��" I will allow you three hun-

dred pounds a year as long as you remain

unmarried to the widow." It was a novel

and startling proposition, but Creswell, who

had no vulgar prejudices against laziness,

accepted it, and thus the romance ended in an

annuity. For a couple of years the money

was paid, but as time dimmed the memory

of her triumph Miss Crowdy became con-

vinced that she was paying too dearly for it.

It is probable, too, that when she made the

offer she believed that Creswell would fall in

love with someone else and renounce the

allowance, but her nephew seemed quite

willing to grow into an unromantic middle age

at her expense, and Miss Crowdy now realized

that she might be thousands of pounds out

of pocket before she died. The consequences

of her altered frame of mind were that Cres-

well found himself deprived of his means

and his " free and holiday-rejoicing spirit "

perilously near the region of work, and, un-

deterred by threats of ridicule and unafraid

of the publicity of the Press, he brought an

action in the High Court to recover arrears

of his annuity and to obtain a legal declara-

tion that his aunt must maintain him all the

days of his bachelorhood. Of course, the

trial intrigued the whole country, and the

most crapulous of lawyers could justify its

universal appeal because it was without

precedent. Thousands of persons had been

made to pay because they would not marry,

but never before had anyone claimed to be

paid for remaining single. It was a case

made for such a judge as Mr. Justice Darling,

but when Creswell v. Crowdy was called by

the court usher Sir Charles was a member of

the Junior Bar, and better acquainted with his

own forensic talents than the solicitors were.

Counsel for Miss Crowdy sought to per-

suade their, lordships to dismiss the action

on the ground that it was against public

policy for a young man to allow himself to be

paid to remain in a state of single blessedness.

]7urther, he argued that the contract was not

legally valid and was revocable at will.

When Mr. Justice Blackburn pointed out

that the first argument failed because the

plaintiff had not been compelled to refrain

from marrying altogether, but only a par-

ticular lady, counsel became sentimental and

declared that if a man could not marry the

woman he loves he would not marry at all.

" Oh, that's too romantic for a court of

justice," said his lordship, with a smile, but

judgment was entered for the plaintiff and

Miss Crowdy was left with the care of her

nephew to the end of his clays.

THERE have been several instances where

men have been bribed into marriage, and

it is less than a couple of years since a

young lady successfully claimed payment of

an annuity which had been promised her if

she would give her hand to a friend of her

father's, but on the whole these affairs were

commonplace. Marriages of convenience so

often prove inconvenient to the contracting
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parties in the long run that their failure has

come to be regarded as nothing unusual.

The sequel to one of these, however, may be

described, because, like the Creswell case, it

is unique.

An Indian Civil Servant took to wife a lady

of some fortune, and soon repented it. They

had no interests in common, and looked at

life through different spectacles, and, after a

number of attempts to pull together, they

separated. Then the man met the one girl

he could love, and what had been simply a

domestic worry ' . i. â�¢ . ,

became a heart- ; .

breaking problem.

The lovers wished

to marry, but, of

course, the exist-

ence of the wife

marriage was celebrated according to the

picturesque rites of the East. But the Indian

Government did not view favourably this

method of popularizing Great Britain amongst

the masses, and, instead of a wedding present,

the Civil Servant was given the Order of the

Sack. However, he was a man of character

and determination, and, although verging on

middle age, he set to work to study for the Bar,

was called in London, and then returned to

the East and practised.

There was some method in his madness,

but there was none in that of the youthful

officer who, in a moment of semi-intoxicated

silliness, wagered that he would marry the

first woman he met after leaving the barracks

in Dublin, where he was quartered. The

wager was taken and the promise fulfilled,

and the result was that the winner nearly

Marriages of convenience often prove inconvenient to the contracting parties.

rendered that impossible until the Civil Ser-

vant was unexpectedly put in the position to

sue for divorce. When he had obtained a

decree in his favour he made preparations for

his second wedding ; but on the day before

that appointed for the ceremony the Court of

Appeal reversed the decision, and he was once

again a married man and the young lady who

had waited so patiently for him was suddenly

put beyond his reach. The lovers were

irantic in their disappointment, for there

appeared to be no way past the barrier the

law had erected between them. But lovers

can laugh at law-makers as well as lock-

smiths, and just when all seemed "lost the

Civil Servant had an idea which he ascribed

to sheer inspiration. He recollected that

Mohammedans are permitted by the Prophet

to have four wives, and he suggested to the

lady that they should both embrace the

tenets of Islam and thereby qualify to marry

each other. The plan was carried out, and

the natives had the felicity of witnessing

the " conversion " of a Sahib, and there were

great rejoicings when the Mohammedan

wrecked his life, for the officer succeeded to

an earldom some years later and the girl he

had given his name to, a domestic servant

whose father was a pilot at Portsmouth,

became a countess, from whom he had long

been separated. This is the barest outline of

the causes which led to the celebrated Poulett

Peerage Case in the House of Lords, and

Londoners will be able to recall the oddly

pathetic figure of the self-styled " Viscount

Hinton " whose peregrinations were so

common a feature of the West-end some

twenty years ago. The " Viscount " was

Bessy Newman's son, but not Lord Poulett's ;

when his claim to the earldom failed and

the only son by the earl's third wife succeeded

to the title and estates, the organ-grinder

faded into obscurity, and when he died there

was hardly a paper to give him more than a

few lines. But that brainless prank of the

grandfather of the present holder of the title

cost him thousands of pounds and almost

endless worry, and in his old age the sixth

Lord Poulett must have marvelled that he

could ever have been so foolish.
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All Smilesâ��Why ?

Why all smiles? Because they are a

Kruschen familyâ��healthy, wealthy and

Kruschen wise.

If you came down to this happy breakfast-

table you would see mother putting the

Kruschen crystals into each cup as she

poured out teaâ��just enough to cover a

sixpence, that's all (half the quantity in the

children's cups). But what a lot that liftle

daily dose does !

Father, sitting most of the day in

the office, gets little fresh air and

insufficient exercise. Mother, with hungry

mouths to feed, children to clothe and

a household to manage, has a hundred

daily cares, and in these days you will

know what anxieties she must have to

make ends meet.

Yet Father smiles and Mother is happy

and the Children have rosy cheeks : they

know no depression, no headaches, no

lassitude. They sleep well and wake

refreshed.

All smilesâ��why?

Because of that little daily dose of

Kruschen. Kruschen Salts are like no other

depurative, because while they cleanse the

system, they a/so possess tonic properties

which maintain the tone of the organs

during the cleansing process.

Kruschen Salts cleanse the ^ystem of

impurities by making the eliminating

organs perform their functions actively,

as nature intended ; clear, refreshed blood

circulates all over the body, bringing

tingling life to every fibre of the system.

Thus the ill-effects of insufficient exercise

and lack of open air are counteracted ;

the ills caused by anxiety, worry, and

over-work are banished. You are healthy

and feel it.

Tasteless in Tea,

Cocoa, Milk or Por-

ridge. Just enough to

cover a sixpence for

Mother and Father and

half the quantity for

the Children.

Good Health for a Farthing a Day
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Field Officer to Chief Accountant

^Biographies of

Successful

Students

ByJ. D. C. MACKAY, Principal,

School of Accountancy.

No. 13

GARNER

Garner represented the problem of

the demobilised officer who left

business as a junior clerk and came

back a Major. Of course, his com-

pany promised to reinstate him if

he came back, and it kept that

promise, bat it itfas disappointing to

Garner to be reduced to the ranks

in business after having had so

much responsibility and authoritj'

in the Army and a good scale of pay.

Garner did some hard thinking

during his first few months back in

civil life; he felt his position was

intolerableâ��the contrast was rather

humiliating.

A business can only pay a man

what he is worth. Garner had

nothing special to offer an employer

in return for a higher salary. He

could show no proof of being fit for

anything more than a clerk's job.

As soon as he grasped this

fundamental fact, Garner acted.

Garner chose a very effective com-

bination of courses to lift himself

out of the rut; he decided to take

the examinations of the London

Association of Accountants and

Chartered Institute of Secretaries.

This is one of the best combinations

an office man can select, as it em-

braces practically every subject of

any importance in relation to busi-

ness organisation and management,

and will equip the student for the

highest administrative or executive

positions in commerce and industry.

Gamer realised his aspirations within

twelve months of commencing

training. He was appointed Chief

Accountant to a large engineering

concern. From clerk in one engi-

neering concern to chief accountant

in another, as a result of twelve

months' 8tndy, is a very satisfactory

conclusion.

The only part of the abort biography which

il fictitious if (he name. Otherwite it it a

perfectly fnil/if til record of one of The School

of Accountancy gtudentt, and u typical of

hundreds of other records equally inspiring

to men who are prepared seriously to under-

take a few monthf home training in order

to equip themselves for bigger, bei'

positions.

Unless convinced of a student's ability to

benefit by its training, The School of

Accountancy will not accept his enrolment

Become an Accountant,

Company Secretary,

Office or Works Manager

WrHEN we accept a student's

enrolment, that acceptance

assures him of our confidence

in his natural ability to benefit from

our training, because we do not

undertake to train any man who

we consider is lacking in the

elementary essentials of success.

If preliminary correspondence

leads us to doubt a man's possi-

bilities, we frankly tell him so,

and do not accept his enrolment

or fee of any description.

Success Assured

Six to twelve months is the time usually

taken hy our postal students to complete

their courses and qualify for the posi-

tions they set out to alLiin; but there

is no fixed lime limit, and no extra fee is

charged even if the tuition be spread

over a period of years. Rarely do our

students fail to pass examinations at the

first sitting, but in such cases their train-

ing is continued free until successful.

Up to 800% Increases

in Salary within twelve

months of enrolment

A Questionnaire p.iper is from time to

time sent out to students who have com-

pleted their training, asking them exactly

to what extent they have benefited.

Their answers, certified genuine by

Public Notary, show an unbroken list of

really fine successes, ranging from 200 to

800 per cent increases in salnry achieved

within six to twelve months of enrol-

ment; they form conclusive evidence in

face of which no man c;m remain un-

convinced of the enormous advantage

I money-value of School of Account-

aining.

These .ire the men who are needed to-

day in business, and you can definitely

qualify for such positions by training in

your own home, in your spare lime,

under the guidance of The School of

Accountancy. The training we give is

successful because it is thorough, and

because the tutors who train you know

exactly wh;it knowledge is needed by a

man in order to secure the position he

setv out to attain*

This Valuable Business

Guide FREE

/( contains useful

information about

business and busi-

ness training, gives

particulars of all our

Courses and Terms,

and includes facts

which idll definitely

convince you that

our Postal Training

will qualify you

to fill a responsible

executive position.

Write for a copy to-day to

The School of Accountancy

2, West Regent Street, Glasgow

10, Essex Street, Strand, London. W c:

Millgate Buildings, Long Millea'.c.

MANCHESTER

62, Dale Street - - - LIVERPOOL

Post Office House, InfirmarySt.. LEEDS

8, Newhall Street - BIRMINGHAM

he recent (1921 ) Professional Â£r ami not inn*. .Sr Ann/
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G. K. Arthur and DouglaÂ» Fairbanks on a 3J A .p.

Rttdge-JHIvUi. Even " off the screen " Douglas cannot

resist the temptation to "stunt."

Write for a complete set of the Rudge PostearÃ¡nâ��

" Film Favov-rÃtes' Fancies, sent free on application

to Dept. 201, liudge-Whitu-orih, Ltd., Coventry.

How much pleasure you

can get for Â£77 NOW !

RUDGE - MULTI 3J b.p.

Â«loping tank Roadster, with clutch

pedal starter and the famÂ»iis MullÃ

gear. Last year's price,

Â¿no 55. Now reduced

toâ��

There are plenty of menâ��of moderate

means, tooâ��who spend ^77 in a year

here and there and have nothing to

show for it.

But the man whose .Â£77 has got him a

RUDGE THREE - SPEED.

7/9 Rudge Twin, with Ð·-speed gear

and all - chain diive.

Lnst year's price.Â£Ð¨.

Now reduced loâ��

has something solid in his possession : some-

thing that gives him lasting and repeated

pleasure in runs about town, in the countiy,

and to the sea coast.

You can pay for your Rudge out of your

earning-;, if you wish. Ask for our Divided

Payment Plan.

Rudge

Get this little

Book FREE

and mal;e your selection. Call at The Motor Bicycle

Shop, 230, Tottenham Court Road, W.I, or address

Rudge-Whitworth, Dept. 201, Coventry. Sent post free.

Standardized Motor Bicycle parts sold by leading agents at

15 per cent, off last year's prices.

AGENTS EVERYWHERE.
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I

CURE

WEAK

NERVES!

I cordially invite every reader

of the " Strand Magazine " who

suffers from nerve weakness or

ill-health of any description to

write at once for my FREE

COO Ð� on nerve trouble.

I can positively cure sleeplessness, the worry

habit, irritability, palpitation, sudden exhaustion,

heaviness of limbs, or, in fact, any HEART,

NERVE, or STOMACH TROUBLE.

If you are pessimistic, lacking in ambition,

or without the energy to carry out your ambi-

tions or perform your work satisfactorily, if

everything seems a trial and a care instead of

a joy and pleasure, it is a sure sign that you

have become neurasthenic. In such case you

can ot possibly become the social or business

success you were meant to be until you have

regained health and fitness.

There is only one sure and certain method in

the world to-day â�� THE INCH HOME

TREATMENT. Pleasant and inexpensive,

with results PERMANENT, it is worth its

weight in Treasury notes to the nerve sufferer.

If you have tried other methods without satisfac-

tion, doiit hesitate, write TO-DAYâ��that is the

kind of case I like to get.

I hold thousands of testimonials from patients

who could not last through an entertainment or

stay in a crowd until they came to me. My

treatment was put to a severe test during the

war with numbers of shell-shock casesâ��the worst

form of neurasthenia it is possible to have.

Remember, without treatment, nerve trouble

usually ends in a nervous breakdown, after which

a cure is more difficult to obtain.

TO THE MIDDLE-AGED.

I hold extraordinary testimonials from pupils

over the nge of sixty as to the wonderful rejuve-

nating powers of my ireatment. I can add years

to the life of all middle-aged patients, and at the

same time give (he:n renewed vigour. All letters

treated in strict confidence. No charge for

diagnosis or opinion.

All interested in the foregoing are invited tosend

a }d. stamp and ask for "NERVE BOOKLET."

" Health, Strength, and Development."

The above is the title of an illustrated booklet

showing how health, strength, and development

can be improved out of all knowledge. This

particularly appeals to the sportsman, the golfer

who would improve at his game, the tennis

player, boxer, cyclist, or motorist. The

" H.S.D." system guarantees improved develop-

ment and perfect health, cures rounded shoulders,

flat chest, spinal curvature, and increases the

height.

Only One Booklet sent to each applicant.

Please make it pcrftcily clear which took'et

is required. Write to-dayâ��" Health is the

first wealth."

IlXir41!-! HEALTH SPECIALIST

J. 1 Ð§ Ð�^ Ð� J., (Dept. S.). PUTNEY, LONDON, S.W. 1 Ã®

15
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Furniture of Economy, Comfort and Wear

CASH OR EASY PAYMENTS â�� Free and Safe Delivery

by Motor Traction, or Rail to nearest Railway Station.

SUITES WHICH WILL GIVE SATISFACTION IN WEAR.

If not approved of. can be returned at our expense, and any money paid will be refunded in full.

3-Piece

"PEMBROKE*

Solid Oak

Bedroom

Suite.

Comprising WARDROBE, DRESSING

CHKST and WASHSTAND. '

WARDROBE 4 ft. 6 ins. extreme width, 4 ft. on :

Carcass, height 6 it. Ñ� ins. Mirror of Bevelled â�¢

and Silvered Plate Glass, 50 ins. by 15 ins. Made \

in three parts, full width drawtr,..a}nple hanging :

accommodation, with, brass revolving and side ;

hooks. DKKSSINUfCHEST-'Ð· ft. wide, full :

width deep drawers, Jtwel Drawer, Swing Mirrcr :

of Bevelled and Silvered Plate Glajs, 28 ins. by :

18 ins., mounted on Castors. WASHSTAND ;

3ft. wide, Figured Marble Slab and Back, con- :

venient cupboard, "a Towel Rails affixed, mounted '

on Castors. The whole of the pieces are of â�¢

SOLID OAK and will stand a LIFE TIME'S :

WEAR. Copper or BrassHandlesof Antique finish. :

Mirrors are Bevelled and Silvered British Plate

Glass. If Washstaiui not required deduct Â£$ 5*. :

Oak Cane Chairs to match, 12*. 6d. each.

Three Pieces, Â£36 Cash, or Â£3 with Order and 33 Payments of Â£1 2s. 6d. Monthly

3-PIECE CHESTERFIELD SUITE.

Comprising SETTEE, seat 4 ft. by 2 ft.

deep, overall 5 ft. 6 ins., with adjustable

drop end measuring when down 6ft.,height

of back 3 ft. Pair of EASY CHAIRS,

seats 2 ft. by i ft. 6 ins., mounted on

Turned Stumps and Castors. The Interior

Upholstery Work is of the best. English

Web, Coppered Steel Springs, all double

tied with linen twine, Superior Canvas,

Coir Fibre, Washed Wool and Hair only

being used, thus ensuring to the Purchaser

lasting and comfortable Settee and Easy

Chairs, suitable for any room, and guar-

anteed to stand the Hard Wear of every

day use. Separate Prices of Settee or

Easy Chairs on application.

Finished in High-Grade Tapestry.

Patterns to customers' own selection.

3-Piece

"PEMBROKE"

Soundlv-Upholstered

Chesterfield Suite.

Three Pieces, Â£32 10s. Cash, or Â£3 with Order and 33 Payments of Â£1 Monthly

Our Fully Illustrated Catalogue, together with Terms, etc.

Ð´ perusal of this will save you I'ounds in Furnishing.

GLOBE

Furnishing CO. (Dept Pembroke Place

J. R. GRANT. Proprietor. E), LIVERPOOL.

FOSTER CLARKS

ITS THE CREAMIEST CUSTARD !

And it's this delightful creaniiness which makes

it so distinctive in character. Healthful and

pleasing to the palate, the children delight in it.

Of no custard can it be more truly said, it is

IDEAL WITH GOOSEBERRIES

CREAM CUSTARD
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Mad With Toothache?

Take two tablets of

GENASPRIN

^Ð©^ (The Safe Brand of aspirin )

It stops the pain in 10 to 15 minutes!

That is a true statement which you should verify

at once by sending for a Free Sample of Genasprin.

Don't make the mistake of supposing that Genasprin is

a dangerous, habit-forming drug â�� one which will extract a

cruel penalty afterwards for a temporary alleviation of pain.

If that were so, you had far better endure the pain of Toothacheâ��

but it is not so. Unlike ordinary " aspirin," Genasprin is certified

by Physicians to be incomparably pure and free from ill-effects.

Nor is Genasprin effective merely against ordinary mild Toothache.

It is just as potent in the severest Neuralgia â�� in a deep-rooted

abscess â�� in excruciating Headache â�� in Neuritis and Sciatica.

It does not necessarily cure: that is the doctor's affair, or the dentist's.

But it does stop the pain â�� does give you complete relief, for several

hours at a time, from these agonising pains which torment you night and

day, drive away sleep, and reduce your whole conscious life to a pin-point

of throbbing nerve-torture.

Send thie Coupon to-day

for FREE SAMPLE

To GENATOSAN. Ltd.,

Loughborough, Leicestershire, j

Please send me a Free Sample of Genasprin ;

; Tablets and Explanatory Booklet. I enclose ;

i a 2d. stamp for postage.

; fÃame.

Address..

Deft. S.J.

Once you have experienced for yourself the wonder-

ful pain-relieving effect of Genasprin you will take

care never to be without it. Your Chemist sells

it, price 2/- per bottle of 35 tablets â�� but fee that

he gives you Genasprin, not ordinary "aspirin."
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Revelations as

compelling as the most

Sensational Memoirs

" Truth " investigates the reason

for the world - wide popularity of

Ci/io

and produces some startling facts.

VY7E reproduce a few extraÃ©is from the exhaustive and convincing article, which

filled eight columns of " Truth " issue, dated March 1st, 1922, and dealt with

"The Triumphant Success Achieved by Ciro Pearls Ltd."

"Such perfection in re-

production has not been

attained in a day-years of

patient experiment have been

necessary to achieve the result.

One has only to examine some of

the old imitation pearL and compare

them with the Ciro product to Â»ÐµÐµ

how great is the advance that has

been made.

" So close is the resem-

blancethat onmany occa-

sions, people who would

have laughed at the idea

that they could not distinguish

between a real pearl and the finest

imitation have been utterly unable

to decide which was the oyster

pearl and which the Ciro.

"One has only to read the remarks

of delighted possessors to be aware

that there must be very

solid reasons for such

popularity. Such testimonials

are numbered by thousandsâ��they

come from people in all grades of

Society."

" The Indian Connoisseur,

pearl trader in the South

Seas, and Russian Bolshevik

equally pay unconscious

testimony to the realism of

Ciro Pearls."

"The columns of a whole

issue of 'Truth' could be

" Here in a nutshell is

the reason for the ever-

increasing popularity of

PearlS. The article

which invariably exceeds (he

expectations of its purchaser â��

that is universally recognised to

be marvellous value for the

money â�� is indeed a great rarity

nowadays.

"To sum up the evidence,

it will be found that the

amazing popularity of

OUR UNIQUE OFFER.

.

Latest descriptive Booklet, No. 12, Â«ent post free on applicat

OUR ONLY

ADDRESS IN

QRFAT BRITAIN.

Our Showrooms are on Ihe First Floor,

over Uoyds Bank. Near Piccadilly.

filled With expressions of

opinion, sent quite unsolicited

by purchasers of Ciro Pearls,

but enough have been quoted to

prove that the claimÂ» made by Ciro

PearlÂ» Ltd. as to the faithfulness of

their reproductions of genuine

pearls are justified up to the hilt.

CirO PearlS, and the equally

remarkable progress which has

been made by the firm of Ciro

Pearls Ltd.. is due Ñ� (1) ihe

production of an inimitable article;

(2) the placing of that prticle on

the marketi at prices within reach

of all."

mon=y. Ciro ear neceti may ao e o

We have a large staff of expert pearl stringerÂ».

ion.

WE HAVE

NO AGENTS

OR BRANCHES.
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This Beautiful

Pearl Necklace

direct from the producers

for I5/-

There is one sure way of judging

the incomparable superiority of Lily

Pearls over other reproduction pearls

â��by personal examination.

OUR UNEQUALLED OFFER.

For 15,'- we will send you a i6-inch Lily

Pearl Necklace, with solid gold clasp and

in case complete, or a Lily Pearl Tie-pin,

Stud or Ear-rings set in solid gold ; or

Brooch or Ring set in platinette, complete

in case.

If you are not entirely satisfied your mcney

will be refunded in full if returned within

seven days.

WHY

REPRODUCTION

PE&RLS

ARE ONLY IS/-

From a tatisfltd CÂ»M-

tomer

Southampton, 181*122.

" They are all and

more than you eay for

them. Th*y are in

deed ' gems' and make

one proud to own

them.'r

-(Mrt. E LOCK)

The original and simi-

lar letter* of approval

can be teen at cur

Showroom*.

We are the actual pro

ducere. not only of the

pearls hut of thf clani*.

Bettings, .v Wo make

the complete article and

itell direct to the public

from the greatort gem

**ntre of the world. This

nieans eliminating big

intermediate profit*, and is

the i- i-Hi for the motlent

price of Lily Pearls, which

are identical in colour,

hutre. weight and dura-

bility with natural pearls.

Write to-day and auk for Booklet No. 3

LILY PEARL & JEWELLERY CO.,

34. HATTON GARDEN. LONDON. E.C.I.

PrecinHf Stone and Gem Expert*,

Telephone : Mut:um 474S. Showrooms : 1st floor*

Bell's

THREE

Cigarettes

A golden wisp of fine

Virginia tobacco is rolled

with care in its delicate

sheath and becomes a frag-

rant Three Nuns Cigarette

Medium

20'i 50'i

If-'-

6D I/- 2/5 4/8

Hand Made

lO'i 20'i 50't

8D 1/4 3/4 6/8

100'.

STEPHEN MITCHELL & SON.

Branch ot The Impenml Tobacco Company

(of Great Britain and Ireland). Limired,

36. ST. ANDREW SQUARE. GLASGOW
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THE BARONESS ORCZY'S APPEAL

"Take Up Pelmanism"

" Not a Man or Woman

who would not be bene-

fited," says the Famous

Authoress of " The

Scarlet Pimpernel."

THE Uaroness Orczy. the famous authoress of

" The Scarlet Pimpernel," strongly appelle to

readers to take op Pelmanism.

She is convinced that it is just what thousands of

people need m order to make a success of their lives.

" F.ven the most superficial glance into the â�¢ Little

Grey Books ' of Pelmanism," ehe says. " will open up

the most dazzling possibilities and reveal the fact that

the mindâ��far more even than the bmlvâ��can be trained

to a high degree of perfection.

" You can attain your heart's desire with just a very

little application, a very little self-discipline, and let the

Pelman Institute do the rest for you. Put yourself in

their hands, and let them take you hy easy stages â��

every one of them a delightâ��along that beautiful road

which will lead you inevitably to success ; let them

smooth away for you all those difficulties which have

stood in your way hitherto ; if your Will has been feeble,

they will show you how to strengthen it ; if your Memory

is uncertain, they will show you how to render it more

keen ; they will give you Self-Confidence, which is the

essence of power, and Determination, which is the

foundation of proficiency.

MENTAL GOLD MINES.

" And once you have started on the Pelman Course,

let me assure yon that you will not wish to rest till you

have gone through to the end. There are 12 ' Little

iÃ¯rey Books.' each of which represents one week of simple,

easy, exceedingly pleasant mental and bodily exerciser.

And if you do these and follow the advice given yon in

the small books, each succeeding week will see you just

a little more self-reliant, just a little more confident,

a little more certain of ultimate success.

" Believe me, I have studied the little books,

each of them a small Â«old mine which goes to

enrich the brain. There Is not a man or woman

living who would not derive some benefit from

them, and there are thousandsâ��nay, millionsâ��to

whom they would mean just the difference between

a life of mediocrity and disappointment and one

of prosperity and of triumph."

Thousands of readers are following Baroness Ð�Ð³Ñ�Ð³Ñ�'Ñ�

advice ind are increasing their efficiency and earning

power by means of Pclman-sm. The number of letters

which reach the Pelman Institute from men and women

who have doubled, trebled and even quadrupled their

incomes and gained other valuable benefits as a result

of training their minds on Pelman lines is ama/ing. Thus

an Architect states that his income â�¢' has gone up 300 per

cent." ; a Clerk that he has been promoteÂ«! three timeH ;

a Manageress that owing to Pelmatiism she has become

more self-reliant and efficient and her salary has been

The Baroness Orczy.

& Sons.

doubled ; a Schoolmaster that the Course hat given him

back the mental concentration ho had lost during the

War ; a Student that Pelnmnism has enabled him to

pass an examination with flying colours.

Pelmanism quickly and permanently banishes such

weaknesses as Forgetfnlness, Mind-Wandering, Shyness,

Indecision, and so on, and develops, on the other hand,

such qualities as : â��

-Concentration

-Observation

Perception

Judgment

Initiative

Will-Power

-Decision

Ideation

Resourcefulness

-Organising Power

Directive Ability

Presence of Mind

Self-Confidence

Driving Power

Self-Control

-Tact

Reliability

-Salesmanship

and

A Reliable Memory

that are indispensable if you wish to achieve success in

any sphere of life.

Pelmanism is simple, easy, and interesting. It only

takes up a few minutes daily and can be practised in

'bus, tram, or train, or in odd moments during the day.

Even the busiest man or woman can spare a few minutes

daily for Pelmanism, especially when minutes so spent

bring in such rich rewards.

If, therefore, you wish to develop any of the qualities

mentioned above and to train your mind to the highest

possible state of efficiency, you should call or write

to-day for a free copy of " Mind and Memory," which

contains a full description ot Pelmanism, and shows

you how you can greatly increase your efficiency and

earning-power by this means. Apply to-day to the

Pelman Institute, 22, Pelman House, Bloomsbury Street,

London, W.C.I, and this Ireok will be sent you by return

gratis and post free.

Chvreeae Addresses :â��2675, Broadway, jVtw York,

U.S.A. ; Temple Building. Toronto, Canada ; 396, Flinderi

Lane, Melbourne, Australia; Natal Baltic Chambers,

Durlian, South Africa,- Alice Buildings, Hornby Rnad,

Bombay, India.
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You too can win

admiration

"Isn't she pretty?" folk say when

they see a girl or woman with that

fresh clear pink and white complexion

that wins admiration.

You too can be just as winsomeâ��

just as charming il only you will use

Icilma Cream regularly. For Icilma

Cream is the only one containing

the wonderful Icilma Natural Water

which stimulates the skin to Beauty.

Cream

Prictlll: large t>ot II-, everywhere. Flesh-linltd Cream, 1/1

perpot. Icilma n,,u ,uet Face Povderttwo tintsâ��Naturelle

and Creme), ne u> fopular site. 1/3; large site, 216 t>er box.

Use it daily and look your best

mam

Icilma Face 'Powder. \

Icilma 'Bouquet Face Powder, Me

fatcinatint silk'tifted face powderâ��

supreme for eoery purpose for \ahic\

toilet pouter is asedâ��ii note sold in

a popular sice at 113 per box.

New popular site, 1/3

Holiday Sketches make happy

souvenirs. The next time any

type interests you, try to sketch it.

Without training you could not

hope to pqual this Bathing Lady "!>â�¢

work of a former Press Art School

Pupil, now a Â£ 1,000 per annum " line "

Artist). You will, though, be surprised to

find how absorbing your effort can be.

And, guided by correct teaching, inherent

ability develops visibly and quickly

Can You Sketch?

If you have never drawn before but

n erely h ivÂ£ the wish to sttrt, or if you

already Draw tolerably and need finish

ing guid ince, my Postal Courses will

help you. They show the direct batÃ

to Sketching proficiency and are fully

described in my

FREE DRAWING PROSPECTUS.

Beginners will find the PREPARA-

TORY COURSE intensely interesting

and thoroughly happy. The A D-

VANCED COURSE teaches Tech-

nique. It is designed as a " finishing "

Course for the young Artist who can

Draw, but is unable to sell /m work.

Write for my Prospectus. If you send

a copy of this old Pupil's Sketch, or an

original Drawing (preferred), I will send

you a he'pful Criticism free as well as

the Prospectus. Address me person-

ally :â��Percy V. Bradbhaw, Pnncipal.

THE PRESS ART SCHOOL

(Dept S.M. 83). Tudor Hall, Forest Hill. S.E.Z3.

GIVE YOUR BOYA GOOD EDUCATION

EDUCATION, like most other thineÂ»,

costs more owing lo the War. especially the

final years which are Ñ� necessary to fit a

boy for success in lite. I brents should

take thought for the future and ensure the

best education for their sons by means of

A "Public Schools" Policy

WITH

The Standard Life

Assurance Company

Principal feature*.

(1) Â£100 Ð° year for 5 yean guaranteed when the

boy attains 14. 15, or 16. or such age as may

be desired.

(2) Immediate payment of the same in the event

of the father's death, or, alternatively,

(3) A large guaranteed turn down, and other

options.

(4) Return of all premiums paid in the event of the

child dying first.

Write for Explanatory Leaflet " H. 3."

The Standard Life Assurance

LONDON :

110. Cannon Street. E.C.4.

15a. Pall Mall. S.W.I.
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u

really must

try these delicious

Fish!

Â£250

CASH PRIZES

For best "Tynogram"

FIRST PRIZE Â£.25

A TTNOORAM is Ñ� sentence of nine

words referring to "Tyne Brand"

Herringe, each word commencing with

the letters T-V-N-E B-R-A-N-l), in that

order. Example : Tell Your Neighbours

Bverylxxly'8 Breakfast Reveals A New

Delight.

For beÂ«t "Happy Phraie"

FIRST PRIZE Â£2S

The "HAPPY PHRASE' must refer

to " Tyne Brand " Herrings. Example-

" The Sea't Bat Filh at their Vent

Best"

For best simple wayÂ« of

serving " Tyne Brand "

FIRST PRIZE Â£25

"Tyne Brand" Herrings can he served

in many delicious yet simple ways. See

if you can devise a new. simple way.

For largest collection of

Band Labels

FIRST PRIZE Â£25

Round the side of each tin of "Tyne

Brand " ffl a long narrow label or liand.

easily detached Save as many as you

can. and enter for this competition.

FOR YOUR BOYS& GIRLS

For best paintings of Illus-

tration on front of entry

form

Up to 12 years. FIRST PRIZE Â£3

is to 16 years. FIRST PRIZK Â£5

Ask your Dealer

for particulars and Entry Form, or send

a postcard to

TYNE BRAND PRODUCTS

(DepL G21), 329, High Holborn,

London, W.C.I.

N.B.â��You may send tu many en-

tries ta you Ð�Ð�Ñ�, but each entnimmt,

be accompanied Ð¬Ñ� one band label

from a 1-Ð¹. Tin of " Tyne Brand,"

or two labels from Ñ�-Ð¹Â». Tins.

Closing Date,

June 3Oth, 1922

The New

All-British Fish Daintyâ��

a Revelation of Quality & Flavour !

Buy a tin of" Tyne Brand "

to-dayâ��if you do not think

it is all we say it is your

grocer willrefundyour money.

" I feel it is my duty to ex-

press my gratitude to you for

producing such an excellent

dish "â��says one customer.

" ' Tyne Brand ' Herrings are de-

lightfully tasty and thoroughly

enjoyed. I do not know of their

appetising equal at the price"â��

says another.

People everywhere are realising

that " Tyne Brand " means some-

t*

thing different, better in every

way, than ordinary " herrings-in-

tomato-sauce."

You have only to look at an

opened tin to see at once how

much better "Tyne Brand"

Herrings are. Not until you have

tasted " Tyne Brand " can you

really know how flavoursome,

how satisfying the'sea's best fish

can be.

G-U-A-R-A-N-T-E-E-D to please yon !

Buy just one tin to-davâ��ifvoudonot

think itisall wesayit is, your grocer

will refund your money. Ask also

for Entry Form for "Tyne Brand"

^250 Cash Prize Competitions.

Ð¢Ñ� ne Brand"

Herrings in Tomato Sauce

OVAL TINS: i-lb. net (a full meal for 4) /// ,- \-lb. net, cd.

Sold by Harrod's, Selfridge'n, Whittley's, and Leading GrocerÂ» Everywhere.

If unobtainable locallyâ��send

9d. Stamps for 'I!.. Tin.

If your grocer hoe not ye t Iwen

able to eevure a supply, semi

v--, mi- and .(.Ð�Ð¼ and tM.

etanips for full-wire t-tb. tin of

"Tyne Brand" Herrings. Re-

cipe Booklet and Entry Form

for Â£250 Ð�-I-IL Prize Com-

petitions toâ��

TYNE BRAND PRODUCTS

<Dept. G21). 329,Hion HOLBORX,

LONDON. W.O.I.

Proprietors :

ShieldÂ» Ice <fc Cold Storage

Co., Ltd., North Shield!.

" THE SEA'S BEÃ�T

KlSH AT THEIR

VKRV BrsT."

Saht

Office, 98, at.

Tower St., B.C.3.
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Walking

in Fox's Puttees

means the maximum of ease and

comfort, and no dusty or be-

draggled appearance, even after

the longest tramp over moor and

fell or open road.

The most hygienic leg-coveringâ��

giving full weather protection combined

with comfort. The spiral fit and non-

fray edges ensure ease and smartness â��

the super-qualily material guarantees

long wear and good appearance.

Made in various

colourÂ« & shades.

Per pair.

Regulation Heavy-weight - 9/.

Extra Fine Light-weight - 11/.

Extra Fine Light Shade - 12/-

Ladies' Puttees: With Spats 12/6

(detachable I/- extra}

Without Spats - - - 7/e

CAUTION.

See that the name ' FOX ' is on the

metal discs (right and left , attached

to every genuine pair

of FOX's New Non-

Fray Spiral Puttees.

Patentees and Sole Manufacturers :

FOX BROS. & CO., Ltd. (Dept, R

Wellington, SOMERSET.

Agents Jar United States :

The MANLEV & JOHNSON CORPORATION,

160, West Broadway, New York, U.S.A.

"F.I.P."â��Fox'* Improved Puttees

il

FOX'S (131Â» PUTTEES

"JVon-Fra> Spiral "

Hi ! Stop the Band !

A Lady has dropped her Suspender,

LADIES Ask your Draper for "Sphere" Suspenders

with the l .Ð» Supreme Button. The " Sphere

AND La Supreme" will not tear your finest hose,

GFNTLEMEN Ask your OutÃ±tier for "Sphere" Braces and

the " Sphere Broadway ' darter, a new

" Sphere 'speciality made of if" wide " spring-

easy" el.Â«stic. It Ã�-Â» most comfortable in wear.

M Sphere " goods are noted for Quality, Finish, and Reliability.

STAMPS! STAMPS!

FRFF ^ MAGNIFICENT SET of 14 POLAND

' **â�¢ -â�¢ * â�¢ presented gratis to every applicant for the

"JUNE" Packet Price 6il. Postage 2ci.

Containsâ��IRISH PROVISIONAL GOVT. ist Issue,

Czecho Slovakia io;o. FALKLAND IS. WAR STAMP,

DANTZIG FREE STATE, West Russin, set of 3 scarce

Â§rovisionals, LETTLAND printed on captured GERMAN

TAFF MAP, UKRAINE REPUBLIC, scarce provl.

catalogued at 45., Russia 1902 i rouble, orange and brown,

GERMAN AUSTRIA, set of 6 unused high values,

FRENCH NIGERIA, 1971.

When writing ask to see my latest prieÂ«1 list, which contains

some wonderful barÃ�ains in packets and sets for Collectors.

My laniou* A, T. Approvals will^ be Jor-

warded upon request. Mention rfcutretrtfnis.

ALAN TURTON, 32, Great St. HÃ¨lent, LONDON, E.C.3.

These Series of Pens

write as smoothly

as a Lead Pencil.

Neither Scratch

nor Spurt, the

Points being

rounded by

a Special

Process.

Assorted

Sample Box

lOid.

in Stamps from

ihe Works,

BIRMINGHAM
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From the

Maison Lyons,

London.

MAISON LYONS

CH.OCOLATES

ARE SOLD BY

MOST H IGH -

CLASS CONFEC-

TIONERS. THEA-

TRES & CINFMAS

THROUGHOUT

THE COUNTRY

Within two or three years these Chocolates

have become the favourite'â��it's real good-

ness that has put them at the top of the tree.

per

4f-

Aleo sold at Lyons Corner House ;

Strand Corner House : the Maison

LyonÂ« and every LYONS TEASHOP.

The

CUBE Teapot in Use

Special Offer.

Write/'Â»-free book-

let, " The Romance

of tt Teai>ot,"ffioing

full Â¡Â¡articulare of

Â¡Â¡alterne /row 4/-,

or better itill, nuty

u1Â« eend yon a >'im-

tde Mlf- coloured

Cube Tenitotâ��red,

IHnk.blHn,oryfllotot

We will aladiy ex-

change teapot or

refund money if

you are not fully

Â»ntitfled. Plenge

mention Ð½Ð°Ñ�Ðµ of

thiÃª maoatine when

witinp.

Sitefm'Zj-effjile 5/6

For 3 peojile ,, Of-

fer 4 i-eoi-fi- .. 6/6

i'oftftye 1/- extra.

ROBT. JOHNSON

â�¢ Drpt. S). Loadon

It's a delight to

pour from a

CUBE

Teapot

CUBE

As each day breaks you can look

forward with pleasurable anticipation

to ihts delightful confection.

SIMPLY DELICIOUS.

TIHMRIGHTS!

"OFFEEDE1IGHÃ�

/. LYONS & Co.. Ltd..

London. W.

â��Ð²Ð¾ easy and so

cleanâ��so compact

and so convenient.

The Spout

of a "Cube" is

built inside the

teapot. It pours

perfectly but ha^

no long " nose "

to chip.

CO. (Leicester). Ltd..

Road. Leicester.

1^- FREE AND

POST PAID.

Semi postcard for

an in terÐµÐµ 11 n Ðº

email Painting

Book, with condi-

tÃ"Ti- on bach ]>:iL'i-

of a toy distribu- Â¡

tfon. Mention

Strand Maca fine.

GOOD FOR A COLD.

TarnwriÃht's "Toffee De-Lirht"

le nota by Oonfeclioners at

6D. Â± Â¡L i" daintily wrai>T>e<l

per 4 IU. pieces, mid In tins,

TRY SOME TO-DAY.

Obtninablc from Harrods, John

Barker & O>., Ltd., Seear's

branches, and all conferÃ ioners.

If any difficulty is experienced)

please send to us p.c.

MakerÂ«â��

TURNER ft WAINWRIGHT, Ltd.

fl)ept A), Br|t'hoiis<> Y(>RK8.
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The Drugless Remedy

for

Indigestion

DRUGS are '' 's Dangerous to attempt the

T-V treatment of Indigestion with

UangeroUS Drugs. Drugs are opposed to

Nature, and their action is noihing more than a blud-

geoning of the symptoms into a false state of inertia

that may lead to other and more harmful complications.

Know what Indigestion really means, and you will

readily understand the danger lurking in "cures" that

mean merely a postponement of recurring attacks.

W hat i Ð¯ Indigestion has its origin in the

Tnrli>T*iotiir>? disability of the body to pass out

indigestion Ã of the systcm certajn substances

rejected by the digestive organs as incapable of assimi-

lation. The continued presence of those substances

has many ill effects and is responsible for many distress-

ing symptoms such as Headaches, Lassitude, Flatu-

lence and Acidity. These conditions, however, are

merely symptoms â�� to lull one of them or all of them

is not lo remove the cause, i.e., the undigested sub-

stances fermenting in the digestive tracts, but rather to

aggravate and prolong the mischief already done.

Help Nature â�� matter what the ill â�� if reme-

to Cure l''a' measures are lo 'je success-

e ful Nature must be helped, not

hindered. The surest Ð¸Ð²/ÐºÐ³Ð¾/lrealment for Indigestion

is the Charcoal Treatment. Brngg's Charcoal works

hand in hand with Nature in removing the cause of

Indigestion, acting in a natural nnd harmless fashion

by arresting fermentation, seizing upon the impurities

in the digeslive tracts, rendering such impurities

innocuous, and carrying them out of the system.

DoCtOrS Endorse TlÂ«useof Ð�Ð³Ð»^Ð§ Charcoal for the

n , Treatment of Indigestion has been

1>Ð�Ð�Â£1? Ð�Ð¡Ð¿Ð�Ð�Ð¡Ð�Ð�! endorsed by medical practitioners for

more than half a crntury. This is

because Bragg's Charcoal strikes straight at the root of the

mid.-uiy anil hccan-": its action in use follows natural and

scientific laws. llrags's Charcoal Â¡s neiiher aperient nor

astiingent, tonic nor sedative.

Five Palatable Ð�Ð³Ð»88'5 pure Ð£ÐµÐ³Ð¼Ð°Ð«Ð¸Ð¡Ð¬Ñ�Ð³Ñ�Ð¾Ð°! is the

live i aiaiaoie only Ñ�Ð°Ð«,,Ð«Ñ� fÃ¼rm Â¡â�� which Ð�,Ð°Ð³Ñ�Ð¾Ð°1

- tO - take cnn be taken, but Ilragg'" Charcoal is

made up into five different forms, so

ihai yOU can ly^r. Â¡t jn either biscuits.

powder, capsule or lozenee, and tablets, whichever is easiest and

most pnbitaUe loycu. Hiscuits (the most popular form), 1/8, 3/4

iÂ«nd 6/3 per box; Powdei , 2/6 and 4/6 per bottle; Lozenges

and Tablets. 1/5 and 5'- per box; Capsules, 2/6 per box.

Obtainable from all Chemists,

A \Xf e e k ? S

Yon can secure a week's Charcoal

_ treatment free by filling in the coupon

Treatment belowraml posting it. together wiih 3d.

Tâ��O f I"1 in stamps to cover hrtlf cost of postage,

'"â�¢ Ð� Ð�. Ð�, to j, I,. BragK, 1Ð»Ð�., 6Ð¾. lÃ¯eaconsfield

Road, N.II. You will receive a generous free sample of Bragg'e

Charcoal, together with a little Brcchure '* Nature's Way of

Health," which tells you allabout Bragg'-= Charcoal and the rat ion*

al, scientific manner in which it successfully treats Indigestion.

FREE SAMPLE COUPON

Cut out this Coupon and post to J. L. BRAGG, Ltd.,

60, Beaconsfield Road, N.i:.

Send me a free sample of Bragg's Charcoal Biscuits, Lozenges,

and Tablets, and 1 will give the remedy a fair tri.4. I enclose

3d. in stamp* to pay half the

Ð£Ð°Ñ�Ðµ

postage.

A Genuine

DOLLOND

Stereo Pocket Prism x8,

leather sling case, 7 days'

approval. Net cash 7 Gns., or

by easy monthly

Ð» â��M Ð¯ with order and

â�¢% I / _- 8 instalments <

*J M.f ~ 154.6.1. each.

-/PHOTOGRAPHY

SIMPLIFIED

A'o experience

required.

A'o Dark Itoom

necettary.

COMPLETE

OUTFITS

comprising

Camera with

Rapid Recti-

linear Lens, Daylight Developing Tank, and all

requisites to make finished pictures. Full instiuctions.

KÃ¤me oÃ Sue of KetCatk orurith Ð�Ð¾Ð½Ð¨Ð¸

OutJU. Picture. Price. Order. I'avmentt.

Vest Pocket Kodak 2* x Ifin. 73/- 17/- and 8 @ 7/6

No. 2 lirownie 3t x 2Jin. 90/- 19/- and 8 @ 9/6

No. JA Brownie 4}x2iin. in/. 26'- and 8 @ n/6

No. 3 Kodak 4ix3Jin. 160/- 32/- and 8 @ 17/-

All Folding Autographlo Cameras with R.R. Lenses.

Price Lilt of other Outfit Jree.

DOLLOND

Ð£.

:

Retail Establishments :

211 OXFORD 8T. ; 2 NORTHUMBERLAND AV.

OLD BROAD ST.; 36 LUDCATE HILL;

BROMPTON RD. ; 12 GEORGE ST., CROYDON.

DOLLOND & CO., LTD. l AV. 1750) Poet Order Deft.

~ 44 KIRBY ST., Hatten Carden, E.C.I, LONDON ~

J

w Our

, wholesale factory

i to rider prices w'\\\saveyov

J founds. Send to-day for our

J reduced cash and credit terms Â¿

F We pack free, pay carriage A allow '//

. 15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL fit

f Ð� S.A. bree Whtel. Defiance Pune- L*

' ture Resisting or Uunlon T)Tes.

Brooks'Saddle^ Ð·-Speed Gear, etc.

15 Years' Warranty given. Old Ñ�Ñ�-

chines exchanged. Money refund

i ed if dissatisfied. Shop-soiled and

k Kcond-hand bicycles .it big bar- rj

L gain prices. Accessories a^t be- Ð¼1

Ð� low shop prices. Immediate de- r*

Ñ� livery. Wnteior art catalogue.'S,

L MEAD CYCLE CO. IDC,, f-'

(Tlei)t Ð�.74Ð¯),

BIRMINGHAM

U

COLONIAL

STRAP WATCH

Â§ SPLENDID TIMEKEEPER.

â�¢ Guaranteed for all Climate!. Solid

I .Silver Â»'ases. Screw BeiÂ«l. Damp and

Duet Proof, SniÂ»erior Ð¢Ð»Ð³ÐµÐ³ 1>Q Ð� Ð�

M Ð³Ð¼.-Ñ�. Fully Jewelled, *Â»O.O.U

With ra-lium dinl, 10/e extra Post hrte.

(time can be seen in the dark). An

Meal Gift. Write for Cnt/iloffHÂ« of

Wntfh't. Jwrlltrv. and Klretro â�¢ PintÂ«

fmmtion "The Strand Jfno."y (o JOHN

ELKAN, Â«...LUmiiii and BilveramicbÂ« .

Â»Ð�. Liverpool St.. Ijondon. B.C. ^
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It Pays to Obey

the new laws on teeth cleaning

Dental science, after years

of research, has set down some

new laws on teeth cleaning.

Authorities advise them

almost the world over. Lead-

ing dentists everywhere are

urging their adoption.

Millions of people already

know the benefits.

Old methods have proved

inadequate. Tooth troubles

have been constantly increas-

ing. Clean, glistening- teeth

have been rarities.

You owe yourself this ten-

day test to see what the new

way does.

The war on film

One great object is to fight

the film. Film is that viscous

coat you feel. It clings to

teeth, gets between the teeth

and stays there.

The tooth brush, used in

old ways, leaves much of that

film intact. Then night and

day it may be unceasing in

effect. Most tooth troubles

have a potential origin in film.

Film absorbs stains, making

the teeth look dingy. Film is

the basis of tartar. It holds

food substance which fer-

ments and forms acids. It

holds the acids in contact with

the teeth and the acids may

cause decay.

Film combatants

Dental science has found at

last two effective film com-

batants. Authorities have

proved them by many careful

tests.

A new-day tooth paste has

been perfected, called

Pepsodent. It avoids past

mistakes and meets modern

requirements. These two film

combatants are embodied in it.

So every application fights the

film in two efficient ways.

This Test will Â«how

five effects

We offer here a ten-day test

It will be a revelation. You

will see and feel five great

effects which old ways do

not bring you.

You will realize the effect

on film. You will see teeth

highly polished, so film less

easily adheres.

In addition, these effects will

come. And modern icsearch

proves all of them essential.

The salivary flow will be

multiplied. That is Nature's

great tooth-protecting agent.

The starch digestant in

saliva will increase several

fold. That is there to digest

starch deposits on teeth, which

may otherwise ferment and

form acids.

The alkalinity of the saliva

will be multiplied. That is

Nature's neutralizer for acids

which may cause decay.

Every application brings

those five desired effects.

Together they will bring you

a new conception of clean

teeth.

Watch them whiten

Send the coupon for the

10-Day Tube. Note how

clean the teeth feel after using.

Mark the absence of the

viscous fi'.m. See how teeth

whitenâ��how they glistenâ��as

the film-coats disappear.

Watch the new beauty that

comes to the teeth. Learn the

new feeling of cleanliness A

few days will convince you

that this new method is

essential, both to you and

yours.

Cut out the coupon now.

The New-Day Dentifrice

A scientific film combatant, bringing five

desired effect*. Approved by authorities and

now advised by leading dentists everywhere.

Supplied in large tubes by all druggists.

S Jtfrican dislribu'ors :

Vtrrinder, 1Ð�Ð�., "P.O. So* 6824 Johannesborg, lo whom

S.A. residents may send coupon.

10-DAY TUBE FREE

THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,

(Dept. 131), 40, Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C. 1.

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent toâ��

Name

Address.,

G've full address. Write plainly.

Onlv one tube to a family.
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THESE are NOT Surplus Army Stock,

but perfectly tailored Cuats of the

very finest brand-new materialsâ��smart,

warm, comfortable, and absolutely water-

proof

"FOUR COATS

Without

Fleece

Lining,

An Ideal Coat for

Motorists, Travellers,

and all who need a

smart, snug, and

thoroughly rainproof

Coat

CARRIAGE PAID.

IN ONE."

triple-proofed, highest

Odourless and

1. OUTER COAT of specially tested,

grade Gabardine.

2. OILSKIN INTERLINING (not rubber).

non-perishable.

3. COSY CHECK LINING of superior quality in smaiU designsâ��

also proofed.

4. FLEECE LINING both sleeves and body, easily detachable.

Convertible collar can be worn open, semi-open, or buttoned

up as storm collar.

WRITE FOR FREE

PATTERNS. We .!â�¢â�¢

not ask you to send nio

ney lÂ«-fore you teet the

quality of our rcmarknUe

offer. Write to-day toâ��

EVERY COAT GUARANTEED.

If you are not delighted withtheCoat

we will refund your money in full,

together with postage. Further, should

any defect develop during reasonable

wear, we will remedy or replace the Coat.

FORSYTH & CO.,

The Actual MakerÂ«, I

Dept. RO, YORK BRIDGE MILLS, LEEDS

End Your Skin

Trouble

Let us ask you some

straight questions. Have

you spols or pimpleson your

face, or a rasli or breaking-

out on any part of your

body ? Have you a bad leg,

or is one of your children

suffering from ringworm

or netllerash ? Are you

worried by insect bites, sun-

burn, skin irritation or

eczema ? All such annoy-

ances and miseries are

absolutely unnecessary.

You can be immediately

relieved and quickly cured

by Antexema. That's why

you should procure a boltle

of this wonder - working

British remedy at once

and commence applying it

without further delay.

Get Antexema To-day

~ nieta and Htoros. also Boats'. Harrodi

Lewis and burrows'. Taylor*' Drug Ð¡Ñ�Â»â��

lire's, supply Anti-xoma at Ð¯'- and l'Ð¯. the la

Â»loinical ; or direct, post free, a Â¡ind 1'Â«, fix

...A" . Ð¡Ð¬Ð¸Ð¿Ð«Â« and Htoros. alio Boots'. HINTÂ«!Â»'. Selfridge's.

\\hiteleys, Lewis an.l Hurrowe'. Taylor.' Drug Co.. Parken Â»nd

I iinothy A\ hites. MipplyAntt-xoma at S'- and Ð�. the larger sire (Ðº-injt

Â£ie more economical ; or direct, post free, Ã� â��nd l/Ð². (rom Antr-Ñ�-Ñ�Ð°.

OÂ»tle Laboratory, London, N.W.I. Also lliroi g lout India, Auitnili*.

New /eahnd. Canada and Africa.

lililÃ ^BBhJIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII jfSf^

Ð� Ð�

NEW HAT

FOR 2/9. '

LET US SAVE YOU MONET

LADIES- and CHILDREN'SJEU

Panama, straw, tagel. felt, silk-*"Â«

covered, or wire-shaped Hats cleaned, renovated, â��

Ð³ strengthened, and remodelled in the latest Parisian =

= sha|>eB. of which fullyillnstnited list will IM-eeutyou tonelect S

S fromâ��from 2 Ð² to 4-, lintÂ« can he dyed navy, nigger, or S

= hliclc. or. If a light shade, in the following : Kingfisher blue, -r

= mole, or plltnr-hox red. at a fcliglit.K :iiMitional cost. IT

= : Gent.'s soft felt, velour and tweed h.as ! S

â�� : renovated, re-shaped, re-trimmed, and : â��

^ madÂ»- equal to new, 43 to e -. ; s

= SEND Ð�Ð� MdNEY.-itoÃi upyÃ¶Ã¼rÃ¶id'Hiit."at'tsch your =

â�� _ name und address securely, and poet it to us to-day. =

S 1'Ð¾Ð½Ð³ money nithetitatinglit rffunafd if you ate not comnÃetoÃy ~

2 snÃia/Â«Ã u'lien Â¡/our hat iÂ» reÃiÃmed. :"

= UNIVERSAL HAT RENOVATING CO., Dept. "8," =

= Reano Works. Round Green, Luton, Beds. â��

Illllllllllllllllllllllllll Illllllllllllllllllllllllllll Illllllllllllllllllllll Illlllll

-BE ECONOMICAL-

Ð¼Ð´ÐºÐ� YOUR OWN UNDERWEAR.

NIGHTDRESS

TOP. good quality em-

broidtretl i Â»or,- Ð¾ /Ñ�

ckth. Foil fret- Ð�/Ð�

CAMISOLE OR CHEMISE

TOP. good quality Long- A igt

cloth. Post free Â¿/0

Enough fine LONGCLOTH to

complete Nightdress or 90

Chemite. Extra Â¿ J

DANIELS,

209, KENTISH TOWN

ROAD, LONDON, N.W.5
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DUROBELLE is the original British

guaranteed permanent dye. For

fifteen years it has been sold and used

throughout the world under ALLEN'S firm

guarantee to replace free if colours fade.

Ð§ There is no substitute for DUROBELLE

â��nothing so beautiful, so economical, so

thoroughly tested, and so safe.

Casement or Dress Cloth. 28 In.. II- per yd.

Casement Cloths, 31 In., from 1/4Ã� per yd.

Casement Cloths, fio lu., from 2/2 per yd.

Bolton Sheetings. 60 in., from 3 111 per yd.

Madras Muslins. 50 In., from 2/11} per yd.

Fancy Damasks. Tapestries, Reps und

Mattings. Poplins. Artificial Silk Mixtures.

Tke 1922 Ã©dition of "My lailjt Home."

Ailtn'i famou* llfr/iop^ Colour Catalogue

of beautiful fabricÂ», iÂ» now ready. WritÂ«

for your frte copy to-day.

DEPT. A,

BOURNEMOUTH

I BOU

|j. J. ALLEN, Ltd.,

I Ð�Ð�Ð Ð¢ Ð�

The "Grey Hair'

Problem

Solved by

a New

Discovery

Colour

Restored

Gradually,

Permanently,

Safely

Nuctone" it an entirely

new discovery, which

gradually restores the

colour to the Hair, without

Dyeing, however grey or

faded the Hair may be.

There is no sudden change

from greyness to the

natural colour of the Hair,

as with Dyeing. The colour

comes gradually, but per-

manently and safely.

Guaranteed not to contain

Sulphur. Lead, or any other

injurious ingredients

Everyone who has tried

Nuctone" is delighted

with the results. 11 your

Hair is going grey, or even

u it is grey altogether, send

for a bottle of ' Nuctone"

today: Ð²/Ð² post free.

_ Nuctone" for Darle Hair.

Nuctone " Eclaire for

Fair Hair.

J, Stewart, Ltd.,

Hair-Specialists,

80, New Bond St.,

LONDON, W.I.

WTE

WfÃECT

TO THE

FREE BOOK

and buy direct at Factory

Prices. H. SAMUEL, the largest

Jeweller in the Empire, ig able

to offer all that is newest and

best in Jewellery, Watches,

and Plate at sensationally

low prices.

Full Month'sTrlalâ��Any Article

Money refunded If desired. Write

to-day.

EXQUISITE

COLD

PENDANT.

Set with Pearls

and Sap-

phires, or

Ð�, llul.i. -

AMAZINC VALUE

IN DIAMOND

RINGS.

See the hundreds

of Iteaiitiful Kinps

Illustrated in the

Free Book.'

SOLID GOLD __ _

BRACELET R7 R

â�¢â�¢'â�¢

High-giade. fnllj jewelled

movement, accurate

timekeeper. 10 years'

* I warranty.

OVERSEAS ORDERS

rtfeive the prompt

attention of n */â�¢<â�¢< ml

manager. Catalogue

tiuiih'ti frff. _

SEND POSTCARD FOR THE

FREE BOOK NOW !

H. SAMUEL

31, MARKET ST., MANCHESTER.

O'-er 85 firanrtirÂ«. im-ludinq :

WOOLWICH: 40 and Â«Ð³, PowisSueÂ«.

CROYDON: 16. Nortli Kn.l.

NEWCASTLE: 2, Grainger Street, W.

PORTSMOUTH! 141, Commercial Road.

CLASCOWl 134-136, Argyle Street. H.SAMUEL. LTD.
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For SEA SICKNESS

& TRAIN SICKNESS

MOTHERSILL'S has received the un-

qualified endcrsement of the leading

papers of the world, and the finest testi-

monials from the world's greatest men,

women and institutions. Among these are

Bishop Taylor-Smith (Chaplain General

oi the British Forces), Doctors. Bankers,

Polytechnic Tours, Salvation Army, etc.

Sold under a Positive Guarantee

to Prevent and Cure Sea or Train

Sickness or Money Returned.

MOTHERSILL'S is guaranteed not

to contain Cocaine, Morphine, Opium,

Chloral, or any of the coal-tar products.

No Bad After Effects.

Of all Chemists throughout the World.

MOTHERSILL BEMEDY CO.. LTD..

19. St. Bride Street. London, E.c'.

Fascinating

Freesia

An exquisite Flower Fragrance

of supreme beauty. It adds

to the Toilette a note of

refinement and elegance.

ana toilet Soap

PRICES.

Perfume - 5/-, 8/6,11 /6, 17/6 per bottle

Powder - - - 3/3 per box

Bath Salt Tablets - 3/-per box of 12

Of all Chemists and Stores, and from

YARDLEY & CO., Ltd.,

8, New Bond St., London.

PERSPIRATION

THAT BANE

â�� OF THE ACTIVE WOMAN â��

Can be naturally reduced and robbed of all

its un pleasant net ses by the regular u*e of

" Poudre de SantÃ©."

"Poadre de SantÃ©" is a delightful and

hygienic Toilet Powder which instantly destroys

the acrid odour of perspiration, ami. used regu-

larly, will permanently correct I he lax conditions

of the skin which give rise to it.

Write to Marshall & Co., 70a, BasinghaU Street,

London, E C.2, for FREE DESCRIPTIVE BOOKLET,

or order a trial box, 2/9 pott free.
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The whole of my success in life is due to

SANATOGEN"

(TAÂ« True Tonic Food}

To GENATOSAN, LTD., London, March I. 1922.

LOUGHBOROUGH, LEICESTERSHIRE.

Dear Sirs,

Though for obvious reasons I wish to remain anonymous, I take the liberty

of writing to you with my own hand by way of repaying to your Company a

debt of long standing. The whole of my success in life is due to Sanatogen.

"/ suffered a Nervous Breakdown."

I am 48 years of age, and head of a large financial business in the City

of London. Though I have always enjoyed good health, I was born with a

highly nervous temperament of the well-known type which ''lives on its nerves,"

and eventually, usually at about or before middle age, breaks down. In fact,

in 1905, I suffered a nervous breakdown from overwork, and from then on

to 1913, when Sanatogen was first called to 'my attention (through an ad-

vertisement) I was always working on the very edge of my nervous powers,

and frequently was obliged to take long rests in which to recuperate.

All this time I was engaged in extremely active work, in a large way.

" Sanatogen has made another man of me."

In 1913, I realised that I had reached the critical period of my career,

and that the future of my business depended on the power with which I

was able to grasp the opportunities then offering themselves. At the same

time I was equally certain that my physical powers were not equal to the

demands I should have to make on them.

I then experimented with Sanatogen. The result surprised me, for I

discovered that forthwith all sense of strain and brain fatigue vanished.

Since then I have never been without itâ��and it is literally true that

it has made another man of me.

In the war, despite my age, I served as an officer, abandoning my business

to do so, and returning to civil life to find only my foundations left to me.

But the business has been rebuilt, I have accumulated a large fortune,

and I am the head of a happy, tranquil and successful family.

A MAJOR, D.S.O.

Would not Sanatogen benefit YOU ? Get a supply TO-DAY.

All chemists sell Sanatogen, from 2/3 to 1 Ol9 per tin.
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Walk on an

Economy

Basis

Wear Palatine Heels and Soles

â��they will save you big boot

bills !

Palatine Stationary Heels have

an air pocket at back that gives

spring to the step. They fit close

â��become part of the leather

heel itself.

Palatine Tredlite Soles become

invisible in use, for they have

Ladiei'. p>ir, lOd. Heels and soles are of buoyant

Gent.'> Ditto, new rubber that wears from 3 to

1/3 .nd 1/6 6 months

Trtdhte SoU,, p ^ an econ

Lldiei. Ñ�Ñ�Ð³. 1/Ð�. i â�¢ , t '

(..Ñ�,!'- Ditto. 2/6. basisâ��see that you always wear

Palatine

Heels

Soles

Sold at all High-Class Boot Shops

Whvlrsalc only from the Manufacturers :

PALATINE HEEL BRANCH

of Ike LEYLAND 6 BIRMINGHAM RUBBER Co.. Ltd.,

Preston, England.

HUB Ml â�¢â�¢â�¢Â»â�¢ â�¢â�¢ â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢ â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢!

j HOLDING'S

5 THE ORIGINAL LIGHTWEIGHT

TENTS

ALL LOVERS OF Â£

OUTDOOR LIFE J

SHOULD SEND FOR ILLUS- V

TRATED CATALOGUE J

Manaitcr. I-. P. BDOQLES. !

rjlDOQXSTREETaONDON.W.I. Â«

World Renowned

LAWN MOWERS

and ROLLERS

For nearly a century Green's have been

the pioneers of all that is best in Lawn

Mowers. Easy running, yet producing

perfect lawn surface. Adjustable to any cut.

Motor MowerÂ» made in lizes from 18 in. to 42 in.

Obtainable from IronmongerÂ«. Stores etc.

Write for free Illustrated Booklet No. 37 to-

THOS. GREEN & SON. Ltd., SmithfÃeU Ironwork,. LEEDS.

And NPW Surrey Works,

Be Dressed in The BEST

Cloths that England or Scotland produces, hand-

tailored In all vital pnrt* to your own measure*.

GrOTCfl et Llndley cut out all middlemen'Â»! ÐµÐ¿Ð°Ð³ÐºÐµ?.

Thfir direct-by-poet

HIGHEST PRICE Â£?"7 I Ð�Â»

for Lounge Suit Is It a â�¢ J. VÂ».

Good reliable Btiite at even lower prices

Special Offer to " Strand "

Readers of 100 Cloth

Patterns POST FREE.

Write for them now. Selected for Over-

Ð²ÐµÐ°Ñ� men. Helf - measurement inetruc-

Ð�Ð�Ð¨ Included. Satisfaction or Money

Bark Guaranteed. Write for Ð�Ð»Ð�ÐµÐ³Ð¿Ð²

nowâ��

Groves &Undley,Sallt

114. The Lion. Hudderefleld

'!'- - â�¢:â�¢ .-â�¢! nu!, jj i , -

than any olhere. Suit

equally HontÂ«-, all Sporte,

Holidays. Mr. niacknhaw.

"Â¿>'o comfortable for etanding long hvare. Cannot do without thfm."

Say sire and Colour. Ð Ð�Ñ�ÐµÐ½ ip*wt free!. U.K.

f'obmr- Brown. Rlftck, or White. Children Ð². 1Ð». lies'. Gent*'.

A. I'lnlii Slinett 'without Strapping).. .. 311 4 Ð¯ 4.'4

D. bmther Kit t Â¡Ð¿Ð³* <Ñ�* v*-r illiiwmtÃonl .. â�� 58 50

Ð�Ñ�Ð¼'Ð¿Ð¾Ð³ TÃ¯iook'-.l. noBtrapplnÂ« iBoota le. Eitral Ð² Ð² Ð¢ -

I^atherSoled Sh.wB (superior) ...... 7/Ð² 7/Ð² Ð²/Ð²

" Ideal " for f*hÃ®phnard in any capacity.

.lute S}IM,.S rlienpesr while Icnrlier MI .iear. Easier to feet.

"Idfal" for School Drill. Inhibition*. .*â�¢<-. MO NAILS.

Three pairs at one time. 3d. per pair off; sir Â¡a int. 3d. Full list. 3d.

PATENT CANVAS SHOE COÂ« 1. STEPS ROAD, oeir GLASGOW.

40 yenrÂ«' Advertiser*. Cooleet for Ilot ClimatÂ«*.

Sent abroad on rweipt of M.O. and Parcel PosiÂ«e.
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DR. SCHOLL'S BUM-

ION REDUCER protista

the sensitive inflamed area

from pressure. Reduces the

enlargement by abeorptiou,

and stops shoe bulging.

Kighte and lefts in raen e

ana women's sizes. Each Ð¯/Ð²

Frequent and painful

wrenching of the ankle

when walking, constant

wearing down of the shoe

at the heelâ��these are in-

dications of a foot weak-

ness that needs correction.

DrScholl's

foot Comfort Appliances

DR. SCHOLL-S TOE-

FLEXKtraightfnHdistorted,

crooked toee. Restoreenorm&l

muecular action, and correcte

bunions. Worn comfortably

in yonrordinary shoes. Men a

and women1! sixes. Each Ð¯/-

are

need

specially designed and constructed to give just that relief and correction you

, no matter whether you suffer from run-over heels or flat foot, weak foot,

bunions, corns, callouses, crooked toes, hot, tender, perspiring feet, etc. Millions

of satisfied customers testify to the merits of Dr. Scholl s Foot Comforts.

In 43 different countries 80 per cent, of the

Foot Appliances sold are Scholl made. Only

selected materials are used in the construction

of Scholl goods, which are an.itomically correct

and approved by the medical profession.

Dr. SckoU'a Booklet free on request.

THE SCHOLL MFG. CO., LTD.t

Ð» .â�¢ ft â�¢ i â�¢ / â�¢ i

2, Giltspur Street, London, b.C.l.

DR. SCHOLL'S FOOT-

EAZER affords comfort

and relief to tired, aching

feet, weak arches, flat

foot, etc. Worn comfort-

ably In ordinary ehoes.

Price per pat Ð³ 1Ð�/Ð²

Dn.SCHOLiLtS Mr ALK

STRATE HEEL PADS

for Ð¿Ñ�-Ð¾Ñ�ÐµÐ³ l.i.i- Pre-
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GET THE CHILDREN

FRY'S new coloured picture bookâ��full

of elves and gnomes ; FREE from

Fry & SonÂ», Ltd.. 2â�� II. Union Street.

Bristol.

CHOCOLATES

' I 'HE real sepia-toned photograph of the Prince in

1 Naval uniform is a most distinguishing feature o(

FRY'S Prince of Wales Chocolate Box.

In addition, therefore, to a daintily varied selection of

Chocolates, you have the added pleasure of possessing

a charming likeness of our Prince.

4/6 per Mb. 2/6 per Mb.

Chivera rt

OldeEnÃ³iÃai

Marmalade

*the fÃ¶reah/aft Tab

HEALTH GRANULES

Cooling, Refreshing, Sparkling. Nice to take.

Sold by Chemists ant Druggists only in 1/- & 2/- sizfs.

Makerâ�¢ : T. KerfMt & Co., Ltd.. Bardiler Vale. BanUler. UrKÂ».

a r>ew one

Not

The carpet wÂ»e simply

covered with stains and

â�¢puts. Mary suggested

Chivers Carpet Soap and

we tried It.

I cleaned it with

CHIVERS*

CARPET

SOAP

F. CbirtrÂ» & Co.Ltd, BÂ»lh

Sample :

2d.Suunp
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How to Re-Finish Old Furniture

Every home has old furniture stored away which

can be brought up-to-date and put into use again.

The refin.shing is a simple matter with Johnsons

Wood Dye. It is easily and quickly applied. It does

not lap or streak. It penetrates deeply, bringing out

the beauty of the grain.

Johnson's Wood Dye is iust as valuable for all interior

woodwork. With it. inexpensive soft woods can

be finished to they are as beautiful and artistic as

hardwood.

There are thirteen different shades, all of which can

be lightened or darkened according to directions.

Make Your Home Artistic

This FREE Book Tells You How

Every home lover should have a copy of this book. It tells how you can

improve the appearance of all Furniture, Woodwork, and Linoleum. No

matter how old and worn your Furniture may be, by following the simple

instructions in this book you can make it look as good as newâ��you can

bring back its original colour and give it a beautiful finish. The book

gives full details as to what materials to use and how to apply them.

Are You About to Build?

If so, you will find this" book particularly interesting and useful. It will

tell you how to do the work yourself, or enable you to talk intelligently

on the subject to your Archite<5t, Builder, or Decorator. We are pleased

at any time to give prompt and expert advice to all questions on

Furniture and interior Wood Finishing, without cost or obligation. Write

for a copy of this book to-day â�� we will send it by return mail.

S. C. JOHNSON & SON, LTD.

(Dept. S6), West Dray ton, Middlesex

Manufacturers of Johnson's Prepared Wax
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The" ADAPTA" Bed-Table I

A MODERN

COMFORT.

Can be instantly raised, y

_ lowered, or inclined. It Ã±?

extends over bed, conch, Ð¦

or chair without touching ^=

it, and is the ideal Table Ð¦

for reading or taking |y=

meals in bed with ease =

and comfort. By pressing 7^

a button the top can be Ð¦

adjusted to various inclin- =Q

ations. It cannot over- ^

b.-tlance. Comprises Bed -A

.Â«â�¢ailing Stand, ^

Writing Table, Bed Rest, Ð¦

Curd Table, etc. British Ð¨

J (Pattniedr d f mad*'

= No-1,â��fcnamelled Metal Parts, with Polished

Wood Top Â£3 15 0

No. 3.â��Ditto, with Adjustable Side Tray,

Automatic Book Holders, and

Polished Oak Top (as illustrate^ Â£5 10 0

Ho. 6.â��Complete as No. 3, but with Detach-

able Candle Sconce, and ail Metal

Parts finished Polished Brass ... Â£7 15 0 j

-; Carriage Paid in Great Ã¯Ã®ritaiu. Write for Booklet A3.

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd..

Ã� 171. NEW BOND STREET. LONDON. W.I. Â§

lllllllllllllllillllllllllllllllllÃ¼lllÃ¼'lllllllllllll^llnillÃ¼lll^HlllllllllllllÃ¼llllllilll

SHORTHAND

Send for free illustrated handbook

and lesson of the rapidly-acquired

Sl.OAN -DUPLOYAN system.

The only simple system used on the

Officir.1 Parliamentary Reporting Staff.

Sloan-Duployan

He&dquartere

ih.'. A), Ramsea

TÃ®ibl

ONCE

AND

HROW AWAY

EXQÃ�IHITRLY dulnty Ñ�Ð³ÐµÐ¿Â« ,Ñ�|Ñ�-Ð³ wrvlettce.

Much more hyiriciijc than linen, and

fur leÂ»w exiwn^tvo. Stntne. absortient, made In

mÂ»ny charmlitg colour ilmHirn^ or in plain white.

NÂ«iw IM-Ã�II : wiilelv Ñ�Ð¸Ñ�! by many of the IciMling

hotels and reatinrantÂ«. â�¢' ii-i the thing for hnrne

nee. garden partfex. picnfcii. on the river mul in

the country, motor trii'- 'â�¢!â�¢â�¢.

ASK YOUR STATIONER FOR

CREPE PAPER SERVIETTES

CDCC ^ mtnpleof theseelefÃ§antlVnnison CrÃªpe

Ð�Ð�Ð¡Ð¡ pnper ServietteÂ«, with the Iiennieon

"Handy Book"â��7ft pngee of uneful inf<

Bargains from Ireland.

HOME NEEDLEWORK.

The demand for our remnant bundles of pure linen is in-

creasing daily. Careful housewives appreciate the

economic value of these bundles.

Remnants of the best quality of Pillow Linen to make

Â»ix Pillow Cases, size 20 x 50 inches, per bundle 21 -

Remnant Bundles of While Art Linen for Afternoon Tea

Cloths, Tray Cloths, etc., per bundle .. .. 11 9

Remnant Bundles of Irish Linen Huckaback Towelling,

sufficient to make six full-size Bedroom Towels, per

bundle ............ 12 6

Remnant Bundles of Coloured Art Linen for Cushion

Covers and Fancy Needlework, per bundle . . 86

Remnant Bundles of extra strong durable Linen Roller

Towelling, sufficient to make four Towels 2i yards long.

per bundle .. â�¢â�¢ â�¢â�¢ â�¢â�¢ â�¢â�¢ â�¢â�¢ 11 -

PLAIN LINEN BEDSPREADS.

Fine Irish Linen Hemstitched Bedspreads, made from the

finest and best quality of Irish Linen : â��

Single Red. size 72in. x 90in ....... 3S/6

d, eize ÃtoÃn. x lOOin ..... <Ð²/Ð²

These fine linen Bedsprnidfi will last a lifetime, and alwÂ»>fi

retain their unowy whitcnegg. They make nn extrtmely

dainty in â�¢ coverlet, and are at present much in demand.

HUCKABACK TOWELS

Fine quality linÃ³n damask bordered hemstitched Hucka-

back Towels, very special quality, which we can ttrongly

recommend :â�� Ð©Ðº ^n by 3^ four Toirele forl8/9

Our Guarantee '" "" "' : not ajijrroved can iw rttumed

^^^^^^^^^^^ to be exchanged or money refunded.

For all ordere under Â£1 add 9d. for poBtage.

Parcels of 415 and upwards carriage paid to any part of

the world.

WRITH MOW FOB FREE CATALOGUE.

95. Main Street. LARNE. Ireland.

On Holidays

a heavy Trouser

Press is useless

That U why thousand!) ntt*- the "Alpha."

U weighs 2O-07... packs Into 3" X 2

X 21 ' -. rreaws ami Ktrvtchee trouner* per-

Ñ� â�¢ 11\. .im! makes the whole suit wrinkle-

free. You will alwaji UH the "Alpha"â��

It laatÂ« practically a lifetime.

Post Q Â¡f* In

Free O/O U.K.

" ALPHA" No. a DE LUXE. I'ullshcd WalnutSlaU.

Extrn-|4'wcr Niekelled Spriniri* and "t CÃ� Id Post

FittingÂ». HungÂ» on liar or h.K.k. J. Â«J/Ð� Free.

Grose Cheque or l'.u. " London Joint City & Midland Bank. I4d.~

IV/f AY Ð�- <Ð¢> fDePM 3, TUDOR STREET,

1Ð£1Ð� I Ð�Ð¡ ^V^. V 11 ), LONDON. B.C.Â«.

The PEARL

VACUUM CLEANER

makes hard work easy!

Simple aii'l silent ami wonderfully effi-

â�¢ i- NI Ð�Ð«, dust is tripled in t)i*> 1Â«Ñ�

IffelAJfTLT it enter* the month of

thf ntachiiif. \\ r [. i,. only 6 DM., and is

rked hjr any lady with the grÂ«tti*t

M*. AIÂ«) for cleaning furniture,

slainÂ«, etc. Strong ; hamUonic tinis-h.

(iroat Ñ�Ñ�Ñ�ÐµÐ¼ at Ideal Home Kxhib'n.

PlÃirf CA/ Complete. Pally

KILt DU/- Warr&nted.

Of StoreÂ« and Ironmonfrere,

or direct. Ordert exwnten

In fltrict rotation. In huge

demand-Ð²Ð¾ ORDER NOW t

CRACKNEirS VACUUMS.

21, Wbittall Street, R'ham.
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Sfvtn minuteÂ»

from Viftoria by

Eleratfd EUctric

Railway.

Inexpensive Furnishing Fabrics

XXOWN THROUGHOUT THE WORLD FOR THEIR WONDERFUL QUALITY AXD VALUE.

THE "IDLE" CHAIR.

Cretonnes from 1 OÃ� to 12/11 per yd.; Shadow Tissues.

Printed Linens and TafTeta* from 2/1O* to 18/11 per yd. ;

Printed Casement Clothe and Re verslble Cretonnes f-om

2/2 i )â�¢â�¢ T\ tl. Â¡Casement Clothe in various colourings and Ñ�Ð¸Ñ�!Ð¨Ñ�Ñ�

from l Ð¾ to 8/3 per yd.; Bol ton Sheeting*. 50ins. wide, from

24 ].. , yd. ; Madras Muslin s from 1 1 ! per yd. ; Plain and

PiKinvd Harness Muslins from Hid. per yd. ; Vitrage Nets

irom 1 3i per yd. PATTERAS POUT FREE.

t* Sea Air &

WuhiDf

THE "AUBREY" CHAIR.

UNFADABLE FABRICS

* The most comprehensive

' Ð³Ð°Ð¿ÐºÐµ of all known reliable

unfadahle colours. Infinite

variety of textures, designa

Â«. Ã¡seme n t Clothsfroni l/â�¬}yd.

Twills from 3/8 IMT yd.

Reps from 3/il per yd.

Satin Cloths, Figured

Damasks anil Poplins from

7/11 per yd.

"Sunoruf Damask* from

19/11 per yd.

All Fabrice prefixed with the

word " SUD " are guaranty

unÃ.1.1Â¡tliIÂ»-. Any leiigth failing

to meet this guarantee will

be replaced.

Luxuriously com-

fortable. Loose

Feather Cushion

in seat and back.

Ai illustration,

*8-8-0

Comfortable well-

upholstered Chair.

Covered in Plain

Cotton. 55 8. Or

with LoonÂ« Cover,

as illustration,

Â«5-5-0

Sherlock Holmesâ��

" You will observe, my dear Wo/Ð·Ð¾Ð», thai Ihe

Laces are PalÃ³n'*. It h therefore obvious that

the wearer Is a man of great discrimination."

Unfortunately for themflelvee, few people pay sufficient

attention to the laceÂ» they buy, with the result that Ð²Ð¾Ð´Ð°Ðµ

get lacee that break quickly, others lacea that are a

continual source of annoyance because the tags come off,

and many laces that soon look shabby.

Hundreds of high-grade mercerised cotton threads go to

the making of Paton's Laces, making them strong and

giving lasting wear. The colours are fastâ��so are the tags.

PATONS

BOOT &Ã� SHOE

LACE S

// â�¢/"â�¢' are unable to obtain tfipm from i/our

Bootmaker or Repairer or nearest Store,

irritÃ³ to (f>e Milts.

WM PATÃ�N, Ltd., Johnstone, Scotland. <f' Pi

POTTERYLANDS GREAT OFFER

Famous

Barnfields Ware

The Oxford " Services, in lovely

of i nut..n Blue. consietinKof Dinner Set for

Ð² persons, Tea Set for 6 persone. Breakfast

Bet for e persons, including Teapot, CoffeÂ«

Jug. and rovi'rei] llntli-r Dish.

P.cktd free.

Carriage paid.
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DULCITONE

(Reid.)

THE HARP-TONED

LIGHT-WEIGHT

PIANO

THAT NEVER

NEEDS TUNING

The Dulcitone, because of its beauty

of tone, and the fact that it weighs no

more than a suit-case and can be easily

moved about, is the most suitable instru-

ment for children practising at home.

It has keys and touch just as in a good

piano, but the sounds are produced by

tuning forks Â¡astead of strings, therefore

it will resist conditions that would ruin

an ordinary piano.

Price Â¿Â£3O net.

Terms : Â£10 down & 11 monthly payments of Â£2

Ð� is the ideal Instrument

for the Colonies or Abroad.

THOMAS MACHELL & SONS

49. GREAT WESTERN ROAD. GLASGOW Ð½2.

THE EDISON BELL (All British)

'HANDEPHON

Britain's

Best Portable

Gramophone

-Ã�-

PLAYS ANY

KIND OF

RECORD.

Reduced f M f Ð» """

Price Â£4-10s.

Weight 124lbs. KÃ¼Ã¼j6Ã�-Ã�FATBWiaÂ¥Ãb..

The " HANDEPHON " is entirely British made

â��motor, tone-arm, sound-box, cabinet, und every

other part. Thus satisfaction is absolutely

guaranteed. The model is the acme of portability

and compactness. When closed, looks no bigger

than an attache case.

Use " Chromic "

1/3 fer 100.

Needles an all your T)ecorJÂ¡,

flay TEN TIMES a, u>ell.

Alt your Dealer Â¡or Drlcriptire Pamphlet. Aim for

CatalogueÂ» of Editon Bell " Velvet Fare" and

" Winner" RecordÂ». Or Â«rite direct to Sole

ManufacturerÂ» and PatenteeÂ»â��

J. E. HOUGH, Ltd., EdUon Bell Work,, London, S.E.15

There is Thirty Years' Reputation Behind

the Name of EDISON BELL. All British,

You Know.

"Ð�Ð�Ð�" Safety Self-filling Pen.

_^ 5(6

To te had of {Half actual ilze.)

Stationers or the Fitted with H-carat Gold Nib. Indium-tipped

JEWEL PEN CO.. Ltd. (Dept. 3), 76, Newgate Street, London, E.C 1.

POCOCK'S

LIGHTWEICHT TENTS.

Before buying your new

outfit, write leneloifinir 3d.

-Â¡ -. MMâ�� for biet A of Tenta

for PEDESTRIANS,

CYCLISTS* MOTOR-

ISTS, GARDEN and

BATHING TENTS,

and ACCESSORIES.

HERBERT POCOOK.

Park Mills, Salisbury.

WITHIN YOU

IS THE POWER

Is the title of a little book which teaches that the inner

mind of man is our with the Infinite, that the difference is

not one of kind, but of decree. It tells how man can draw

upon limitless powers for the achievement of success,

strengthening Of will, development of character and healing

of mind and body. It appeals to :Ñ� low motive, yet it

preaches a gospel of prosperity and plenty, success ;md

accomplishment, of health ami joy. One reader writes: " In

a few Â«.lays a cloud of depression which had marred my life

for fifteen years lifted." Another; '' Quite a revolution of

thought has taken place." Another . '* My health has great ly

improved." Another: "The author compels one by force of

rrason to wnse a loftier plane." This book of 20,000 words

can be had, post free for i/Ñ�, direct from

Tbc Scieoc; of Toottfht Preu. 36. Bo.h-.rn House. CHICHESTER.

(Wholftale Trad* AgentÂ»: L. Ð�'. Fouler A- Co.. Landoti.E.CA

Ended!

No more hard work, and the washing

done in half the usual time. The

old " tub and scrub "

method is superseded

by-

WASHER

No internal mechanism.

Will wash all kinds of

Linen. Curtains.

Blankets, etc.

Kasy in operation, and

will last a lifetime.

Ð¡Ð½Ð³Ð³Ñ�Ñ�Ðµ PrÂ»t to Railway StativÂ»,

nl

BUTTER CHURNS. BUTTER WORKERS.

LABOUR. SAVERS for the HOUSE.

"Everything for the House and Dairy."

Write for Illiutratot <Ð§1Â«1(.Ñ�Ð¸Ðµ IX,,. 099B!.

THOS. BRADFORD & CO., Makers,

141-142. HIGH HOT.BORN. LONDON

iw. Bold St.. Livcrrool; l. Daanwte, MiuinhMter.
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Ladies'Suede Shoes

by

POST

This delightful suede shoe in Grey, Black

and Nigger is a perfect example of

Scotch-made, strong, comfortable and

stylish low - heeled shoes for ladies.

Ideal for spoits wear. Made in

numerous fittings. Send outline of foot

when ordering to ensure a cosy fit.

Post free British Isles. Abroad extra.

Average weight of pair packed 2Â¡lbs.

CATALOGUE (112 pp.) POST FREE.

SAXONE

SAXONE SHOE CO., LTD. (DEPT.S6)

Kilmarnock, Scotland.

ARBENZ'8 PATENT

CORN EXTIRPATOR

GIVES INSTANTANEOUS RELIEF.

Superior to every other means of

removing corns. Kasy, safe,

and always effective.

Use one

of these Corn

Extirpators and

you will never be

tempted to use a knife.

Highly recommended

by all usera as the

beet remedy ever

devised.

Poet Free.

U.WALTON,Ltd.,69,Carr Lane, Hull

Ð¨-IIFF SAVES SOLES

Lirc PREVENTS COLDS

Revives, Fortifies, and

Waterproofs the Leather.

WHEN LIVER CLOGS

GIVE YOUR WHOLE SYSTEM

A THOROUGH CLEANSING.

No need of visiting expensive bot springs, even

if ypu are wealthy. Medical man says pre-

pare similar medicinal water at home, with

the simple, inexpensive ingredients of

compound prescribed below.

Once a year everyone should give his system a

good, thorough cleansing to wash out the accu-

mulation of impurities, acids, and poisons left

in the blood Hud internal organs by the heavy

heat-producing winter diet. Spring or early

summer is, of course, the best time to purify

the blood, for otherwise it often remains thick

and sluggish with the products of body waste

until late in the summer. Wealthy people are

usually advised to visit some famous and ex-

pensive hot mineral spring. While there, the

patient is obliged to drink large quantities of

the medicinal water, which, of course, flushes

his system free of hver-and-kidney-clogging im-

purities, so he returns home feeling as though

he had received a perfectly new set of blood-

filtering, digestive, and eliminative organs.

This means strong, steady nerves, high vitality,

clear skin, good colour, and increased efficiency,

both physical and mental. But visiting famous

health resorts is expensive in cash outlay, loss

of time from business, and inconvenience.

Save your money, time, and trouble. Simply

get a few ounces of the refined Alkia Saltrates

compound (powder-form) and dissolve a level

teaspoonful in plain hot water. Drink before

breakfast and also during the day. Being

highly concentrated, two or three tumblerfuls a

day will be sufficient, instead of the two or three

quarts of the diluted water that you would have

to drink at a mineral spring in order to obtain

sufficient of the medicinal elements. All chem-

ists would have the refined Alkia Sal trates in

stock. This is the registered name of a com-

pound which must conform to a certain standard

of strength and purity, .therefore you are sure

to get a reliable preparation when you ask for

this. Its cost is slight.

CUT YOUR OWN HAIR

WITH THE

"JONBUL"

Full Instructions on every bottle.

Treilles ihe life of your boots and shoes.

Indispensable to all. An inestimable

boon to Golfers, GarHeners, and all

exposed Ñ� wet and damp.

Price Port Fr.t . /SmaÂ» Bottle !/3

Uarge Bottle ... 2/4

THE SHU-LIFE Ð¨Ð¨Ð¡Ð¨Ñ�Ð�Ñ�Ð�, Ð�Ð¸Ð¾Ð¢Ð�>.

SELF-HAIRCUTTER

Send for one to-da~.

Try it at Home Fn

Money Returned H

Satisfied.

The "Jonbul " cuts In

it, iHvi's Ñ� clean, emoot

tearing, because of

arrangement of the Ð«Ñ�<

or lili !r. cannot take <

instantly adjustable tr

Ooovlont] use keepÂ« hn

Call or Send 10 -for

Maden; 12Ð³Ð², Silver-p

17 Ð², Gobi-plated Cutt

Each Cutter it Jilted Ð¾Ð½ Ñ�Ð¾

" JONBUL" Self-HaircuttÂ«r (S.M.9),44. HattenGdn.. Lopdon. E.G.
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Shop with Miss Neat

She is buying new shoes and having Phillips

1 PRESIDENT ' light rubber soles fitted. The

shoes will thus retain their original shape and

smartness throughout, and the soles will never

need repair. They are amazingly comfortable.

MEN'S . . .. Soles 3/- pair.

LADIES' . . Soles 2/- pair.

SMALL CHILDREN'S ..

Heels 1/3 and 1/6 pair.

Heels 9<f. and 1/. pair.

Soles 1/3 pin.

PHILLIPS -Ñ�,

I 'PRESIDENT '

LIGHT RUBBER SOLE

Build Your Own Boat

We supply all Timber and other Parts, nlso Fitting*

and Accessories, for Dingheys, Motor Boats, etc.

COURTNEY & BIRKETT.

Yacht and fioat Builder!,

Southwick, near Brighton.

STAINLESS

â�¢Direct from Sheffield at Factory Prices.

Made from original " Firth'l Stainless,

these kniveÂ« keep Â» brilliant polish and a

keen edgeâ��always. Send (or sample knife

direct from makerÂ«.

Table. 3/-; Dessert. 2/6 post IreÂ«.

ff

: "Prices per t-doz. : Table.

': l6/6:'Desiert.l4/..Bread.

: 6/- each. Bal While loorinc

: Handles. Square or Oval.

: 3tilece.StlofCariien.nlu

HANCOCK COMPANY

(Dept. S), Livingstone Works

HoUy Street, SHEFFIELD.

NO MORE NEW BLADES. Ð�Ð¯.Ð�'Ð�Ð�

Ð¸Ð²Ðµ, keen and Â«harp for many monthÂ», if you Ð¸Ð²Ðµ tbÂ«

MONKEY STROP

REGD

u>SuteÂ¿AoeÃ³ white'

â��and does it well Iâ��no mess, no trouble.

Clean and handy. Economical tooâ��apply

thinly. Easy to useâ��applied in a few

moments. Does not rub off.

" BLANCO " li the

nd only genuine ar

on each tin an<l cakeâ��refuse sutatitutes.

In metal box with cake and sponge al

6d. & M.â��cakes separately, Zd. each.

from all Boot and Shue I>enleni, Athletic

OutfitterÂ«. Stores. Grocers. I

Bole Makers : J. Pickering,

O " It the Â«printerÂ«) Trade Murk of tlif oridual

and only genuine nrticli'â��look for the name ''BLANCO"

the. â�¢!:.., Â¡ "â�¢â�¢! machine of its kini] on the marketâ��yet MOST efficient

â��puttinii the true keen "Barber's" edge to your Blade*â�� both

â�� sideÂ« at onceâ��In a few ewonde by simply

turning the handle. The " Monkey " Strop

m the onlyStrop which readily takeeGlllette

and Ð¸ MV other type of Blade. Score* of

thousandÂ» are now giving Â»at iefaction â��

ng their coot over and over again. You

bring even discarded blade* into perfect

condition by Ñ� few turnb on the

" Monkey "Stropâ��the wonderful little

appliance which in indispensable to

every Safety Ilaior user. You may

pay more for a Strop, but you cannot get a

more officient deviceâ��the new "Monkey"

Strop ii perfect. Send for one now. Your

money will hi> refunded in full if you fail to

find the machine a boonâ��a pavingâ��ant) a

wonderful convenience. Why epend money on new blades? i'ompletÂ«

lu Cane, which forms a Â«tend, 56 poet free. l>e Imxe Model, with

brut nickÂ«! :>lat<-d ruse with emboeeed lid. 7/6 poÂ«t f ree.

DOUGLAS K1RBY ft CO. [Dept. SI. QLOUCESTEÂ».
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Pocket the Retail Profit

From our diamond ring mounting factory

at 89, Hatton Garden, direct to you means

hard cash saving of 331A /Â£. You

can prove this by comparison of prices.

Choice

I>iainon<< Rinn

Platinum Hettiug.

Â£12 1O Ð�

Beiutifully M ,â�¢â�¢ 1 ..:

IHmnond* of Great

Brilliancy.

Â£25 Ð� Ð�

huÂ»tr<>IIH IHllllU'luld

oÃ Kara Brilliancy

anil p*'ri"i'rtly

nmtclml.

Â£2O Ð�

Choice IMamondb. Fancy

CiueierHiitff. IR-otttold

and Platinum.

CIO 1O Ð�

Bwwrfa Hang.- nf

Choice WhitÂ«

Diamonds. Beautifully

mounted.

Â£3O Ð� Ð�

ItM Smiitre Ñ�)

Diamond Cluster Ring.

Platinum Â«.-Iting,

Â£1O 1O Ð�

TÃ¯fautiful Colour

Sapphire and l>iamoud

Cluster King.

Â£25 Ð� Ð�

Kint- Dianniu .

Cluster Ring.

Platinum *n i in-

Â£12 1O Ð�

lleautifiill.v mountÂ«!

CliiBlcr RillÂ«.

Platinum netting.

Â£6 15 Ð�

Selection sent willingly on approval. Write to-day!

BUY DIRECT

BY POST

FROM ACTUAL

RING MAKERS

Court

Jewellers.

Est.

1861.

H. L. BROWN

& SON, Ltd.

Diamond

Merchants

90 & 90a, REGENT STREET

LONDON. W.I.

Factory :

89, HATTON GARDEN,

"

Heart of the

Diamond Ð�Ð�

AKD AT SHEFFIELD.

E.G.

Illustrated List

Downings pay Carriage on Â«11 OrderÂ«

in Great Britain.

Patterns of Cwerinye Ñ�*'Ð¨ /'Â»>â�¢ on Heiltest.

The *â�¢ Stanley "

Reclining Chair, ad-

justable to three iiosltione.

Upholstered Seat and loose

Cushion nt liaok in Corduroy.

The M ALDON Settee Bed

Ð� Srttff. bit dai/ and a fÃfd h>t vitjitt.

Invalnnble where l>edroom accommodation i.Â» limiteÂ«!

72/6

The Tuck-Away

WARDROBE.

There is room in

wcry honii-for this

Rueful Wsrdmhe,

tH-oauee it reste

under Ð�Ð¸- 1Ð¸Ð¼1. It

frivefl iddltional

tooominodatloDfor

Ð�Ð³ÐµÐ²Ñ�ÐµÐ½, BloiiwÂ«,

etc. Made in Oak

and tnird with

handle Â»rul Ñ�Ð¿Ñ�-

tors. 4Ã�ZÂ»-' Ð¯Ð�, 8ln.

wide by 2ft. 8in.

An t

ittrartÃ®ve

fortable

' * H. j,nd handsome piece nf Furniture Â»Ñ� well a* a delightfully comfoi

l>ed. Made in Ojtk. Size Â«ft. Â«In. by 2ft. 3in. Includes Â«ire pprine. wool

mat t rim. and two Ñ�Ð¨Ð¾*4Ð¨Ð¨Ð�Ð°Ð� Book of Patterns wnt free â�¢>Â» Ð�Ñ�Ñ�Ð¨Ñ�Ð�Ð¹Ð�Ð�.

Ð¡. DOWNING & SONS, Ltd.,

Dept S.M., 61, London Road, Elephant, London, S.E.1

PntOTt No. 12Ð�017

The Stylcrafl WardrobÂ«

(sa novel andiiimmeiudivmb-

â�¢tltutÂ« for the ordinary liigh-

piiii-d WOOdn WnrdrnU*. It

givex i'li-nii. Â¡illy ili. Ð½Ð¸Ð¼-' Ñ�-Ð³

Tice, nt Â» finc'tion of the roÂ«t.

and fiii|.:irt(i to the Red n Ñ�Ñ�

an air -r delitrlilful froxhnese

and h Ðº Ñ� Ð¡Ð¾Ð¿Ñ�1Ðº(Ñ� of fotd-

ind wood frame with liottom

part shi'lf. und row of hooka.

1>Ð�1Ð�(Ð§1 In lit-Mil Â¡fui I'| i.fililÃ'

Easily dtonantled. Size 3ft.

wide.

Write fur /*Ð°Ð�*Ñ�Ð¸*.
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' * POST FREE

The " Normac " is a light-weight Super-Mac with a two years'

guarantee to withstand for hours the heaviest rain and to give

ample protection against the coldest wind.

Each style produced is of perfect cut and finish, and is lined

with a thin rubber proofing that has a reputation of 20 years'

standing.

Style No. I is recommended to Ladies of nice taste and keen criticism.

Style No. 2 is designed for the " Young" man, and. as no man admits

he is old. the " Normac " is a mac for all men.

The " Normac ' is compact and carried quite as easily as a newspaper.

Made in the following coloun : Fawn, Mid-Fawn,

and Slate Qrey. Patterns senl willingly if required.

We undertake to satisfy you or return your money

THE NORMAC WATERPROOF CO., LTD.,

St. George's Chambers, Cable Street, LIVERPOOL.

NORMAC

TAYLORS for TYPEWRITERS

ALL MAKES on HIRE, HIRE PURCHASE on EASY TERMS,

BOUGHT, SOLD, REPAIRED and EXCHANGED.

TYPEWRITER & OFFICE SUPPLIES Ð�Ð¢ BARGAIN PRICES.

Author,' MSS. TypÂ«), Letten duplicated. THE SUN ADDING MACHINE. Â£10 10,.

WritÂ« for LIST No. 11 of Typewriters, Duplicators, and Calculating Machines.

TAYLORS, Ltd., 74, Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2.

Est. 188). NRW * SECONDHAND OFFICE FURNITURE. Tel: Holborn Â«10â��4 lines.

The Portable DE LUXE VISIBLE

Writer in Two Colours. Complete

in Travelling Case, Ale les.

BEDFORD RIDING BREECHES GO.

THE LARGEST MAIL ORDER

SPORTS TAILORS

SAT^SFACTIOH GCAKAXTKKIJ

Ð¾Ð½ Ð¡ AS Ñ� KKFCSPKIÂ» is Fru,

GUINEA

RIDING BREECHES

To measure.

Cut. Mvlc. fit and finish perfect

Superior qualities 35/- to BO/-.

ALL-WOOL HAND-WOVEN

KERRY HOMESPUN

SPORTS JACKET &

KNICKERS, Â£5-5-0

Sold by m:iiiv at Seven GuiÃ±ean.

I

SentÃ for Patterns Ð» Self-Measure Form

State requirement* and quote " /Ãej>Ã. M.S,"

19, CT. TITCHFIELD ST., OXFORD ST., LONDON, W.I.

A Permanent Grease

TOBACCO HABIT

CONQUERED IN 3 DAYS.

I offer a genuin* guaranteed Remedy

for tobacco or snurT habit in 72 hours.

It is mild, pleasant, strengthening.

Overcome that peculiar nervousness

nnd craving for olgarottas,. olgarc,

pipe, chewing tobacco, or snuff :

they are poleonoue and seriously

Injurious to health, causing such

disorders as nervous dyspepsia, sleep-

lessness gas belching, gnawing, or

Dther uncomfortable sensation in

stomach ; constipation, headache,

weak eyes, lose of vigour, red spots

on skin, throat Irritation, asthma, bronchitis, heart

failure, lung trouble, catarrh, melancholy, neurasthenia,

impotency, loss of memory and will power, impure (poisoned)

blood, rheumatism, lumbago, sciatica, neuritis,

heartburn, torpid liver, loss of appetite, had Ð¡ "Ð¢" f\ Ð�

Remarkable New Invention

for Smart Men.

Baggy Knees Banished.

Pat Ð° crease In your trousers that

will never come out.

You can do it with " Wray'i

Eyercreaee " in Ñ� few minutes.

This wonderful compound centaine

no rubber or gum, yet it Is

absolutely waterproof and

cannot harm the moat fine cloth.

No trouble to Ð¸Ð²Ðµ. and once used

f<m never have to press Ñ� our

trousers again.

" Wray's Evercreaee." price

1/Ð² per tutÂ« (enough for three

pairs of troiiMrs), Â« Â¡in be obtained

from Ini.liiiff fiiorvB or for IN

post free from

Â£.S.Wray&Son.I5.New St..

CoTentGarden.London,W.C.2

f Trotte Ã�Titfmriie Invited)

lentil, lOUl breath, enervation, lassitude, lack Â« ' ^^ Ð�

Of ambition, filling out of hair, baldness, and

many othtL disorders. It Is unsafe and

torturing Ð»Ð¾ attempt to cure yourself of

tobacco or snuff habit by merely stoppingâ��

don't do it. The gentle, safe, agreeable

way is to eliminate the nicotine poison |_ I (Ð� Ð�

from the system, .strengthen the weakened, â�¢â�¢ â�¢ f â�¢â�¢â�¢

irritated membranes and nerves, and genuinely

overcome the craving. You can give up tobacco and enjoy

yourself a thousand timeÂ« lÂ«uer, while feeling in robust health.

My FREE Book tells all aljout the wonderful

OCPPCT three days' method. Inexpensive, reliable.

O L U n L l AISO Secret Method for conquering habit in

râ��DETET another without hie knowledge. Full par-

Pi CZ. C. ticuhrs, including my Book on Tobacco and

Snuff Habit, sent in plain wrapper FREE.

Don't delay. Keep this: show it to others. Write to-day.

Edw. J. Woods, Ltd., 167, Strand (353T.D.C.), London, W.0.2.
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Ever seen a ball

like this before ?

It'e the

Sorbo Bouncer

the ball you can't burst

MY word ! it does give

you a shock when

you see the Sorbo

Bouncer stuck full of

pins, cut and slashed,

still bouncing away as

well as ever. Can you

make it out ?

Everyone is talking about

this wonderful ball. Find

out all about it yourself.

Get one to-day, but be

sure you get a genuine

THE BALL YOU CAN'T BURST

1/6*

The

Sorbo Junior

Another splendid unburst-

able ball. It's the younger

brother of the Sorbo

Bouncer. Just the same

size, in bright, attractive

colours which

are guaranteed

harmless, it

costs only

V-

Wholesale: SORBO RUBBER-SPONGE

PRODUCTS, LTD.,24, Walbrook, London, E.C.4.

Distance lends

enchantment to the ride

â�� and distance is only possible

when you cycle in comfortâ��

this is luxuriously possible on a

BROOKS

SADDLE

Auk for latvÂ«t, ;â�¢! i- Â¡ If you uso Ð° map you Â»hotild

write for a lirooks Map Ð�ÐµÐ°Ð½Ð¸Ð³Ñ�â��a handy pocket

instrument for im'aimring your ].!<â�¢ i-iiv- ahead.

Selling at their (*ont price, 3/6. plus 2tl. for itoÂ§Uge.

J. B. BROOKS & CO., LTIX,

66. Criterion WorkÂ« BIRMINGHAM.

VV/IT II OU Ð¢ disturbing capital or

" making any considerable outlay, you

can obtain the world's most famous

Motor Cycle upon the most generous

MONTHLY TERMS. Care-free riding

is the rule if vou are mounted on a

TRUSTY TRIUMPH â�� the pioneer

" single " and leader of its class.

Illustrated Catalogue sent Post Free on request.

TRIUMPH CYCLE CO.. LTD., COVENTRY.

London: 218. Gt. Portland SlrrH, W.l.

And ftt Leeds. Manchester, mid Olai*ow.
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Automatic

Adjustable

Back.

ADJUSTABLE

REST CHAIR Â¡

An ideal Easy Chair that can be

tantly changed into a semi or Ð©

full length Couch.

CIMFLY press a button and Ð¦

^ the back declines or auto \-

matically rises to any position. Ð�

Release the button and the v=

back is locked. Tlie sides ^

open outwards, affording easy -Ñ�

access and exit.

The Leg Rest is adjustable lo ^

various inclinations, and can be 1

used as a footstool. When not j

in use it slides under the seat. Ð©

The Front Table, Reading ^

Desk, and Side Tray are =|

adjustable and removable.

Catalogue C3 of Adjustable Ð¦

Chaire in variÃ³os designs post free.

The "Burlington" ( 1'ntented).

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd., 171, New Bond St., London, W.I. |

111111;|1Ð¨1Ð¨11!1111111Ð¨1Ð¨Ð¨11Ð¨Ð¨1Ð¨1!Ð¨11Ð¨1Ð¨Ð¨Ð¨1Ð¨11Ð¨1Ñ�Ñ�!Ð¨Ð¨11Ð¨Ð¨

malfoline

At

the

Seaside

LJOW the kiddies love to play at making

1 * Sand Castles with Murray's Toffiekreem PailÂ».

Buy them one and see the delight on their

little faces.

MURRAY'S TOFFIEKREEM

is the healthiest of sweetmeats. Made from pure

butter and lots of cream and sugar.

Sold looÂ»;. 7d. per J-lb. In 2-lb. Seaiide Pailt. or picked

in I ll> and ll>. oval decorated tins.

TOFFIEKREEM

THE PERFECT TOFFEE

Skin Blemishes Quickly Banished

Nearly all disfigurements of the complexion are due to

defective skin action, and are chiefly manifest as pimples,

comedones (blackheads'. &c.

WRIGHT'S CTÂ°/RL OINTMENT

2i Of all Confectioners.

restoreÂ« the sluggishly acting glands of the skin to activity

more promptly and effectively than any

other agent.

It possesses emollient properties that make

it ideal for rough and tender skin, and it

embodies all the hygienic and antiseptio

properties of

WRIGHT'S COAL TAB SOAP.

Of au Chemiete and StÃ¶ret. (Price 219 a jar.)

If any difficulty in obtaining write to WrigM,

Layman and Vmney, Ltd.. Southwark. S.b.f.



With Adwrtisenr



Magic-

Paslr and PresenV

IN the Middle Ages, when humanity was

1 steeped in superstition, women of the

highest degree sought the aid of wizards

and necromancers for aids to beauty.

To-day beautiful women use other and more

effective'charms to preserve the beauty of skin

and complexion. To gain a lovelier skin or

preserve a skin already lovely, they use regularly

two creamsâ��Pond's (the Original) Vanishing

Cream in the Daytime, and Pond's Cold Cream

before retiring to rest.

Pond's Vanishing Cream _ disappears into the

pores immediately without m'assageâ��an invisible

protector against sun, wind, and rain, keeping the

skin and complexion smooth, soft and alluring.

Delightfully scented with the perfume of Jacque-

minot Roses. Pond's Cold Cream guards against

the menace of lines and wrinklesâ��it contains just

the amount of oil needed to supplement the natural

oil of the skinâ��it cleanses the pores thoroughly,

and cultivates a complexion free from blemish.

"TO SOOTHE AND SMOOTH YOUR SKIN."

Both Ð¡Ð³ÐµÐ»Ñ�Ð¿ of all Clirmietl and StareÂ» in bandeÃ³me

nnnl jare, l 'Ð� and 2/Ð². Aleo collapeible tubes, 1\A.

(liuniilmy sizeâ�� Vnn'uhing Cream mlij) â�¢"â�¢ 4-

%% Ð� 9 Cold Cream and

HÃ�H U S Vanishing Cream

CAUTION

Some face;

creams encour-

age the frowtb

of hair. You are

ufe with Pond'*

CreamÂ«, which

neuer promote

the irowth of

hair.

Pond's Extract

Co. (Dept. 30),

71,Southampton

Row, London,

W.C.1.



IT is recorded that Sweeny Todd, the Demon Barber whose

shop was in the purlieus of Fleet Street, had an ingenious

chair which deposited his trusting customer into a cellar

beneath ; later, the barber became the brigand and, after

relieving his client of his valuables, robbed him also of his

life. A wine shop which now stands in Johnson's Court is

said to be the scene of this place of perilous shaves.

SKavinq Pleasures

Shaving is not beset by perils nowadays. The Gillette

Safely Razor has banished its pains, and now every man may

shave himself with keen, confident strokes, and with the

certainty of presenting a smooth, clean chin to the world.

The Gillette is the history-maker of safety razors. The

original Gillette was far in advance of any other shaving

instrumentâ��the new improved Gillette the summit of safety

razor achievement.

It is an instrument of micrometric precision. Its Fulcrum

Shoulder, Overhanging Cap, and Channelled Guard give a

shaving edge guarded from the face \m\fret to the beard.

The new improved Gillette gives a clean, close shaveâ��

smoothly, safely, certainly. And millions of men who never

before shaved themselves are making it their trusty servant.

NEW STANDARD.

Triple Silver-plated New Improved Gillette Safety Razor, Metal Box

containing 12 double edge Gillette Blades (24 shaving edges), in Genuine

Leather Covered Case, purple velvet and satin lined. Ot^/

Also Gold Plated 30/- sfiO/"

Other handsome Outfits, 25/- and upwards.

Sold by Cutlers. Stores. Ironmongers, Hairdressera,

Chemists and Jewellers throughout ttlie country.

Illustrated Looklel tent jrec on reattett toâ��

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR, LTD.,

184-188. Gt. Portland Street, London. W.I.

Factories at SLOCGH. ENGLAND ; MONTREAL, CANADA ; BOSTON, U.S.A.

Oill'-tte ISlail- in packets of 12 (24 shaving edges), a/-.

In packets of 8 (12 shaving edgeil. 8'-.

Atk for Canadian Btadetâ�� Uritifh Made.

OVERHANGING CAP

CHANNELLED GDARI)

ADJUSTABLE RFIORT FLEXURE

FULCRUM SHOULDER

DIAMOND MILLING



THE NAME

"TURF

Ggaretie History

IT is to British soldiers that we are largely

indebted for the pleasure and subtle

satisfaction which we obtain to-day as we

inhale the fragrant incense of the cigarette.

The vogue for this delightful method of

savouring the palate-pleasures of tobacco

began when our soldiers returned from their

Crimean Victories, each an ardent devotee of

the cigarette which he had learned to enjoy

during the campaigns of an arduous war.

It is a far cry from the crude cigarette of

those days to the generous-sized, perfectly

made, high-quality "TURF" Cigarette of

to-day. Made from the finest matured

specially selected Virginia leaf.

"TURF" Cigarettes won the approval of

the British soldiers in the last Great War.

From France and Flanders, Mesopotamia and

Egypt, and every fighting front, Tommy

brought back with him his appreciation of the

quality and value of "TURF" Cigarettes,

just as his Crimean forbears brought back

the vogue for cigarettes generally.

And now, in the days of peace, discriminat-

ing smokers the whole country through make

the most of their smoking by always calling for

"TURF"â��the cigarette of unapproachable

standard in quality of tobacco and manufac-

ture, perfect purity and value for money.

â�¢VIRGINIA

ALEXANDER BOCUSLAVSKY. Ltd., 55. PieaMj. LONDON.
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HENRY III. had an ingenious way of raising money. He would proclaim

a fair at Westminster and enrich his coffers from its tolls. To the fair

would come the merchants and tradesmen with all sorts of wares, from silver

and gold to sweetmeats.

The fairs were not always a success from the point of view of the traders, but it

may he safely assumed that the children of Old London delighted in their motley

splendours and gave full attention to the sweetmeat booths, where they were

regaled for their pence with wonderful spices and confections.

Nowadays the youngsters don't have to wait for a fair to enjoy their favourite

sweetmeatâ��Mackintosh's Toffee-de-Luxe is sold every day by all Confectioners,

loose by weight at 8d. per J-lb., and in " Baby" Tins 1/3 each, "Tall" Tins

1/3 and 2/6 each, and 4-lb. " Family " Tins.

Egg and Cream-de-Luxe Almond Toffee-de-Luxe

Cocoanut-de-Luxe Plain Toffee-de-Luxe

Mint-de-Luxe Cafe-de-Luxe

De-Luxe Assortment

Also Chocolate Toffee-de-Luxe

Have you tatted Mackintosh's

Finest Dessert Chocolate ?

Sold in 4M. and 9d. Neapolitan

packets,andin 4kd. & 9d. tablets
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Measuring Time.

A characteristic story Uild of King Alfred the Great is that

while he lay concealed in the Isle of Athelney he made

a vow to dedicate the third part of his time to act* of

devotion when he was restored to his Kingship.

Hour glasses and clocks had not then been introduced

into England and Alfred devised an ingenious means of

measuring the eight hours daily which he spent in prayer.

His method was by marking hour lines on wax candles.

To prevent the wind from making them burn unevenly

he invented the idea of enclosing them in tontorns.

How strange it would seem to-day to have to depend

upon such crude methods of measuring time.

Compare Alfred's candles and their inevitable in-

accuracies with the wonderful accuracy of Bravington's

High Grade Lever Watches. These superlative time-

pieces were originally made for the Royal Artillery a*

Barrage-timers. They represent the finest craftamaiiRhip

and finish, and have 15-jmvel compensated lever move-

ments in new condition. They have been recaaed in

extra etont English Hall-marked Solid Gold Dtmi-

Hunting Cases, as illustrated, and at Â£10 : 0 : O are

WONDERFUL BARGAINS. In English Hall-marksd

Solid Gold Crystal Cases at Â£6:10:0 they are the last

word in watch value.

Only a limited number of these Watches remain for

disposal. They will be sent on approvalâ��cash im-

mediately returned if you arc not completely satisfied.

KtlaHubal 100 yran.



winded words

all the great works of English writers none is more loved than "Pilgrim's Progress." And

no achievement is more inspiring than the accomplishment of this great allegory.

John Bunyan, son of a Bedfordshire tinker, wrote his masterpiece while languishing for three

years as a prisoner in Bedford gaol. What a wonderful labour of loveâ��what a gigantic task of

writing and revision when the crude writing implements of his times are considered, Ð¦Ñ�-w many a

man would have given up appalled at the physical labour alone !

The writer of to-day suffers no such handicaps. For him, the most efficient writing machine,

the Underwood Portable Typewriter, taps out his thoughts with a minimum of effort and with a

speed and legibility undreamed of in Bunyan's day.

The Underwood Portable is as essential to the home as to the office, and though only weighing

Nj Ibe. in its case, is capable of every writing need, and coste only Â£15 : 15 : 0 WritÂ« for free

illustrated Booklet No. A. 47, which describee in detail this latest Underwood wonder, or call and

have it demonstrated. .

UNDERWOOD PORTABLE TYPEWRITERS, LÃ�P--

70, NEW BOND STREET,

'PHONE: MAYFAIR 5806.

LONDON, W.I.



In the year 1676, when Charles II. was on

the throne, there was printed at the Golden

Ball, under St. Dunstan s Church in Fleet Street,

and elsewhere in London, a quaint " Treatise (if

Cider," whose author stated in the preface that the

object of his work was "The Improvement and

Increase of the most excellent Liquor this Isle of

Great Britain affords."

He demonstrated that, Â¡n comparison with French

wines and English beer, Cider was much to be

preferred. In the days of Charles, beer was beer,

and the adulteration of wines had not become a fine

art ; so the contention of the writer of " A Treatise

of Cider " carries even greater weight to-day than

when it was penned.

jolden Pippin

ciDER-DE-LUXE

is Cider at its best. It has a character, flavour,

and bouquet quite its own, because, being cleanly

and scientifically made from the pure undiluted juice

of the finest West of England vintage apples, it is

remarkably free from acetic acid.

The name " GOLDEN PIPPIN " protect* the consumer

and U a guarantee of purity and high quality

Ð�Ð� 1LLVSTRATSD TRSATISB OX CIDER POST FREE.

WM. EVANS & CO., Ltd. (Dept S. I. Widemanb, Hereford.

Abo Hele, Devon. EslablliheJ 1850.

London Agents : WATSON ic JOHNSON.

14. Billiter Street. H.C Ã�.

"7& Apple as a Drink"
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fvoni Hie Amjlo-Saxon

Calendar

September was called'' Gerst-

monath "â�¢â��barley-month ; so

named from the liquor called

" beerlegh" made in that

month, and hence " barley."

The subject of the picture is

a boar - hunt â�� representing

energy and strength.

From Anglo - Saxon times Barley has

been the food of endurance and stamina

of Britons.

Our lusty fathers â�� hardened to the most

vigorous sports and pursuits, steadfast and

enduring in war, patient and painstaking

in peace, leaving us a splendid heritage of

health and vigour â�� turned to barley as a

food and a beverage, and esteemed it

one of the finest of Nature's gifts to

man. So we. harking back to their wise

choice, eat Creamed Barley to-day as a

breakfast food. Made only in England

from the finest home-grown crops, Creamed

Barley is the mainstay of the morning

meal for adults and children alike. Its

rich, creamy, delicious flavour adds zest to

the meal while it imparts strength to the

physique and nervous system.

Ask your Grocer for a Free Sample of

CLARK'S

Creamed Barley

Made by the old-English Firm :

George Clam & Son Limited

70. JSroa&wapTOlorfes, Xon&on, IE. 14.



I N 1555 the first English coach was built, and Ralph

* Thoresly, in his diary, tells us of the first coaching

days of England, when on February igth, 1683, he

was a passenger in the London-York coach that made

the record run in six days. Notwithstanding that the ,

pace varied from four to eight miles an hour, the

coach was the fastest rolling slock of the olden days.

Visualize, for a moment, the milestones that have

since been passed in the era of transportation.

To-day a little thing on two wheels, weighing but

2OO Ibs. odd, would do that journey to York in the

relative time of TWO HOURS !

Everybody does not wish to do such speed, but they

surely want to know that the vehicle they buy is

made of such fine material and with such workman-

ship and design as to withstand so severe a lest

offered by " Speed," and on March 23rd, 1922,

a 3i h.p. Sports Model

Douglas

ridden by Mr. C. G. PULLIN on Brooklnnds Motor

Track, was officially and electrically timed to do

100-61 M.P.H.

for the first time in history with a 3^ h.p. or 6 h.p. motor-cycle,

an achievement which speaks volumes in iibelf for reliability,

and proves the DOUGLAS to be master of its cUss, pro-

claiming it the "essence of modern motor-cycle production."

THE FIRST MACHINE IN THE

WORLD TO REACH 100 M.P.H.

IN THE 3k and 6 H.P. CLASS.

MODELS FROM Â£68

DOUGLAS MOTORS, LTD.,

Works :: KINGSWOOD :: BRISTOL,

39. Newman Street. LONDON, W.C.I.



A Regency Morning

"Why, damme! my man, you may be a

loleralile hand al arranging a craval, hut

you're I he devil's own disciple Â« hen it comes

lo shaving. Here am I due at Brooks's by

ihe hour to lunch my Lord Belvoir, and

you've given me a monstrous painful cheek

to liear with me. A plague on your shaving,

you clumsy loon."

It is not difficult to imagine such a scene

astheaboveoccuningin the interval between

the uprising of a Corinthian " liuck " and his

sallying forth in his club or favourite coffee-

house. The refinements of shaving were not

brought to such H pitch of excellence in his

day, and he must often have paid in pain and

tribulation for the smoothness of his morning

check. Compare his morning with

Morning

as the young man of to-day whips up the

creamy lather of a Regesan Shaving Slick

and Irames his, face in its refreshing foam.

Two minutes with the busy brush and the

stiffesl lieard succumbs to the softening effect

of Kegesan â�� the scientific shaving stick.

Remains only the sigh of realised anticipa-

tions as the razor blade smooths away the

Lieard with velvet caress.

OBTAINABLE FBOM

ALL BRANCHES OF

THE LARGEST FIRM OF

RETAIL CHEMISTS IN THE WORLD

8OO"*; PURE DWC C.U4.
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IN Tudor times both men and women decked them/wlves in silk] and velvets of gorgeous fashioning and hne.

It wai a period when colour reigned supreme. We are told that when the Great Admiral of England went

to meet Anne of Uleves at Calais he " had a great number of gentlemen in blue velvet and crimson &atin, and

his yeomen damaik of the Ð²Ð»Ñ�Ðµ pattern, and mariners of hh ship in satin of Bruges."

Colours waned in later years when the Puritans made dress drab and dull, but the Restoration bronght

back the glories of many-hued apparel.

And now Again colour holde sway in England, and men as well as women are wearing brighter

garmentÂ« and decking homes with gay shades.

Thanks to "Drummer Dyes" the vogue for colour does not entail great cost. "Drummer Dyes" give

you a rainbow of beautiful shades in which to exercise your tasto. You spend most wisely in buying

DRUMMER DYES

The Reliable

Com pÃete

Dye for All Fabrics.

â��Absolutely ready for use.

The "Drummer Dye" way is to Boil 5 minutes. Steep 211 minutes, and no other home-

dyeing method has yet been found to equal " Drummer-Dyeiiig."

NOTE :â��The 20 m'mnte. iteepinr U lurfioent for tuk Â«nd woellen joodi. without

boilmr : ix) if you will not boil cottonâ��Kill Ð½Ð¸ DRUMMER for belt reiultÂ».

' Drummer Dyes " Kven and Fast ; uniform depth of colouring and equal

success secured on all materialsâ��Silk, Cotton, and Wool : mixture fabrics

of Cotton and Wool, Silk and Wool, etc

Full simple directions on each packet. Send to W. Edge & Sons,

Ltd., Bolton, for free booklet on Drummer-Dyeing.

The 98 Lovely ColourÂ« :

Mary Blue Light Green Brown

Light mam Dark Oreen Nigger

Ð�Ð°Ð¶Ðµ Blue Emerald Ku.l

Boyal Blue Myrtle Bed

navy

yrtlÂ«

affodil

Cardinal

Grey Tangerine Black

BACH COMPLETE. Pillar Ð�Ð¾ Ð¶ Red Purple

Shell Pink

Pink

Old Ro.e

Heliotrope

Mauve

Sold by olÃ Grocers, Stores, Oilmen, ana Chemists

Â« food for removing Ironmould A othe

ummer 1Â« lor Home-Dyeing, ed. Ð� 1 - TubÂ«Â«.

TRY MO VOL " * a* *Â°Â°d '"-' r.*m?.vln' 1 ronmould 4 otherJtmlnÂ«
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Making History

*"T*HE pen has made more history than the sword."

1 Thus may the well-worn tag be re-written. All

through English history the penâ��sometimes, it is true,

supported by the swordâ��has freed men fiom the shackles

of tyranny and privilege.

And what is true of pens in general is particularly true

of " Onoto," the pen, which has delivered us from the

tyranny of the inkpot, arid allowed thought to run free.

" Onoto " tht pen has for years been the busy man's

pen. The ease with which it fills and cleans itself, its

readiness to write whenever wanted, its absolute security

from leakage, and the (act that it holds 50 per cent, more

ink than any other self-filling pen, hatfegained for "Onoto''

the pen the first place ; moreover, it is pleasant to

remember that " Onoto " is British through and through.

Make " Onoto " your penâ��it is a great time-saver,

and the best writing instrument it is possible to obtain.

"Onoto" the pen now has a fitting comrade in the

"Onoto " the pencil. This is the pencil you have been

waiting forâ��simple, solidly made and always ready wiih

a writing point. Ask your stationer to show you,

Few parts of London are richer in literary associations than

Bonhill Row, where the Onoto Pen is made. Close by is the

Church of John and Charles Weslev, and in the famous

cemetery of Bunhill Fields are the graves of John Bunyan.

whose " Pilgrim's Progress " has so profoundly influenced

modem literary English ; of Daniel Defoe, the author ol

" Robinson Crusoe " ; of Henry Cromwell and other members

of the Protector's family ; of Dr. Watts (who does not

remember his â�¢â�¢ Little Busy Bee " ?) ; of John Wilkes, the

essayist, and many other famous men.

THOMAS DELA RUE & CO., LTD., 110, IÃ�UNHILL Row, E.C.i.

ManufacturaÂ» and printerÂ» of Postage and Retenue StampÂ», Bank

and Treasury KoteÂ», BondÂ»,ChequeÂ», CertificateÂ», & other documents.



Ð�? Kings

The joys of music once were the prerogative

of kings and noblemen.

To their Courts, craving their favour, came

the famous singers, story-tellers, and the

players of simple instruments, such as the

harp and the lute.

Only on infrequent occasions, when some

wa.idering minstrel visited town or hamlet, did

the common people share in the sweet pleasures

of skilful accompaniment to song and dance.

;;Ð¹

L',

llvTÂ°"ua n "''Ã®1^* have.';hanKÂ«i- The ImpriKmc.] noteÂ« of ereat Â«inferÃ

like MellÂ«. Ð¡Ð°Ð³Ð¸Ð½Ð¾. MÂ« o mack, and the ir.,1,1,.,, melWie, of Idling

UUCmmmtalldJ are for the enjoyment of all

J7:,

Ã�eiiSse

"â�¢â�¢*Â«Â£,

;Â«

The "Botone" Quality Gramophone uarrieÂ« them luir

ori([!nal lÂ«wer and purity into million, of homeÂ«.

â��f FÂ£"l" l*1",?â�¢1 C|MM|<?! masteijileciÂ« to I he newest Â«Ð¾Ð¿Ñ� nn.l .lanceÂ«

of today all are available for the entertainment of every horn- by

,hÂ«w umvenÂ»! me<lin Â»hoÂ»e nipremiu-y I" Â«rknowlwlp,! ail

and KeÂ£.rTlÂ°a. BÂ«tuue," the recÂ«<ni.ed " Duality" Gramophone

Every "Bestone- I. iruaranteed. Obtainable from all hIghK:laM

dealerÂ«. If your dealer doeÂ« not stock, call or write to the makers.

Send TO-DAY Â¡or FREE Illuitraled Booklet.

C. H. ROBERTS MANFG. CO., LTD.

Head Office and Showrooms :

BatonÂ« Quality WorkÂ«. Camdep Road, London, N.W.

*fs

fefe-Ð�Ð�^Ð¡Ð�

"^.

cÂ«i



Had Queen Elizabeth

worn Dri-ped

then mi"ht the story of Sir Walter Raleigh have been less fortunate â��for the act of placing a rich

cloak on the ground lest the Queen might suffer harm through puddles was an act of courtesy

noteworthy in gallant days !

No queen nor commoner need fear the wet pavements to-<lay with "Dri-ped" to protect,

for " Dri-ped" performs in less obtrusive manner, but no less surely, the gallantry of Raleigh

â��nay, stout soles of " Uri-ped" are far more effective protectors against inclement weather

than any cloak, however finely wrought.

And who knows that Raleigh may not have soundly rated the Court bootmaker for producing

footwear that compelled the spoiling of rare raiment !

" Dri-ped " is absolutely waterproofâ��and much

moreâ�� double - wearing. Soles of "Dri-ped"

will wear at least twice as long as soles of best

ordinary leather of equal thickness

By insisting on "Dri-ped" Soled Foolwrar and

" Dri-ped " for repairs you can save pounds a year

In case of difficulty In obtaining "Dri-ped" Soled Foolmear or "Dri-ped" repairs, write to

DRI-PED, LTD., BOLTON, LANCS.

on the family footwear bills and walk In comfort

in all weathers.

But be sure you obtain genuine " D'i-ped " solesâ��

the "Dri-ped " purple diamond stamp every few

inches on each sole is your guarantee of double-

wear and a protection against subst tutes.

.DRI-PED;

The Super-Ltitker

for Sobs.



Romance

of Building

ACROSS the Suiwx I)-.Â«ns over eighteen hundred year* ago

Btretched the old Romnn Road dreamed and built by MOP

Roman Officer under the command of \ f-iiacmn orhevenu. Thtu

the fierce Gallic conqueror* of Britain left behind thefr *' foot-

print* on the sands of time." TViiay on the South Downs may

still be found traces of their enduring craftsmanship.

The Romans were maker* of war; the acts of peace were to

them but instruments of future tattle.

But where the Romans Imilt for war other builder* are tow

building for peace, and on the scene of past conflict has been

born a haven of peace, '' Pe&cebaveu " ii it* name.

Amazing Development

of

Peacehaven

The Garden City by the Sea.

Freehold Land & Economic Homes.

pEACEHAVEN has rapidly progressed from an idea to an

actuality, it is known from John o' Groat's to Land's Knd

as one of the fairest of Garden Cities, situated upon the

Hills as well as by the Sea, between Brighton and Newhaven,

and within easy reach of London.

WHAT MR. GEO. K. SIMS SAYS ABOUT PEACEHAVEN.

Mr. Geo. R. Sims, in an article in a leading Sunday newspaper, said:

"With the coming of the Spring I wanted to visit Peacehaven

again. I was anxious to see with my own eyes how far the

prophecies of the promoters had been fulfilled." â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢

" I have realised my wish. On a bright Spring morning in Summer-

time I made a pleasant pilgrimage to the Sussex sea in order that I

might pay my devoirs to I>ownland and we with my own eyes what

difference the months had made to Peacehaven."

" One sweeping glance around wu sufficient to dispel any doubt

that might have been mine in the early days of the enterprise." * â�¢

" The situation of the Garden City of the hills is ideal It should

be, and I believe that in due time it will be, one of the fairest of the

many beauty spot* with which our Green Engl.ind is dowered,"

" I have a lover's interest in this new Lureland by the Sea, because

I have known the South Down* all my life, and I can say with Gilbert

White that I never traverse them without finding new beauties."

" I rejoice in the Promise of Heacehaven because it will help

Englishmen to realise that they have in their own land a Realm of

Romance, a Wonder World of Beauty, that if it were In some foreign

country they would be eager to see, and would give their time and

their money freely in order that their desire might be gratified."

" And the green glory of the Down land lies within easy walking

distance of Brighton, and is a little more than an hour's journey

from London."

Peacehaven's Wonderful

Offer to You.

Readers of THE STKAHD HAOAZIKE will never have a finer oppor-

tunity than the one Peacehaven now offers to secure a plot of

absolutely freehold building land at this rising Seaside resort. A

deposit of Â£5. being 10 per cent of the purchase price, is ail that is

necessary. The greatest diiitance of any building plot in this offer

is only a few hundred yards from ihe Promenade and Sea Front,

Every plot offered for sale Is properly sun-eyed. You are under no

obligation to build until you desire to do so, but Ideal Home* of

Bungalow Type can be built, when you are ready, from material* on

the spot, for t;:;,v upwards. The rate* are only 'â�¢â�¢. 4d. in the A. and

do not commence until you build or occupy your house. Free I>eed*.

no Legal Charges, and noother expense* either. If you are in search

of an ideal spot where you can settle in your own Bungalow Home

on your own freehold land, Peacehaven meets all your requirements

In full measure. The fertility of the soil at Peacehaven is wonderf nl

â��a rich, natural posaefwJon, The flavour and size of the vegetable*

and other produce grown on the estate are remarkable, and some

magnificent result* nave been obtained.

HOMES READY.

Over one hundred Peacehaven homes have been erected and many

are already in the occupation of their owners. Erery bouse at

Peacehaven is Mold as soon as erected. In order to obtain a home

there it U necessary to buy during course of construction or have

one built to your order. There are several beautiful bungalow-type

homes which will be completed within the next month, but early

application Is necessary in order to secure one. Mortgages up tÂ«.

one-half the cost can be obtained If desired.

INVITATION TO PEACEHAVEN.

Come to Peacehaven and satisfy yourself beyond all question that

Peacehaven must be your future home. Tou will never thoroughly

appreciate all the glorious opportunities it places within your reax-n

until you have seen !'â�¢ ;u rliru <-n for yourself. There iÂ» an Architect

and Resident Agent alwiyn in attendance for the special purpose oi

escorting you over the estate and supplying you with all the infor

motion you need. Refreshments can always be obtained at Peace-

haven.

AU information about Pracehaven, together with copy of tttt

" Peacehaven Pott," gent free by applying to

THE SOUTH COAST LAND & RESORT CO.. Lid

(Depi. S.). 4. Vernon Place, Southampton Row. Holb m.

London. W.C.I.
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Achievement

DOCKSâ��one o/ Me greatest engineering achieoemenh

of the I 9th Century^sprang from the brain of Qeorge "Parser

Bidder (1806-78), vhoae faculty for rapid, accurate and elaborate

calculation Wai the maroel of hit Jay.

Specialised

Postal

Training

In

Accountancy. Secre-

taryihip. Office

Management, Cost-

ing. A d v e r t i i i n 8.

Banking, etc., etc.

Many oi the greatest achievements in engineering and

commerce are based upon sound calculation. And sound calcu-

lation is nowadays chiefly a matter of Specialised Training,

as available to the average man as to one gifted with natural genius.

To-day, the places of power and wealth are won by the

acquirement of Specialised Knowledge. YOUR ambition to rise

above a humble position will not be fulfilled without TRAINING.

There are always remunerative openings in the commercial world of

to-day for the trained manâ��the man who is serene and confident

in his grasp of leading business subjects and latest commercial methods. YOU can be

a leader and leave the rut of the routine worker by studying Accountancy and/or

Secretaryship, the Key Subjects of Modem Commerce. Let us show you how.

Individual

Taken at Home,

Postal Training,

Spare Time

in

Read, in the instructive and handsome volume of 132 pages which is here

offered you FREE, how to rise, by means of spare-time study at home, to

a highly-paid position as a Director or Manager, Secretary or Accountant.

"STUDENTS1 GUIDE"â��GRATIS ON APPLICATION.

Why not drop a postcard TO-DAY for your copy t

I

METROPOLITAN COLLEGE

Dept. S., St Albans.
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""Ð Ð�Ð� 'prentice lads of Old London were the lustiest

of her citizens, and on public holidays created

great diversion by the strenuous nature of the sports they

enjoyed. Running, wrestling, cudgel-play, and tu"-o'-war

were their favourite pursuits. They admired strength, and

this has been characteristic of Britons throughout our history.

Strength is a virtue which always compels admiration. To be able to

withstand strainâ��to endure hardshipsâ��to be powerful enough to ignore stress

and shock is as necessary in modern times as it was in the yesterday of

history. What is true of human capacity is also true of the little things of life.

Who, at some time or another, has not had a miniature tug-of-war with a

refractory bootlace ? And what an enormous amount of inconvenience can result

from its sudden snapping.

Don't let unsuspected weakness in your boot or shoe laces result in loss of

time and temper. Wear the laces of superlative strengthâ��Hurculaces.

Hurculacesâ��The laces with the extra long Wear. They are very smart

in appearance and thoroughly reliable ; you may pull them as tight as

you like, and never need have fear of their breaking. Made in many

varieties for Ladies', Men's, and Children's Boots and ordinary

or Gibson Shoes in all popular shades.

Decide on getting Huroulaces, The Lace with the Extra Long Wear,

obtainable from all Drapers, Outfitters, and Boot Dealers.

Â¿XCanuJactured by

FAIRE BRO? & CO., Ltd.,

LEICESTER.



Kodak

snapshots of

your children

V/OUR children are growing upâ��more

^ quickly than you realizeâ��they will soon lose

many of their fascinating little ways. Wouldn't

you like to keep pictures of them just as they

are? Get a Kodakâ��the little snapshots will be

precious to you now but priceless in years to

come. Remember, you can learn

to use a Kodak in half-an-hour.

All Kodaks and Brownies

haue been reduced in price.

Here are two popular models.

Vest Pocket Autographic Kodak fitted

with Meniscus Achromatic Lens, fits

the waistcoat pocket and takes

pictures 2$ x If. Price 35/-.

No 1 a Autographic Kodak Junior fitted

with Meniscus Achromatic Lens and

Kodak Ball Bearing Shutterâ��takes

pictures 4i x 2J. Price Â£3-15-0.

Ask your nearest Kodak dealer to

show you his stock of Kodaks.

Kodak Ltd., Kingsway, London, W.C. 2.



Experienced pipe smokers recognise by sight and scent

the presence of the Eastern Tobaccos in CHAIRMAN.

They are there in no mean proportion ; and they are

there for a very real purpose. They improve the

smoking. No tobacco without them is so sweet, so cool,

or has so pleasant an aroma. Most pipe tobaccos do not

contain them as they are costly. However good such

tobaccos may be otherwise, they fall short in some

degree in these three qualities.

Sweetness is an essential of complete enjoyment ; coolness

is necessary as one cannot persistently burn the tongue to

please the palate ; and a pleasant aroma makes its own

appeal and is shared and appreciated by others.

The reason of CHAIRMAN is evidenced in its smoking. To the fine

and robust qualities of Virginian leaf it adds the requisite finishâ��

the artist's touch. It lifts the good but ordinary to the best possible. It is a tobacco without a peer.

CHAIRMAN suits most men : BOARDMAN'S is the same blend

but milder, and RECORDER the same but fuller in flavour.

All packed in 1 and 2 oz. lead packets and 1 and Ð«Ð¬.

tins, and sold at 1 /1 per oz. by all good-class tobacconists.

R. J. LEA, Ltd., Reddish, STOCKPORT.

NOTE. â�� This is printed effort ike Budget is published, //there is

any alteration in Tobacco Duty these f rices will be altered accordinglyÂ»

*J
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YOU can taste the sunshine in

Cyders made by WHITE-

WAYS.

If you were blindfolded you

would know they came from

Devon, the county of

shine, orchards, and running

brooks.

WHITEWAY'S CYDERS

are without rival.

Order

dozen at your

GROCERS

OR WINE

MERCHANTS

Illustrated Booklet " L

and Price List Free.

H. WHITEWAY & CO., LTD.,

THE ORCHARDS, WHIMPI.E, DEVON,

37. ALBERT EMBANKMENT, S.E.1 1

They are the delight ol

those who drink them.

REAL IRISH LINEN

lasts long and wears well

Such is ROBINSON AND CLEAVER'S Linen,

woven on l heir own looms in Co. Down, ;

and regarded the world over as perfection â�¢

in ihe art of weaving â��beautiful linen. â�¢

Bleached and softened ' by sun and rain

on ihe green grass of Ireland, they will

nol lose their snowy white appearan'ce and *

softness even after continued . washings, j

As actual makers RoBINPON Ð�{Ð�Ð�>CUCAVjJRI

offer their linen producÃs at direct-'priees. '

TAHLE LINEN No. S.M.6. Pure Irishâ��Linen '.

Damask Cloths and Napkins, various ' patterns. t

i x i yds. Kach (Single Damask)... 18 3, 2O/9

' 2x2$ ,. ..'22/11, 26/-

ax 3 27/3, 31/3

Napkins to match, 22 x 22 inches

Per do*. 20/-, 24 -

Olhrr riiÂ» mid qualities In slnitle Â»ml double Paroaxk

Cloths iind Nnpkins at corroipondmg priÃ©es.

i " IJuslratcJ Household Linen List No 36L sent post

fiÃ©e on request. Deliticry of parcels guaranteed

and Dostage paid on all orders of 201- upwards.

ROBINSON

$ CLEAVER

BELFAST, IRELAND

What Knowledge Brings

J^NOWLEDGE brings the flame which lights the fires of

^ ambition in every man's soul and burns a path through

difficulties.

One hour each night spent in ihe quiet of your home will

prepare you for the position you want. Better to start now

than to Â«ail five years <md then realise what the delay has

cost you.

What you have done with your time up to now accounts for

what you are To-day. What you do with your time from now

on will decide what you will be To-morrow.

Lenin without cost or obligation what I.C.S. Correspondence

Training means to you. There are over 200 Courses to select

from. Mention the subject in which you are interested and

send a postcard for a free booklet now.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, Ltd.,

16, International BuildingÂ«, KiifiwÂ»;, London, W.C.2.
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Treasure Cot

C o'rri p a n. y

NURSEHY OUTFITTERS

K t'try Genuine

Treasure Cot hat the

it-iil itamjted on the

ley. Mcware of in-

ferior imitation*.

The Cot ia so Cosy. Beautifully made.

Folds up. Hammock elides off for washing

No. 0 â�¢â�¢â�¢ Piain Wood ... 34 6 I Canopy

No. 1 Â». Stain.-d Wood ... 36 6 /Drapery

No- 2 ... White Enamel ... 39 6 I Extra.

I Write for 64-page Illustrated Catalogue,

EVERYTHING FOR BABY AND NURSERY. |

AU (JooiU gfnt on 1 datig' appro,, Carriage Paid in U.K.

TREASURE COT Co, Ltd. (Dept. U.I),

103, OXFORD ST.. LONDON, W. Hat * 2nd noon).

Opposite Xttrman Street; near Kwtrne A: Hotlirtggicorth.

Remoced from 124. Victoria XlreeJ.

Invaluable for

ASTHMA, CATARRH, COUGHS.E*.

SFREE

BIG CATALOGUE

MONEY SAVING

CHINA

RGAINS

DREOS OF DESIGNS

in ACTUAL COLORS

FOR ALL BUYERS

HOUSEHOLD and Private Orders our SPECIALITY

Splendid Bargains in China, Pottery, and Glass. Te

Dinner, and Toilet Sets from 129. Complete Home Oulfi

from B7/6. CATERING CROCKERY Outfits from 75l

SPECIAL UNBREAKABLE QUALITY

I'liinn for Kitchen. i'Â»mi>. Birnck, Hospital CK.

ONLY 28/9

PACKEI

FREE

Thi. IXMiitif'il Te. Service. Splendid QuÂ«lily. TÂ« 8er

6 perfone. IB 8. Dinner Service. 89 3.

PATENT NoN-IlKIl* TEAPOTS. The pot thÂ»l Â«*<* theC

Our own invention awl manufacture. Onftrant*eÂ«l Pel

Successful. Economic*!.

*.,',,:,:â�¢?,:â�¢:. Ouarnnlttd. All Prica Untuned.

Send Postcard To-day for Complete f Di

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE ml

CENTURY POTTERY C<

Manufacturers,

DEPT. S.M.7, BURSLEM, STAF

PEACHS CURTAI

\

Travellers. Lawyers. Auctioneers, Millers.

Miners. Engineers, Warehousemen. Speakers,

Singer*. Teachers, and all who have vocal

exertion, as well as those subject to vitiated or

dusty atmosphere or changes from heat to

cold, find speedy benefit from Proctor s

Pinelyplus Pastilles, recognised all the world

over as invaluable for Throat. Chest. Voice.

Bronchial Irritation. Catarrh. Cough. Asthma.

Hay Fever, etc. They act like a charm.

One taken at bedtime relieves respiration and

helps sleep. Recommended by the Faculty.

t'anlinal Vnughan wrote: "I have always

founii Proctor's Pinelyptus Pastilles efficacious."

Sir Charles Sail t ley: " Proctor'a PinelyptuB

Paatllle* are excellent for the throat."

Mailame Sarah Bemhardt: " Uses Proctor's

Pim-lyptus Pastille* with irreat succeaa for

throat, chest, ainl voicf, and recommends her

frientls to use tliÂ«-ni.

Mifs KHcn Terry: " t'onshlt-rs l*rortor'i

Pinelyptus Paotillt-H letter llian any otlier

n"ir*-.,r pa-till.- for Hi.-i.-ir,-."

re lint right forever]

window uia schemf of dMontlil

BEND NOW FOR CATALC

1922 New Values. Direct frc

Loom*. Nottingham Net Cu

Imperial Hem Curtains. Cordint

nets. Casement Curtains, " Thi

ttiat Wears,' Nets, Muslins, Crm

Linens, Hosiery* Laces.

8. PEACH & SONS,

112, The Looms. NOTTINGt
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D? BARNARDOS HOMES

Ã�M4NTUAL,

HALF-CROWN COLLECTION

PLEASE SPAFLE

2

TO HELP FEED

pUosi hap to beat

The Largest Family in the%rld

Cheques payable " Dr. Barnardo's HomeÂ» Founder's Day

Fund " and crossed, may be addressed to the Director :

Rear-Admiral Sir Harry Stileman (Dept. S.). 18 to 26.

Stepney Causeway, London, E.I.

total ef 302,804

HEALTHY WOMEN

must wear "healthy" Corsets, and the

" \ Ð¸ ui ,ii !â�¢>-<â�¢ " Corset ie the most

healthy of all. Every wearer wiya Ð²Ð¾.

While moulding the figure to the moot

delicate lines of feminine (trace they

vastly improve the health.

The CORSET of HEALTH

The Natural Ease Corset, Style 2.

8/11

pair.

I'ottace

abroad

BtACK TO PRE-WAR

PRICES.

Complete with Special

Detachable Suspenders,

Stocked in all sices from 2O to

ÐÐ�. Made In finest quality Drill.

SPECIAL POINTS of IN-

TEREST. â�� Mo bones or

steelÂ« to drag. hurt, or

break. No lacing at the back.

Made of strong, dura-

ble drill of finest qual-

ity, with special suÂ»-

R enders, detachable

>r washing purposes.

It Is laced at the sides with

elastic lacings to expand freely

when breathing.

It is fitted with adjustable

shoulder straps.

It has a short 9 in. busk in front which ensures a

perfect shape, and is fastened at the top and bottom

with non-rusting Hooks and Eyes.

It can be easily washed at home, having nothing to

Tliose Corsets are "pccfully rerommpmled for Indies who enjoy

cycling, tennis, ilnnrinir. polf. At\, Ð¿Ñ� tht-re is no th i tier to l:urt.or

bn-nk. Snipers, ArtrewMM and Imnlidn will find wonderful aMiet-

aiice, Ð¸Ñ� they enable them tx> breathe with T>crfect freedom. They

yield freely to every movement of the 1Ð¼Ñ�1Ñ�. and whilst giving

Wfuity of fifture nre the moet comfortable Corwtf Ð»Ñ�ÐµÐ³ worn.

EVEUY STITCH ItUITISH. Hupport British women workers and

reduce unemployment.

SEND FOR YOURS TO-DAY.

HEALTH CORSET COMPANY ÃDept. 65i,

Money House. 26 2B. Holborn Viaduct. London. B.C.

Instantly relieves

INDIG

(A couple

of tablets

after meals)

BISURATED

MAGNESIA

I'Â» AT ALL CHEMISTS

AN/EMIA

(Poorness of Blood)

SHOWN BY

SHORTNESS OF BREATH,

TIREDNESS, WEAKNESS, PALLOR,

TAKE

IronJefloids

Three times a day

1/3 OF ALL CHEMISTS 1/3
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FOR PRIVATE HOUSKS

Please write /ot

Descrifliivt

Circular.

Chimney-

sweeping and

Drain-clearing

Machines. Specially

designed for Private House-.

Country Mansions, Hotels,

Farms, etc. They are always

useful, and last a lifetime.

W. * G. ASHFORO.

11, Lower Ð¡Ð¼ÐµÑ� street BIRMINGHAM.

All that is seen

of the Receiver.

You needn't shout at him!

Although he's deaf he can hear you

Ñ� nit r distinctly when you speak in

an ordinary conversational tone,

because hen wearing an Earlux

Phonophor. 'Ð�Ð¼ la the most

inconspicuous and efficient aid to

hearing yet inventinl. Tin' receiver.

the iraaBaat in the worldÂ« weighs

only i ox., and restÂ« lightly and

comfortably in tho lol>Â« of the ear.

leaving both bandÂ« free, without

thÂ« use of a head'band.

Call for demonstration or write for

particulars of 7 days' freu triÃ¢t to

THE DEAF APPLIANCE CO.

fDept. Ð�.Ð�.

58/60. Wismore St. London, W.I.

EARLUX

Notwithetamling (In ui-l claiin.><

cure of rupture, exiÂ»erii

SALMON ODY

Patent BALL AND

SOCKET TRUSSES

are still unapproachable in efficiency for all cases of Hernia und

that they null enjoy that confidence throughout the Medical

Profession which haÂ« made them Ð²Ð¾ famous for over lOOyearc.

Tim-' WMrÃniÃ any nther form <'f Trii^. i<s]H>fia)lr Ela>ticor Wob

Trustee, are invitt-d t4> writ*1 to-day and prove for thenisrlvew tin-

unique suiwriorityof the Salmon Ody Patent Ball and So<-kÂ»'t True*

PARTICULARS POST FREE

SALMON ODY, Ltd., 7, New Oxford St.. W.&

Dont neÃ´lecl yourHarr3

â��^=^ Â¿> _ -^^^._Ð¶^_ ^

Has 35 Years Reputation.

1/Ð², 3/- &, 5/Ð² Ð¬Ð Ð¾Â»,Ðµ.

OF ALL CHEM/STS Â¿-Â» STOKES.

KOKO MARICOPAS Co., ' Ltd.,

16 B,-vis Marks, London, E.C.3.

Faded Frocks

The frock your friends admirttl

so much last yearâ��what Ð» pity

to discard it )>ecausâ�� of being

faded a little.

" Cherry's" will Â«iiiickly restore

the original delicate tint and

return it jupt like new.

Or. If you prefer, your frock

may he dyed to OJiy shade you

desire ut a nominal cost.

â�¢ Costumes Cleaned and Tailor Pressed 7 Ð± :

: Gent's SmU ........ 7/6-

- Raincoat ..... Reproofed

. .......... Returned Carriage .Paid.

7 - i

CHERRY?

" Cherry's " have over 50 years'

unrivalled experienceâ��an ex-

perience which is at 1 "' /.

service.

Art DyerÂ« & CleanerÂ«,

BURNLEY.

BOW LEGS.

ARE YOU

BOW-LEGGED ?

IF so, there is no need to worry

atout It, for if you wear the

B.L. Appliance Â«which acts in

every way like an ordinary garter)

no one except yourself will know you

are liow-legged. From the moment

you commence to wear this appliance

you cease to suffer any embarrass

ment, as your TROUSERS

ALWAYS HANG STRAIGHT.

Bow-legs are a detriment to business,

spoil your pleasure, and are a

nuisance always.

This Ingenious appliance will nmke

you aw*ar straight-legged, for your

TROUSERS WILL HANG

PERFECT.

Easy to put on, easy to take ofT.

H'tÃAoHÃ�. " Pat. No. 173.170/21. 1

Write/or illustrated Booklet (S.Jf.) FREE, and Â»eut under cover, to

THE B.L. APPLIANCE CO.,

Saffron House, Charterhouse Street, London. Ð�.Ð¡.1.

HAVE YOU EXPERIENCED

THE DELIGHTS

of luxurious pert unml. Turkish. ..r medicated Ivitlni in your own

home? The medical profession advine the Century Thermal Bath

Cabinet .'- the cheajM-Ht and easiest way of cleansing the -> -t. m

and curing Uric Acid complaint*.

Apart from the medicinal point of

view, there is no more convenient

n-iiy of taking Turkish. niedicafetl.

or perfumed l>aths than hy this

Cabinet. Tliere Is no cumbersome

furniture, it can be folded up and

put away when not in use, It will

last a lifetime with perfect eafrty.

Write for Booklet No. 712 and full

iuf urination alumt this valuable

Bath Cabinet. Portable, can tÂ«

fittwl up in a minute. Mention

Ð�Ð�Ð¨Ð¨ M Ð´Ð¾Ð»Ð³Ð¸Ðµ. 7Vm;*rÂ«-

^'^reÃ§nlntfd nt trill of bather.

PriceÂ» from A4 rf- Ð½/.iiYirrf*.

Ineide or Outside Heater,

â��

.

THE CENTURY THERMAL BATH CABINET, LTD.,

(Dept. 71 2 A), 70S, Recent Street, London, W.I

INSTONE AIR LINE

(Royal Mail)

LONDON

-PARIS

DAILY SERVICE (SUNDAYS INCLUDED)

Book

Through

All

Usual

Agents.

Seats Booked

at

Aerodrome,

Croydon.

2720 Ex. 17.

PASSENGER AND GOODS SERVICE.

Head Office : 53, Leadenhall Street, E.C.

THOSJt: AVE. "MIS."
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BEGINNERS' 34-PAGE PORTFOLIO SENT FREE

To prove the statement at the head of this announcement, the Directore of

the "A. B. C." School of Drawing will send FREE TO ALL who apply a

34-joa0e Beginners' Portfolio (prepared at great cost). - â�¢ â�¢> â�¢

This valuable and helpful Portfolio, which shnuld be in the hands of all

ambitious men and women, especially those with a taste for drawing, showe

you how you can develop artistic talent and turn it to j9Orf)tab/e use iu

a very short time.

It contains a host of illustrations and diagrams fully explaining the

*' A. B. C." rapid system of training. It tells you how you can

earn money at home by sketching.

It contains the whole of the subject matter of the first lesson.

It explains fully how you can learn to sketch In two hours by the

new ** A. B. C." method, a wonderful alphabetical principle applied to teaching

which hat* given arnazinci results.

" A. B. C." students are making good incomes from Art Work at home, all

over the country. There is no limit to the demand for the work. Why

struggle along in the over-crowded employmentÂ« ?

If yon enrol a* a student within ao days of receiving Free Port-

folio your name will tÂ»e placed on the spÃ©cial list of students avail-

able for cliente requiring new talent to do well-paid work at home.

A GREAT FIELD FOR ART.

A big, well-p liii field U open for "A. B. C." Students in the production of drawings for editorial, advertising nnd

commercial purpo-vs.

HOW TO OBTAIN THIS FREE PORTFOLIO.

The simple " A. B. C."

Principle which will teach

you in a few hours is

cleverly illustrated below.

THERE

ARE

ABOUTI

TEN1

Send your name and address to-day to :

PRINCIPAL, " A. B. C." SCHOOL OF DRAWING (Studio 202),

PATERNOSTER HOUSE,

the

Waterman's Ideal

Self-Filling Pen has

Patent " BOXED-IN " Lever.

ONLY!

I

*

I

I

The lever in a Self-Filling Fountain Pen may lie a

source of weaknessâ��AND annoyanceâ��or one of its

strongest points. In Waterman's Ideal Self-Filling

Pen it Â¡s" BOXED " in. The lever operates smoothly,

quickly and efficiently. It does not get jammed, break

off or work loose. INSIST on the Self-Filling

WatÃ©rnÃ¯an's

(Ideal)

FouinaSxÃ¯Pen

Three typeÂ«.

Type iwlth Patent

in Ijever, Ð²Ñ� illUNiniieui.

17 Ð²Ñ�Ð¿<1 upward*; "Safety"

Type. 17'Ð² and upwards;

"Reblar" Typo, 126 and

upward*. NilÂ» to ftuit all

hiimk Of Stationen and

Jeweller* everywhere. Write

for "ThePeii Itouk.P1free from

*

I

_ L. G. SLOAN,Ltd., Uytlffea. (Lonter, I

I KINGSWAY, LONDON, W.C.2 |

DIAMOND RINGS

Set in Platinum \y RinÂ§ Experts

Ð�

lusive

each stone set

with

Platinum Grains

ABSOLUTELY SAFC

\Y/AJTE G-SON

WcraftsmenmGold CHELTENHAM. ENG.

SÂ«nJ for the ,nlÂ«reÂ»t,njBooUit"Golde Jen Jewellery'poil fnc 6Â°

BAILEY S ELASTIC

STOCKINGS

For VARICOSE VEINS

90 yearÂ»' reputation for

BEST QUALITY

AND COMFORT

"VARIX," all about Elastic

Stockings, how to wear, clean,

and repair them, post free.

Special Department for Ladies.

Manufacturera of TRUSSES

and ABDOMINAL BELTS.

Catalogue post free,

38. OXFORD STREET, LONDON.W.I
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FOOTS SELF-PROPELLING & SELF-ADJUSTABLE

WHEEL CHAIRS.

Constructed on new and improved principles,

which i-Ti.itilt- the occupant to change the in-

clination of the hack or

leg-rest either together or

separately to any desired

position, meeting every

demand for comfort nnd

necessity ; aleo supplied

with single or divided and

extensible leg-restÂ». Have

specially large rubber-

tyreÂ«! wheels, and arenioet

easily propelled. No other

Wheel Chairo are capable

of so many adjustmentÂ».

Catalogue F3 of

WHEEL CHAIRS

In various designs

post free.

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd., Patentees & Manufacturers,

171. NEW BOND STREET. LONDON. W.I.

OLD HATS MADE NEW

AND REMODELLED TO PRESENT FASHION

Siivc yourself frnm 1ft - to3OI-

hy sending your old PANAMA. STRAW,

Velour. Felt or Beaver bat to the

Renovating KM-.-M â�� A. WRIGHT

(Dept 90). Albert Road, Luton. His

clever band of workers will quickly trans-

form your old hatâ��completely renovate,

re-model, and return it to you indis-

tinguishable from a brand new expen-

sive West End Creation. Send for Free

Catalogue of IOO styles of latest shapes.

From thie list ladies can choose the

design to which they wish their old

hat remodelled and made fashion-

able. The cost is only 29 tÂ» 43.

t If required, hat* tnn be re-dyed

â�� darter colourÂ», preference should

be given to Black, Navy, or Nigger, ai

an extra â�¢â�¢<>*' of 1/6 eachÂ») Oent.'e hats

I also renovatedâ��4/6 to Ð²,'- (except Iwwler

i-o r Ñ� Ik hats).

! Send Your

; Hat NOW ! Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded.

A. WRIGHT (Dept 20), Albert Road, LUTON

DON'T STUDY DRAWING

under any kind of tutorâ��that way leads

to disappointment. If you aro anxious to

produce humorous sketches, (story Illus-'

t rations, advert, design". listers, car-

toons, fashions, etc.. which are ÐºÐ¾ largely

in demand, write for a copy of my latent

prospectus, describing the new N.8.P.1).

courses. The courses are written by ten of

the most eminent artistÂ« in tit. Britain.

The book will help you to appreciate the

exact possibilities in drawingâ��ft is a

superb production printed In full colonr,

and is Ñ�Ð¿ art education in itself.

FOR BEGINNERS.â��1 have a special

preparatory course in head, face, figure

drawing, etc. Perspective, lifbt and

â�¢hade. etc. Fee is ONE GUINEA only

(Postase abroad 2 fi extra).

Write to me personally, enclosing 3d.

{postage). My book will lÂ»e BOH t per

return post.â��Jay Gerrard. B.W.S., The

Northern School of Press Drawing Ð¨).

Hni.Uhaw, Bolton.

Beacon

Oilskins

Inside a Beacon Sporting OÃ� skin, the

weather is always dry. No rain that

ever fell could get inside. Snow, Sleet,

Hail, Wind, and blinding Spindrift

/(in- to stay outside too, fot Beacons were designed

to give dry-b*mc- comfort to outdoor men

every kind of weather. They do fAi* uv

or innney hack. Falkland "

In Black. 35/- ; Bronze Ð¾

Green. 4O/-; Sou'wmtÂ«

match. 5â�¢- Ð� Ð²/- Ð³Ðµ*Ñ�Â«Ñ�.Ð§

Post Free U.K. ; extra al

The illHttration Â«Aon-Â«

tÃf Vnlkland OiÃÃA-tÂ».

70,<Ð®Ð� Ñ�ÐµÐ½Ð¸'Ð²Ñ� tÃ. It ha*

Ð» nnooth, dry Jlni*h

vidÂ« tÃcirt. eatu Ð�ÐµÐ¸/Â»"Â»

Ãªhouldern. smart, rowÂ«Â«..1

i> -rting citt, and if guar-

anteed not to Â»tick or leak.

lllttst'd List Port Free.

Send a postcard for

" Weather Comfort." dp

scribing OHftkins for all.

to |;.H>-,.,):- I r,: }[},

Hcacon PMgs.. S. Shields.

Itoamra Got C

Nursery Outfitters.

The Cot Â¡s so cosy. Beautifully

made. Light to carry. Folds up.

Hammocksliilcs off for washing.

No. 0. Filin Wood. 34 6 | Canopy

No. 1. Stained .. 36/6 > Drapery

No.2.Wh.Enamd,396j eitri.

Sent on 7 dayt' Ð»;>/>Ð³Ð¾.

C'nrr. IMÂ«/ in U.K.

Write for 64-page IliaÂ». Cat. I

Everything for Baby & Nursery I

Treasure Cot Co.. Ltd. (Dept. U.2)

103. Oxford Street, London. W.

(let Â¿Qnd floors) opp. Newman St..

near Jiininie k Hol lings worth.

Removed from 124. Victoria St

Beware of Imitations.

LEARNTOWRITE

and

Earn while you Learn.

CHORT stories and articles are commanding big prices,

^ and the demand for contributions grows daily. You can

qualify under expert guidance to earn money by your pen,

and to make your spare hours profitable. ' ThÃ© Regent

Course will show you how to write and what to write about.

The moderate fee is inclusive. Write

Interesting- NOW for a free copy of " How to Suc-

BOOklOt FREE cc"1 as a Writer, which descubes the

openings for new writers and the unique

advantages of a po^tnl course which is training men nnd

women to write the kind of copy that editors wantâ��and to

Ðµ.Ñ�Ð³Ð¿ while they learn.

THE REGENT INSTITUTE (Depi. 129Ð®,

22. Bedford Street. Strand. London. W.C.2.

Finest

in the World

â��made by a secret pro-

cess of toughening the

lead, giving a point of

great durability and ex-

quisite smoothnessâ��the

result of 100 years of

British Pencil Making.

â��Made in all degrees at

Wolff's Pencil Works,

battersea.

Rimlets

SHOE

GRIP

SOFT Rubber Cushions, encased

in Velvet, easily fixed into any shoe.

Protects stocking heel from wear.

A PERFECT CURE

FOR SHOES LOOSE

IN THE HEEL

From all BootmakerÂ«.

d.

BUck

White

Brown

or Grey
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SAILOR SUITS

5=,^ FromBritain&Navallbrl.

A/f ADE to measure in

"-*â�¢ Real Navy Serge,

as supplied to the

Admiralty â�� SO/- com-

plete outfitâ��correspond-

ing in every detail to the

uniforms worn by H.M.

Sailors. Also in White

Drill. Self - Measure-

ment Form and Illustra-

tions on request

We sell the Regulation

Serge by the yard, and

other qualities suitable

for Ladies'. Gent.*s. and

Children's wear at prices

from 2/6 lo 25/- a

yard. 30 ins. to 56 ins.

wide. Write for Pattern

Book 37. free.

We also stock Gent.'s suit-

ings, and Tweeds,Cheviots,

and Gabardines in all

colours for Ladies' wear.

Patterns on request.

A ny iengtk cut and sent

Carriage Paid in U. K.

The Real Navy Serge Wirehouse

J.D.MORANT Lâ�¢

PORTSMOUTH

Mummy, dear,

may I have

DICKY DUCKLING

with me in the

bath ? " "Certainly,

my pet, for he is

one of those

RUBBADxJBDUB

FLOATING TOYS

which won't perish or lose

colour In hot or cold water."

Blow him up and see how beautifully he floats.

Fitted with improved valve, which renders them

absolutely air-tight. May be obtained at Boots

Chemists, Hamley's Toy Shops, and leading stores.

A full iUtutroted lilt will be sml. from Ote

Manufacturer! on receipt of Id. stamp.

J. a FRANKLIN & SONS, LTD.,

11 17, Colvestone Crescent, London, E.8.

0lei*r Me Best

eschew Me rest

Jimmy

is a/ways

a happy

little chap

â�� and he isn't at a.\\ greedy. He's

At his happiest when walking

around with his favourite green

box of sweetmeats, inviting the

rest of the family to share his

greatest treasures â�� Wilkinson's

" Perfected " Pontefract Cakes â��

the delicious black liquorice

medallions from Pontefract town.

They are a healthy little sweet-

meat, containing pure liquorice,

which is good for both children

and grown-ups.

for " Wilkinson i." They

arc sold loose and in \-lh

and i-/A. sealed green tint.

Wilkinson's

"PER F E C TED"

Pontefract Cakes

W. & R. Wilkin*on & Co., Pontefract. â�¢ ;>.-,



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Foots' Bath Cabinet

s an established

"HE health value of Thermal (Hot Air or Vapour) Bathing is a

, fact. Nothing elsÂ« is so effective in preventing sickness, or for the cure of

Colds, Influenza, Rheumatism. Sciatica, Blood, Skin, Liver, and Kidney

Complaints, It eliminates the poisonous matters from the system, increases

the flow of bloodâ��the life currentâ��freed from its impurities, clears the skin.

recuperates and revitalises the body, quiets the nerves, rests the tired, create';

that delightful feeling of invigorated health and strength, insures perfect

cleanliness, and is helpful in every way.

Every form of Hot Air, Vapour, or Medicated Baths CAD be enjoyed privately

at home with our Patent Safety Cabinet. When not in use it folds into i

small, compact space.

Complete, with SAFETY OUT8IDE HEATER, &c.

Write for Bath Book. B 3. Poet Free.

. FOOT & SON, Ltd. (Dept B 3), 171, New Bond St., London, W.I.

UGLY NOSES

UGLY NOSES- â�� My Patent Nose

Machines improve ugly noses of alt kinds.

Send stamped envelope for particulars and

testimonials.

RED NOSES. â�� My long â�¢ established

treatment absolutely cures. Recommended

by medical authority. 4/Â« post free. Foreign,

1/6 extra.

E8 RAT. 10B. Central Chambart. Liverpool.

AST!?

UNSIGHTLY HIGH

BOOTS ABOLISHED.

APPLIANCES NOW BEING SUPPLIED TO WOUNDED

SOLDIERS UNDER GOVERNMENT OONTRAOT.

Pamphlet FREE to all tnentloninc THE STRAND MACAU**.

Bend particulars of your oue. Address:

THE O'CONNOR EXTENSION CO., LD.,

SURGICAL BOOT SPECIALISTS,

(Booklet N|,

a, BLOOHBBURY STREET. LONDON, W.C.

Don't Wear

a Truss.

Brooks Appliance to a new scientific dis-

covery with automatic air cushion* that

draws the broken parts together, and binds

them as yon would a broken limb. It abso-

lutely lioldn firmly and comfortably and

never slips. Always light and cool, and

. conforms to every nioremenc of the body

\ without chafing or hurcintr. We make

to your measure, and tend it to you on a

strict guarantee of satisfaction or money

refunded, and we have put our price so low

that anybody, rich or poor, can buy it. Remember, we make il

your orderâ�� send it to youâ�� you wear itâ�� and if it doesn't satisfy 3

you send it back to UP, and we will refund your money. Thi

the way we do business â�� always absolutely on the squareâ�� ami

have sold to thousands of people this way for the post ten ye

Remem'M?r. we use no salve*, no hame*s, no lien, no fakes.

just give you a straight business deal at a reasonable once.

Brooks Appliance Co., Ltd., IFrtr"Â«

(1560 F), 80. Ch.ncerv Une. London. W.CZ "K,"

NERVOUSNES

DO YOU SHUN SOCIETY

Or do people court your company because you are so cl

and entertaining? If not, it is possibly bf-causr of your fth]

Self-consciousness, .md unfortunate habit of Blushin;

this case My System of Treatment is the. very thine for i

it thoroughly re-invigorates the Weakened Nerves (th

of all such disabilities), and in a wonderfully short space <

will cure you of Blushing ami Nervous Timidity and ma

Bright Spirited and Self- Confident. You will feel so d

in company, and will rejoic? in the society of your 1

Any other Nerve Weakness from which you may suffV

as Mind Wandering, Trembling, Twitching, Weak M

etc.. will trouble you no longer after trying My System.

NOW for full particulars and FREE Booklet, "The PC

Win." sent FREE privately if you mention Straiul .l/<i

June. Address:â��

SPECIALIST. 12, All Saints Road. St. Annes-o

^FORTNIGHT TAR TREATMEN

For the hair, from Dr. mavallet of Paris.

WHY LOSE YOUR HAIR WHEN THIS CAN BE PREVENTED ?

TVcauseyoit do not knowof.or do not ns-JEAN HENRY'S " FORT N IGHT

TAR TREATMENT." Tim method is unfailing for falling hair, scurf,

dandruff, eczema, alopecia, or general ansemia. The Treatment contains no

spirit or acid that is injurious to the hair or scalp.

Complete Treatment, 21'- post 'ree- Overseas, 3/- extra.

TAR POMADE, TAR SHAMPOO TAR LOTION,

5/2 POWDER, 7/6, 12/6, 1 -1 C

post free. 1 6, post free. C1-3-O post free.

Beware of imitations. See the name CAMILLE acros* every label. -

Treatment can be obtained from Sfofea and Chemists, or direct front

.IRAN HFNRY FT TIE. (I

inr,, 44 )
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Before going away see that all

your garments are marked with

CASH'S

WOVEN NAMES

The neatest and

most efficient

me t bod of

marking linen.

Woven on fine

Cambric Tape

in fast turkey

red, black,

;reen, gold,

iclio, sky or

navy blue

lettering.

Wilfrid Lauriar

Prices

on White Ground

STYLE NSISO

5/- for 12 dozen.

3/9 â�� 6 â��

2/9 â�� 3 ..

To be aotaiiint of nil Dmpert a nil Onlflleri.

A Special and Finer Tape is now made for

marking Handkerchiefs and small articles.

: CASH'S WASH RIBBONS-M.de in Plaio :

: .nd Brocaded eHecU in White. Blae, Pink,

t Heliotrope aid Main. :

Samplei tirut full lilt of Style* FIIKK

application toâ��

J. & J. CASH, Ltd. (Dept. 5), Coventry.

SAVE MONEY-BUY DIRECT

All chese Models are exact duplicates of

35 - Model Shoes, made of Black Glace

Leather and Solid Leather Soles. Smart

â�¢hapes with generous fittings.

"Gibun

No. S The "Sandal"

Shoe, in fine

Glace, smart

Cuban

Heel.

ALL

SIZES.

I COMPLETE SATISFACTION OR MONEY PROMPTLY REFUNDED

in U.K. 1W. per pair extra. Foreign 2/6 extra.

No. 4â��The latest Fancy-

Tie Sho* in fine

Glace,

smart

Cuban

Heel.

ALL

SIZRS.

Al<o in beÂ«t qu.ilily f'atrnt, Models

3. 4. 5. ami X.i. i without Toe Cap, at

JOHN NEEDHAM

ALL LEATHER WORKS

The Centre of the Shoe Imltatry.

8/6

CORNS, ACHES, TENDERNESS AND

OTHER FOOT MISERY EASY

TO GET RID OF NOW.

At last! Take corns out, not merely off,

without plasters, dangerous cutting or

caustic liquids. Also stops the acid per-

spiration which ruins shoes and causes

soreness, etc., says C. S. TURNER, formerly

of the R.A.H.C.

Perhaps you have invited blood poison by hacking

the top off that corn with a razor, or burnt it off with

caustic pastes, liquids or plasters, soaked ii in hot

water, picked dubiously at it with your finger-nails,

and sprinkled it with various powders to stop the

aching. After doing all this and waiting patiently

for results, you either find that most of the corn has

stayed right on duty through it all, or else a brand

new top has sprouted up to replace the old one, and

the ache is still doing business at the old stand, worse

than ever, and plus considerable extra soreness of raw

skin around the corn. This is because you have only

worried and irritated the top of the coin without at

all affecting the little pointed part or core, which is

the real business end that causes all the pain by press-

ing on sensitive nerves. It would be as logical to cut

the top off an aching tooth to stop the pain.

It is only after all these time-wasting experiments

with a corn, unpleasant as they are, that you are

really ready to appreciate the marvellous way saltraled

water acts, and how totally diflerent it is from any-

thing else. It soon dissolves out the oil from dead,

hardened, calloused, "corny" skin, leaving it soft

and "mushy" as fresh putty, so that corns can easily

1* picked right out, root ami all, whereas callouses

turn white, curl up at the ed^es, and come entirely off

at one scrape with the dull edge of a knife. Sound,

healthy skin is not affected in any way by the water

except that it is wonderfully refreshing to sore, lired,

tender, aching feet.

To prepare the medicated water, which is also

oxysenatea, invest a few pence in a supply of the

Keudel Bath Saltrates compound, which is obtainable

from any chemist, this being the registered name by

which physicians and chiropodists presciibe it. Use

about a tablespoonful to a gallon of rather hot water

and rest the feet in this, but first bid all your foot

misery a final farewell, for such tortures will soon lie

only unpleasant memories of the past.

ARE

you

DEAR

The Danjhlll

INVISIBLE

EARPIECE

Act ach ment

18 - Extra.

All that it

Try our New

Popular

DANJHILL

EARPHONE

A perfect aid at a low price. It

will enahle :\ deaf person to hear

in church or theatre, and enjoy

the delights of conversation. Unique

trial terms Write for full Price

particulars NOW. Sent i? /-

free by return of post. "*â�¢Â»

D. & J. HILL, Ltd.. 204. Danjhill House.

267. Grar'i bo Rd.. King1. Cross, W.C.I.
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LT.-COL RICHARDSON'S

AIREDALES

Specially Trained for Protection Afainst

BURGLARS,

For LADIES' GUARDS, Etc.,

{rom lÃ¼ Cus-, Pups 7 Gils.

Wormley Hill, Broxbourna, Herts.

80 mine. TM.in Liverpool Street. U.E.R.

Free Guide to Photography

loo pages, with illustrations, post free from

Secretary, British Photographic Manufacturers'

Association, Sicilian House, Southampton Row, W.C. I.

"THE FRIENDS YOU SEEK ARE

SEEKING YOU."

t_I APPV, congenial, or intellectual friendships are made

* * through the Ã�.C.C. ; not a matrimonial agency but an

old -established icpniable introductory medium formed for the

benefit of the many thousands of lonely folk seeking the friend-

ship of a kindred spirit, either at home or abroad. For inter-

esting particulars write to the Secretary, 16 S.D., Cambridge

Street, London, S.W.i, enclosing a stamped addressed envelnpe.

RHEUMATISM CURED

To further advertise our marvellous Galvanic Ringt which

absolutely cures Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Gout, Nervous

Disorders, anil ;ill kindred compliiiits, we h.ive decided

to give a quantity away. Write

to-day for size card, testimonials,

particulars of free offer, &c.â��

GALVANIC RING CO.,

(Dept. 36), Kew, London.

The New Patent

SOUND DISCS

Completely overcome DEAFNESS and

HEAD NOISES, no matter of liow long

â�¢Unding. Aie the same to the ears

as glasses :<re to the eyrs. Invisible.

Cuinfbi table. Worn months without

removal. K.\pl;m;itory Pamphlet Free.

THE H. 8. WALES CO., 171, NEW BONO ST., LONDON, W.I.

WAYS TO INCREASE INCOME

at once for intelligent people of either sex, Sales

Letter Writing. Absorbing, creative, home or office

work, richly remuiierjiiive, offering greater scope

ill Ð¸ other professions. I \ to learn and follow.

Phmomrnal successes. Immediate work, money-

back guarantee. Free lesson. u-hour Course

under Britain's Finest Tutor. Details quitÂ« Free.

Send straight away.

S. M, JACK. 133, Melbourne Grow, London, S.E.2Z.

â�¢EIGHT INCREASED

5/-

IN 3O DAYS.

COMPLETE

COURSE.

NO APPLIANCES.

NO DRUGS

NO DIETING. '

The Melvin Strong; System NEVER FAILS

Pull Parlieulan Ð� 7uÂ«m<:nialsâ��Stamp, or

comvlfte courte bv return of post for 5/- P.O.

Melvin 8. Strong.Ltd.,24,SouthwarkSt .London.

NERVOUSNESS

U the frreateet drawback in life to any man or woman. If you are

Ð¿ÐµÐ³Ñ�Ð¿Ð¸Ð½, tlmfd. low-spirited. Inch self-confidence, will-power, mtnd

concentration, blush, or feel awkward In the presence of other*, send

8 penny Ktajnpt for particularÂ« of the Mrnto-Nene Htrenirtlipii.ng

Treatment. I -Â«1 fn thtN'avyfrom Vjce-Admirml toBeaman. and in the

Army from Colonel to Private, D.8.O.'e. M.C.'n. U.M.'s and D.C.M.'s.

QODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd.,

491, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.0.4.

STAIN GREY HAIRS

The Hair, WhiBkert. or Eyebrows are

simply und safely dene with

" NECROCEINE."

Restoring the colour lany shade) to the

root*, it has a hutting effect, and nukeÂ«

detection initHweihle. botet not etain the

skin. Undoubtedly the cleanest and beet

Huii Stoinur in the World. Light brown.

Golden. Dark Brown, Aiid Black, s.-nrtly

packed by Post for 19, 89, 3,9. 59.

LEIGH A CRAWFORD ( Dept. 28),

32, Brooke S t.. Hoi born, London, E.G.

DON Ð¢ BE SHORT

If you

are un-

der 40,

you can

easily increase your height by the Gif van Scientific Treatment.

Over ten years' unblemished reputation. Students report

from 2 tu ', inches of increase. N appliances or apparatus.

Results quite permanent. Increased height will help you in

business and social life. Your health and stamina willbegreatly

improved. Send P.C. to-day fur particulars and our Â¿loogua^n-

teeto Enquiry Dept.S.M.. i7,Stroud Green Road, London. N.4.

The "Titan" Air Pistol

A magnificent little weapon ; quick,

silent action. The strongest Shooting

Air Pi-tol ever m..de. New departure

from (he cheap feeble shooting foreign-

<!.'!<â�¢ article. Cannot be surpassed for target and bÃ®'d

shooting. Packed with supply of darts and singa.

Price 21/- tach. Direct from makersâ��

FRANK CLARKtl (Retord Up:.), Ð², Whitull St., Bi

List of Air Guns, etc., free. Be sure to address " Record " Dept.

Bedsteads! Bedding!

WHY PAY SHOP PRICES?

Newest patterns fn Metal and Wood. Bedding. Wire Mattresses, OoU.

etc. Furnitureâ�� Italroom and general All foods tent direct from

Factory to Home IN PERFECTLY NEW CONDITION. Send nortrard

l.Ml.iv for Illuitrated Price l.i-t (post frecl. 1 allow DISCOUNT FOR

CASH or supply goods payable in Monthly Instalments.

Estbd. 33 years. Special attention riven to Export Orders.

CHARLES RILEY, Desk 12, MOOR ST.. BIRMINGHAM.

Pirase mention HTUAHD MAGAZINE when writing for lists.

21/-

/SELL SUEDE LEATHER IN

ALL COLOURS AT 1 ld.S<,. Ft.

LADIES! SAVE MONEY,

and make your own reliable

Cloves, Hats, Dorothy Bags,

Chair Covers, etc.

Send ad. stamped addressed envelope

for Ð» full set of Beautiful Patterns.

CATT. Uatber McreW. NORTHAMPTON.

WRITE FOR THE CINEMA

Sell your ideas in the best market. The demand and payment

for screen stories is enormous and increasing, /. â�¢ ' to Â¿200

being paid for suitable ideas. You can learn how to write

up your ideas for film plays. Vou can join a profit Ð» Ð�? and

uncrowded profession. Hut you must start on the right lines.

There's a Secret in it ! A postcard brings you full informal ion

alxjut this Secret and our System.

SCHOOL OF PHOTOPLAY, ELEVEN, HALIFAX.

LIQUID LEATHER

The Ñ�Ð¾Ð´Ð� necessary and money-nvlnjt invention

of the day. For Instantly, perrniuienlly *nd

im Â¡-ih)y mending <â�¢â�¢â�¢!-. sime- (sole* and

npperel, motor and pram hoodÂ« and uphol-

Bterv. Ð«Ñ�Ð³Ð². bookhiiuliniÃK tyres, nnd huÂ«e pipeÂ«.

In short, ALL leather and rubber poods. Simple

to use. IiidUiMineabIc In every home, ganute

and workshop. Black and In-own. t'ult direction* sent.

SEND FOR Ð� TUBE TO-DAY.

Price only 29 post free ; 2 for 5 -.

S. Ð�01Ð�Ð¨Â» S.IHaDS Ð� tk... 89 Kincnmy. London. W.C.2.

I 1Ñ�Ñ�-(Ð³Ð¸ I-MJIV * Ñ�

Goddard's

Plate Powder

f-vi-i-vwh.M-: GJ I'
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GOOD NEWS FOR

NEURASTHENICS

THE GREAT TRIUMPH OF CURATIVE

ELECTRICITY.

Not a day passes but some new victory is credited

to Curative Electricity. Not a day but some poor

nerve-racked neurasthenic derives solace from Its

soothing. Influence and blessed relief from pain.

From great private hospitals the volume of testimony

in Its favour is erowlng dally.

AMAZING CURES.

more advanced of medical thinkers. H is amazing cures, however,

demanded more and more consideration, gradually won respect,

and to-day there is scarcely a hospital or curative institution

of any kind where electrical treatment is not employed eilher

No agony Is greater

than the silent

suffering agony of

the neurasthenic.

The nerves literally

moan or scream

with pain. Keep

your nerves well

nourished and flt.

Neglect them and

you suiter an earth-

ly Inferno of Illness

and pain.

alone or as an auxiliary to other treatments. Over and over

again its successful application has cured after all other treat-

ments have failed, and thousands of the worlds greatÂ«!

physicians and surgeons prescribe and recommend it. Why I

Because the human body is just a great electrical machine, and

the lack of Nerve-Force can only be compensated for by the

introduction of electricity within the body from without.

WHOLE NEBVB SYSTEM REVITALISED.

Every function, every system, every organ, every muscle, and

every nerve cell is operated by Nerve-Forc^Th^ulver.

COmtOrt, nIHl wmcn UO nut Illlcllclb â�¢ *..Â«..* -, r

They give no shock to the system, but pour into the depleted or

impoverished nerve system a continuous stream of new electrical

energy They revive the healthy function of nerves, stomach,

liver, kidneys, heart, and intestines. They increase digestion,

assimilation, and circulation, and are invaluable in INDI-

GESTION, CONSTIPATION, FLATULENCE LIVER

TROUBLÃ�S, KIDNEY DISORDERS, C"|gULATORY

WEAKNESS, HEART WEAKNESS NERVE WEAK-

NESS, AND ALL FUNCTIONAL DERANGEMENTS.

To-day you can read all about the great triumph of curative

electricity in a most interesting little book, written in fascinating

style by a leading authority, the famous electrolosist, Mr. J. L.

Pulve. mÃ¢cher, also the discoverer of the famous Pulvermacher

Electrological Treatment. The author enunciates the startling

theory that all functional disorders arise from a deficiency or a

leakage of Nerve-Force, or what to-day is more widely known as

NEURASTHENIA (Nerve Weakness).

Do not miss this opportunity of securing a free copy of '' A

Guide to Health and Strength." A post-card will bring it free

by post to your door. Address !

The Superintendent. Pulvermacher Electrological

Institute; Ltd., Ð�6, Vulcan House, 56. Ludgate Hill,

London, B.C.4.

THE TURVEY

TREATMENT

FOR ALCOHOLIC EXCESS

DRUG HABIT and Resultant Nerve Troubles

This well-known treatment, announcements of

which have appeared in the STRAND MAGAZINE

for over 20 years, is generally recognized as

the mcst satisfactory and permanent cure for

ALCOHOLIC AND DRUG EXCESS. The

TURVEY TREATMENT, which can be sent to

any part of the world, can be carried out at

the patient's own home and occupies about a

month, the patient during that time suffering

no inconvenience 'or interference with the

ordinary routine of daily life. The Turvey

Treatment not only suppresses the craving lor

stimulants, but actually creates a loathing lor

them, and, while perfectly harmless, acts as a

revivifying tonic, building up the wasted tissues

and invigorating the whole nervous system so

that the patient does not feel that sinking

sensation and feeling of collapse which generally

overcomes all his or her resolutions to abstain

. from stimulants or drugs.

THE NERVOUS STRAIN OF PRESENT-DAY

CONDITIONS.

That a large percentage of the Community are

relying to a greater or less extent upon the tem-

porarily stimulating effects of Alcohol or Drugs

is unquestionable. This disquieting fact, to

which attention has been drawn in these an-

nouncements for many months past, is doubtless

due to the abnormal strain and tax of present-day

conditions. Men and women who in ordinary

times have been able to maintain a normal

standard of health have, owing to continuous

strain and anxiety, been forced to depend to a

great extent upon some form of alcoholic stimu-

lant or drugs. Where the burden of anxiety

cannot be escaped, the habit of reliance on such

stimulants is readily formed, until it becomes a

necessity, then a persistent craving, and ulti-

mately a dominating power over the whole

mental and physical energies.

Dr G. W. Caswell (M.R.C.S., Eng., L.S.A.), m

his treatise entitled "Effects of Alcoholic Excess,"

says â�¢ " The only satisfactory course to be

adopted in every case of Alcoholic Excess, no

matter what stage the disease may have reached,

or what form it may have assumed, is to give the

patient the immediate benefitof the Turvey Treat-

ment which will perform all that can be desired

Patients or their friends can be seen daily

between Ñ� and 5, or, if the form below is filled in

and posted,fullparticularswillbesentunder cover.

To the Medical Supt, T.T. Assn.,

1, Harewood Place,

Hanover Square. London, W.1.

Telephone : Mat/fair 3406.

Please forward me by return, under plain cover,

full particulars.

Same â�¢

Tni: STRAND MAGAZINE. June. 1922.
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A REVOLUTION IN COOKING!

DOMESTIC SERVANT &

FUEL DIFFICULTIES

SOLVED BY

POORE'S

FIRELESS

COOKER

Meals cooked and kept hot for any

length of time without attention or

spoiling. 'â�¢" . saving in fu< I Food

cannot be spoilt by careless eerraute. Â£5 8 Ð² Â£4 Ð� Ð² or Â£2 9 Ð�.

FÃ�LL DETAILED BOOKLET FREE.

U/.*Â« Of\f\DC A

Will. POOKE; Ot

63, Queen Victori

., London. E.C.4.

St.,

DUTTON'S H^gp

HORTHAND

by

Learning^

I Only 6 Rules and 39 Characters. I

A Knowledge of Dutton'B Shorthand will enable you to EARN I

HOHE MOSEY. C-omi.lete Theory learned In Ð¨ Houre. Send I

.4nTi.li (or FIH.4T LESSON FREE tuâ�� I

DUTTON'S COLLEGE (DeskH), 92 A 93, GT. RUSSELL I

STREET. LONDON. W.C.I lanil at 10Â». High Hi!.. (.'hiswickl I

GREAT MUSICAL DISCOVERY.

BRITISH INVENTION.

A Pocket Instru-

ment that playa in

all keys aÂ« perfectly

as a violin without

the bi â�¢â�¢ .s n ni' study

of scales. The only

British-made Pocket Instrument on

e^r the market. Poet free, with full in-

Bange Si Octaves. atructions. 1/Q. Better quality 26,

from THE CHELLAPHONE CQ.tPept.a3i. HUDDEBBFIELD

by TRENCH'S REMEDY. Simple home

treatment ; over 30 years' success. Pamphlet

freefromUnionManfe.Co.,299,Elizabeth St..

1 Melbourne; Kllison &Dunc.~.nT PoriAhuriri,

Napier, N.Z. ; Stranack c> WUIinms, 320,

â�� West St., Durban. Natal ; Grocott

& Sherry, Grahamstown, S. Africa ;

A, G. Humphreys, Casilla de

Correo 675, Buenos Aires ; Trench's

Remedies, Ltd., 107, St. James'

Chambers, Toronto; und TRENCH'S REMEDIES, Ltd.,

33a, South Frederick Street, Dublin.

CH ELLA-RHONE

PAT. Ð�23Ð�6"3

CURED

The Gentle Art of Photography

1/6 net. Order of Bookseller, Bookstall, or Photo

dealer. 18 post free from Simpkins, E.C-4.

Interesting as a Novel

"WAVCURL" PROMOTES CURLY HAIR.

Have you thought bow much a head of Curly Hair

would Improve your appearance? "WAVCURL"

Imparts Ð¬Ð°Ð¼Ñ�Ð¿] permanent curls. One packet Mif-

firii'Ml, however lietlerw your hair is. One testimonial

Â»Ð°Ñ�Ð² : "Mv HAIR SOOM BKCAME Ð» MASS or WAVY Â»TRIA" *

tor either Ladles or Gentlemen or Children. ;

Ð¢Ð«* is what you have been looking for for years

Guaranteed harmless. Price Ð¯ 9 per packet. |>ont free.

Fora dhort time, however, we are Ð²ÐµÐ¨Ð¿Ðº ou: special

offer to all Strand !;.--â�¢.. readers. Send i/Ð² for

& 29 pncket. (Two f.,r TMK NEW WAVCURL CO..

Pulwood House. High Holborn. London. W.C.I.

Ð»

Wools wholea&ie

W. * J. FOSTER (Dtpt. H

Market Street Worhs, Preston.

ProvideÂ« Profitable Home Employment.

M... . . .-i . :.â�¢.._â�¢â�¢,. gporta Garmenta und

Clothing. K:i-ily learnt. 28 nmlal

â�¢wardi. Ð�Ñ�ÐµÐ³ 10,000 wld. Eitd. 1M61.

Write for Cash, Hire, or Work terms.

' . SampleÂ« free.

ASTHMA CURE

The standard remedy for over SO years

Gives Instant relief from Catarrh, Asthma, etc.

AT ALL CHEMISTS

4*. 3d. a tilÂ»

ANKELLIIVE/ /7

Trade Mark)

The World-famed narrateÂ» Cream Remedy

iÂ» a Medicinal preparation for reducing

Thick, UKly, Swollen AnkleÂ« to their

natural slim and dainty Shape. A NK EL

LINE do- Ðº not damage hut prÃ©servÃ©e and improves the nioet

deUrate skin. We have thousands of unsolicited Tef-tinnmiala

telling us of permanent lÂ«eiiefit rereived. No rase is Ð«-yond rore.

WritÂ«- now for 5 - J ar. post free with full directions, plain wrapper

The Manageress, REGENT CHEMICAL CO..

7. Regent BldgB.. Newcastle-on-Tyne. Orersens i>-e^tra.

DEVELOPS. FORINTS

& RETURNS YOUR FILMS

* LABODEX'

PROTECTIVE KNICKERS

The Greatest Invention

for the Comfort of Women

Miule in three sites : Lontfcloth 511 ;

Cambric 76; Cellular 1O6; Jap

Bilk 10 Ð² Ð� 126; Crepe de China

186 ft 21 -. FMtoUsttf.

The wiiterjToof is denrnle*a, non-rubber.

:uid will wash in l4>iliiiK water. M>:ip. and

liloachinn -4Â»i:i Stocked by nii the ImdinÃ§

Ladief Ontlttere. Do not accept Imita-

tions, which will only ilÃ�Rai>]>oint you.

// nny difflCHltlt IÂ» Oiitllinnip, â��

TO

PROVE IS TO CONVINCE.

I.vi Ð¸Ñ� convince you by proving th&t

NERVE TONIC

la without doubt the fineet nerve tonic procurable to-day. For

Neurasthenia, Neuralgia, Neuritis, Insomnia. Debility, Depression.

etc., it gives iuataut relief and apccdy cure. Price l 3, 29, and 5 -

t - i t-.11 ii Stocked by Army ami Navy Sturen, also obtained through

Idiots Taylors, and all chemists, or direct poet free, tfeud postcard

for wimple and literature ioâ��

CURACEA CO. (Sec 66', ELM GROVE, LONDON, S.E.15.

BABY CARRIAGE DE LUXE

The "Wonder" Baby Carriage. Specifications: Extra deep

coach-built body, finished Navy Blue. Patent side-cee springs,

9/iOths inch wired-on tyres, pawl hood joints, long apron, loose

cushions, low equal wheels. Sold in West End at much higher

figure. Recent price Â£16 8s-, now Â£0 15s., carriage jwiiri ;

Scotland and Ireland 7/6 extra. The most handsome and refined

baby carriage in existence at this priÃ©e. Illustrated leaflets on

request -WOOD BROS., 324, Kennington Rrl., London, SE. 11.

THE COMPO-

LITHOGRAPH

DUPLICATOR

"VTO Washinp or Melting re-

"^~ quired. Ð® Ð² upwards.

Manufactured in London for

43 years. Supplied to H is

Majesty's Government

Offices since 1879. We stock

all makes of Duplicators â��

GeIaline,StencÂ¡], Him or Clay

LISTS FREK.

The Trade Supplied.

THE Ð¡Ð�Ð�Ð Ð�-1Ð�Ð¢Ð�Ð¡

Â»GRAPH (M.X.) CO..

28, Kin^tland Ro

ad, London, E. 2.

Are Yoti Deaf ?

If Â«o, you can be relieved by usine

WILSON'S COMMON-SENSE EAR-DRUMS

A new scientific Invention, entirely different in confltruction

from nil other deviceÂ«. Amifit the Jenf when till other deviceÂ«

fall, and where medical skill hae given no relief. They are eoft,

comfortable, and invisible ; hare no wire or string attachment.

WRITÂ« Â»on PAMPHLET. Mention this Magazine.

Ð¨:!. * V%r fir..,Â« Ð�Ð» ArÃÃÃ*fcH(WiÃ. Ã®>. H. WILSON,

H 11 SOU bol-UniHl Ð©,Ð´Ð´ Itaebiim 1'1Ð»Ñ�Ðµ. Ð�Ñ�Ñ�Ð½Ð³Ð½Ð¾Ð½.
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If you have any aptituile for drawing, we can help you to

turn it to useful and profitable account. Our Correspondence

Course in General and Commercial Illustrating will give

you a thorough practical training, and is so graded that

the absolute beginner quickly becomes able to produce the

sketches that are wanted and bought.

DRAW

FOR

PROFIT

It is un wine of you to let any ability you may posseÂ« He dormant,

for it you Ð¿Ð°Ñ�Ðµ that liking for drawing you may haÃ¯e in you the

making of Ñ� Â«ucoÃ®sÂ»fiil illustrator. Uur.puiuU' work-hÂ»saj>pÂ«Â»red

in practically every periodical anil magazine of note.

If you arr intervstL-,1 in Â»kftohing M a profession or hobby our

Illustrated Prospectus is Â»ure to 1Â« of

interest to you. It will lie sent post

free, Ð²Ð¾ write for a copy Ñ�<Ð¼1Ð°Ñ� :â��

Principal, Studio 423,

THE LONDON SKETCH SCHOOL

34, Paternoster Row, E.0.4.

NIGHT LIGHTS

Britain s Strongest Man

HEAVY-WEIGHT

CHAMPION OF GREAT

BRITAIN.

HEAVY-WEIGHT

CHAMPION BRITISH

EMPIRE.

MIDDLE-WEIGHT

CHAMPION OF THE

WORLD.

AND THE

WORLD'S

GREATEST

EXPONENT OF

MUSCLE CONTROL

There is nothing secret about my methods,

they are the simplest in the world, and, because

of their simplicity, are the best ; but the key is

cnown only to myself. I have formed it as

the result of years of experience, tests and

trials. There is nothing uncertain about it,

as it is natural and positive in its results.

It does not matter how weak or strong you

are, you can make yourself absolutely fit

by my advice.

Thirty Thousand Pupils have thanked me

during years for what it has been my pleasure

to do for them, and I have received whole-

hearted recognition from such well-known

authorities as Dr. Dale, Dr. Lee, John Marks,

Hackenschmidt, Apollo, and Madrali.

If you have HEALTH, value it and obtain

that reserve of energy by mental control so

necessary in present-day life.

Ðº you are in INDIFFERENT HEALTH, such

as Chest and Lung Weakness, Constipation, Indigestion,

Insomnia, Liver and Kidney Complaints, Lack of Vitality,

Obesity, Neurasthenia, Rheumatism^, write for my

booklet " Physical Culture Simp'ified.''

If you require GREAT STRENGTH, a good deve-

lopment, weight increased, or have a rupture, or curvature

weakness, write to me at once for my Confidential Advice.

Consultations by appointment Free.

115. St. Paul's Chambers, Ludgate Hill. LONDON. E.C.t.

N/V,- -I'lntxr send me, gratin, n copy of Ñ�Ð¾\Ñ�- IjookM

" I'liiiximl ('itlturc Simplified."

NAME

A DDKESK â�¢
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Learn French or Spanish

by New Pelman Method.

"Absolutely Phenomenal," lays a Professor

'Ð�Ð�Ð� new Pelman method of learning Foreign

Languages goes on from success to success.

It has been applied already to French and

Spanish, and the very first lesson of either of

these two Courses will amaze you. There is

not a word of English in either of them, yet you

can read them with ease, and you could do so

even if you didn't possess the slightest previous

knowledge of French or Spanish. It sounds

almost incredible, but it is perfectly true.

This method enables you to learn either

French or Spanish in the quickest possible time.

No previous acquaintance with the language in

question is necessary, and by the time you have

completed one of the Courses you will be able

to read any French (or Spanish) book or news-

paper, and to speak French (or Spanish) fluently,

easily and accurately.

You will attain this proficiency without

having to spend hours, days and months studying

complicated and dreary rules of grammar, or

memorising long vocabularies. There is r.o

translation. There are no passages of French or

Spanish to be put into English, and no passages

of English to be put into French or Spanish.

You learn either language in the natural way,

just as you would if you were living in France

or Spain.

Here is a letter recently received from one

who is taking the French Course :â��

" About six months ago I began to study

your French Course. Before then I had read

with the greatest difficulty some extracts from

La Fontaine and Voltaire. I had forgotten all

the irregular verbs which I studied at school,

and I could not write two words without a mistake.

Now I have discovered MoliÃ¨re, Villon, Montaigne,

France, and have added them to the treasures of

my little library. It seems to me thit mv progress

is marvellous." ' (H. 439)

And here is a report just to hand from a

student of the Spanish Course :â��

" Recently we received a visit from Pro-

fessor , Senior Language Examiner to the ,

with whom [ had a conversation in Spanish for

about forty-five minutes. He was astounded that

in six months, and starting frum an absolutÂ« ignor-

ance of the language, such progress could be

possible. His own words were : ' You are a

walking advertisement for the Pelman Institute ;

it is absolutely phenomenal.'" (S.I-. 191)

Full particulars of this remarkably interesting

method are contained in two little books,

entitled respectively " How to Learn French "

and " How to Learn Spanish." These books are

published free of charge, and readers who would

like a copy of either of them should apply

for it by letter, or in person, to the Pelman

Institute (Modern Languages Department),

32, Bloomsbury Mansions, Hart Street, London,

W.C.I. When writing, mention which of

the two books you require and it will be posted

to you by return, gratis and post free.

HIGH-GLASS TAILORING

EGERTON BURNETT'S

MADE-TO-MEASURE SUITS

Give

Exceptional Satie fac-

tion in Fit, Style, and

Workmanthip,

Their Suitings are noted for I Â»

cetlence of Quality and Refined

Character, and their extensive

collection of pattern! represent

ihe latest and most fashionable

J productionÂ» and provide a

Â£ wide range of differing makes,

weaves, and styles for selection

Pure Wool

Superior Qualities

Permanent Dye

Dependable

Black, Naoy, and Colour*.

Pried, Doublt Width: 41 lit,

611 Ð�, 711 11 lo 2911 1 per yd.

Refined

Costume and Drett Fabrice

for Ladies' and Children! Wear.

_ New Seasons Patterni,Tailortng

Suit, made to measure, as Styles and Price Lists, Measure-

illustration, from 112 - ment Forms, etc., on application.

EGERTON BURNETT. LTD.

(L. DepO. WELLINGTON. SOM.. ENGLAND.

IS

A

HOME

MODELLING

OUTFIT of

HARBUTT'S

PLASTICINE

What better Gift can you give

a clever child ?

Complete Set 4/9 & 6/9, post free.

HMBUTT'S FUSTIGUE, LTD., 3, Ð�1Ð¨Ð�Ð Ð¨, BUTH.

ALWAYS the best

& still the best TO-DAY.

For making the lightest, most

digestible and Ð°Ñ�Ñ�<Ñ�Ð«Ð¿Ðº Bread,

Cakes, Pastry, Puudings and J'ICB.

BORWICK'S

BAKING POWDER

haÂ«bad an unrivalled reputation all

over the world for nearly 60 yean.
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9 SHI RTS,

PYJAMAS,

COLLARS.

Cool, Clean, and Comfortable.

i of fÃritieÃt tÃailf Ã�rlijlci'tl Silk und CoÃÃuu Ð¾/ (Ð�? hiillirrt grade

"I UVISCA" for Men's Wear is irresistibleâ��so dressy, so durable, and

- withal so comfortable, lh,n it he only to be seen lo be appreciated.

" LUVII-CA" looks like silk, is more durable ihan silk, and is cheaper I han silk.

ASK YOUR OUTFITTER OR STORES TO SHOW YOU

THE NEWEST PATTERNS.

"LfVISCV." the ideal waÂ»hlng mate- I If any difficulty in obtaining Â»rile, to

rial fur LAMÃ� KS' HUirsES HHKSSKS. the ManufacturerÂ«. ful'I1T H'LPS.

fHILIUÃ�KN'S FlÃtu'KS SPORTS l.TI). (Dept. 761. 19. AMcrmanhury.

fo,\TS. â�¢â�¢!,â�¢ - in all ncwnit Â«tyleÂ« and Ixllldon. K.I'.i Â»lio Â»ill -, ml y..u name

deeignf. Suld by all Ð�Ð¿Ñ�Ðº'Ð�* Â»nd StoreÂ». I of your nearcut retailor and UiokleL

. I KitKliHf Cimibimili
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DRINK AND DRUG HABITS

Can be cured. " Truth " investigates

the Keeley Treatment.

** Truth" has just completed a searching and

independent investigation into the merits of the

Keeley Treatment for the cure of Inebriety and

Drug-taking. The representative of ** Truih "

personally examined the Institute's documents, the

volumes of testimony from patients who have been

cured, and also witnessed the methods of the

Institute while patients are un-ier treatment. ' In a

four-page Supplement "Truth" makes the following

seven special points in favour of the late Dr.

Keeley's system.

1. That the Keeley Treatment at the Keeley Institute

definitely remove* tbe craving for alcohol, opium,

morphine, laudanum, chloral, and similar drugs.-

2. That the general health of the patient is improved by

the treatment.

3. That the usual time needed to effect a cure U fo

weeks in the case of the inebriate, and fire or i

weeks in victims of drug habits.

4. That no distaste for alcohol is produced, the pitii

being merely placed in the position of a person .

has never previous!* tasted alcohol.

5. That the permanence of the cure is entirely depend

upon whether the patient reawakens the craving by recot

to alcohol.

6. That there is no restraint or confinement inv i

in the treatment, life at the Keeley Institute be

similar to that at any well-managed boarding ho

or hotel, with complete freedom to the patient.

7. That, of the patients treated, 60 per cent, arc sh

by the. records to have been permanently cured,

remaining 40 per cent, having been lost sight

among them being a number who have prob

resumed their old habits.

A copy of " Truth " Report and Prospectus *ent free

on application. All communication* in confidence.

Lord Montagu of Beaulieu. Lord Forster of Lepe, and

the Rev. R. J. Campbell, M.A., ac. as the Honorary

Committee of the Institute. The Committee has made

14 Annual Reports, every orie of which contains

remarkable evidence of successful cures of Inebriety

and Drug-taking.

In four weeks the Keeley Treatment completely ei

cates the craving for drink, and in six week* for d

The " Times," after an independent investigation, 1

" The Treatment has stood the crucial tests that

been applied to it, and has emerged triumphant

the ordeal."

THE KEELEY INSTITUTE (Dept. 7), 9, West Bolton Gardens, LONDON, S

(Telephone: Kensington 813.)

Buy Direct from Northampto

The World's Best Brogues at Barratts Factory Pr

100 Per Cent. :: ::

Brogue Efficiency

For either sports or promenade wear.

Soles of EngJiih oak * tanned butt

hide, stitched to welts on hand-sewn

principle and solid leniher insoles, easy

tiead, smooth inner -.urface. Even-

Lp rained, .substantial, flexible Black

Box Calf uppers, with biogue orna-

ment neatly punched and strongly

sewn ; can't brrak away across tread.

Firm, non-f.lipping heel-grip. Rnrk

quarters lined smooth leather. Stiff-

euers in blocked toe and heel solid

leather. Noie the smart shape and

appearance. A gentleman's shoe

worn by well-dressed men all over

tbe world.

Made at " Footshape" works, by Northamp

most skilful craftsmen, Barratts back this Br

with an unreser\e<l qi

guarantee. Conient

one modest factory

and selling by pi>s

saving all stipe

middlemen's cl

Rarratts price is

50 per cent,

shop prices.

Footshape'

Accuracy

Fitting-by-Post

Guaranteed

When ordering, state usual size worn,

or sÂ«-nd " Kootihnpe" got by outlining

stockinged fool as it icsts with normal

pressure on paper. Hold pencil upright.

Si/-6: 5, 6, 7, 8, 9. 10, ii, and 12, which

is i/- extra. In four widths : Narrow,

medium, wide, extra wide. // not fuUy

Post Free. Overseas Extra.

Style 1482 is same shoe in Rich

Brown Willow Calf. 30'-. , -

Post Your Order Now-Tlii^

Home: Simply mention Style 1682, Overseas: With Cash on OHiv*

enclose cheque or money order scnd IO';.SC^"S'A Â°nlÂ£- P:\y_w

ft . f â�� â�¢ tm_iMÂ»c i,ucuur or money orocr --"-â�¢â�¢Â« *ut- <,â�¢, L, ^n uu i >. Â« .Â»y Â»

medium, wide, extra wide. // not fully , arrive \\"i,,- â�¢â�¢ P O tS 5Â« nm \n

^.fied Mh ft aniovnlit,,, 'return'Â«l f"' Â»s/- ('Â« ". Â«/- Â»Â«â�¢Â«) and po.t ^'j^ ^^^S^S^

todfti. UarraUt triu return your cash, to Harratts. (packed) ^-Ibs.

W. BARRATT & CO., LTD., 20, Foot shape." Northampton,

Write for Barralls I r5-page /llutlrateJ Catalogue for 1922 (callage 3d.).

To /act baeJt of frmt
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You can't get wet in the genuine

T'iin ii au art

mue" he wram-

'(Keg'd.)

â�¢ta

Feather V Weight STORMPROOF

A " Mattamac" is identical in appearance with the usual five-

guinea Weatherproof. In utility, also, it c-quals its much-mure-

costly Competitor. It wears as long, weighs one ihircl, and '

ah-olurely waterproof, bight and cntnpact-

folding, Winil. Chill, anil

Wei proof, a 'â�¢ Mattamac"

is the Ideal Coat fui

Ilnliday and going-away

wear. Send for one now

for Whitsuntide and the

Summer.

FOLDS INTO

THIS SIZK.

_**^LW

far ilan. IIÂ«

il* tiliofor /Â¿i</iny. Spoi-tii

â�¢a ii Â«IP.

MultÂ»'1 Falirlr iÂ« "cee.liniljr rompÃ"!

'111Â« Ñ�Ñ�Ð°1 Â»ifrn by titÂ« K-ft. man Mnmtb.

when fi>blfil,jii4t mnde this ntimrÂ«.

â�¢â�¢tocrnifh Â»f hit litlnd "W Ã�UÃ " Mullfi-

.10 km >"

" Â»Inltmiiac"-

42 -

*^Be^^ j* f 19 Ð�Ð�.

19 ozs.

You Ñ�Ð°Ð¿ carry a " Matta-

mac " as easily as a news-

paper or uinbrella. You

can f-ven fold it to fit into

your j-ickei pocket, or

Attache Case, when the

Sun shineÂ«. Yet it gives

complete protection in

the rainiest weatherâ��at

less than half ihe cost,

andone-ihird the weight,

of ordinary Weatherconls.

IltiMtratlonn Â«how nnt.--lt.4l

Mo.l.'ls Non. 1 and -l, at 48/-.

In Fawn. Olive, Tan, Orcy.

Black, or Plim Shades.

l-h. <l Ð¼.Ð½Ð�Ñ� In the ftamo

range of colourÂ«, coet 47 6.

ChlMren's Models In thneix

colours n re mnilc mid

â�¢torkeil nt rizÂ« prices. (SÂ«i

"Mattaniar" Booklet.)

" Msttaomc" StormproofÂ«

are now wild in mÂ»nj I i Ñ�. : -

. . . Imitations are iH.-com-

InÂ» frequent- . . V\\<-â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢â�¢<,. Ã� v

" Ã�UttJimac" can I* itlonti-

ri"l by 'he " Msttaniac"

I e,, i tieneath the i'omt-

hanictT

MADE IN 11 MODELS, 6 SHADES, 40 SIZES.

Unbelted "Mattnmacs" ;.re made for Indies and Gentlernen

at 421-, and for Children at prices according to size.

Conduit Street, their birthplace and ihe World's Overcoat

centre, U represented in the graceful, tailored "hang," wide

skirt, easy Raglan shoulders, and roomy " uiuier-ai ins."

Each ** Matfamac" has wind-strapped adjustable cuffs, perpen-

dicubr pockets, lined shoulders Ñ� conscientiously nnished in

all details, arid is guaranteed to he m.ide entirely from the

genuine nll-weaiher-prooi " Matta"(R*K'd.) Fabric. In ordering,

p' ase give measurement around chest over waistcoat (Indies

measure over the blouse), state height, colour preferred, and

enclose remittance. Post free U.K., extra abroad.

The featherweight ' ' Mattamar"

itself is "just right" for 75%

of people. For those who need

â�¢a heavier Coat, for hard, rough,

Sporting, or Working wear,

or for the colder days, \ve

.malty the durable, wear-defying

(Registered.)

Double Fabric and Wear

34 ozs. Weight, 77/6 up

Â¿ÐµÐ¼ than Doable Weight & Price

In cut, style, and finish, il is identical

with the featherweight "Mattamac/'

The only difference is that the 1902.

featherweight Coat is made up from

single "Malta" Fabric, whilst the

34 oz. '* Duo-Mattamac " is cut from

double "Malta" Fabricâ��(tvo of the

tough, finely-spun cloths, united

with the proofing between,

" Duo-Maltamac " Coals, though

double all through, are of medium-

weight. The ordinary unbelted C<>at

is, roughly, two-thirds the weight of a

Gabardine Raincoat. " Duo-Matia-

mac" Storm proofs are made in 6

shades and 11 Adult models, follow-

ing exactly the cut, colours and sty/ÐµÐ²

of Featherweight " Mattamac " Coats.

(Children's " Duo-Mattamacs " are made

to order only.)

Ð�Ð¾ order a " Duo-Mattamac " .â��Send

remittance (unbelted Coat. 77/6 ;

Belted. 85/-) statinÂ« height, colour, and

cheat meature over waialcoat. If for a

Lady, pleaae aay Ð²Ð¾. and meaaure over

Blouse. Within 7 daya. return for full

money ih permitted if diaaatUfied. You

can inspect Modela, or order aafely by

poat. or lend for the ' Mattamac Brooklet

26 W" describing alao this "Ihm

Mnttamac/ and showing a aample of ita

double-texture Fabric. Call at. or send

ordera to. the addrraa below, or write

for "Mattamac Booklet 26 W."

FEATHERWEIGHT Â» MATTA " (Registered) FABRIC

from whi'.h the " Mattamac " Wrnthercoat is entirely made, Ã�;

a light-weight, closely-woven, intensely-strong and compact

folding material. It is tough, " clean " wearing, and abso

lutely waterproofâ��so waterproof that even wind-driven rait

cannot penetrate a " Maltauiac " Stormproof.

SEHT TO YOU OH 7 DAYS' FREE APPROVAL

You can satisfy yourself aliout a " Mattamac " in actual wear

Each Coat is sent out on the understanding th.it it can U

retÃn nrd within seven days in exchange for the full purchase

price should you so wish. You take no risk whatever in buying

if you do not like the Coat, you need not keep it. You can >uiel>

order now, without waiting for the Booklet to reach you.

SEND FOR "MATTAMAC" ART BOOKLET, POST FREE

^end ape. for the " Mattamac" Booklet " 26 W" -''"d colom (>atterns of " Malta" Fabric, in Fawn, Olive, Tan, Grey, ttlack.atu

Blue shndes. 1 he K k!- r introduces Town, Country, and Military unbelted Models (42 Ð� the popular Helted Models foi

Ladies, Gentlemen, and the Military (47/6). the Wide skirted hquestrian Model (unbelted, za oz., 59 6 ; belted, 24$ oz., 65/-)

and Children's M<>dels for all ages at st7e pricea.

Write to-day for the "Mattamac" Booklet " 26 W" and the 6colour pattern:

of "Malta * Fabric, Ordering Forms, etc., to the Sole Manufacturers o:

" Mattamac" Stormproofs; or inspect Models at the " Mattamac" Showiooms

KINGSTON HOUSE, Â©

CONDUIT STREET, LONDON, W.I

MIDLAND SHOWROOMS NOW OPEN AT EXCHANGE BUILDINGS. 134. NEW STREET. BIRMINGHAM

To face end of Text.
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Belles of

Bygone Days.

Letter from Miss Philli~ Evander, of

London, to Miss Chloe Fomeroy of

King's Hatton, Devon.

June, 1765.

My Dearest Chloe,â��

How long do you continue your rustick

pleasure ? Positively I languish for your

company. I have nothing but ill to say of the

Countrie, since I find rustick pleasures but a

melancholia distraction, and since Betty's

At LÂ«dy Paynting's Rout.

discoverie of a certain simple, it is no longer

necessary for the sallowest Miss to seek a

milkmaid's roses farther than a mile from

St. James'. The dear child brings me secretly

from the Apothecaries some ounces of a magical

Wax called Mercolised, which has marvellously

improved my complexion. At Ladv Pavnt-

ing's rout last night I had a thousand Beaux

and was complimented bv Sir Jeremy Jay,

who is mighty difficult to please, on the freshness

of my appearance. Shall I obtain some of the

Wax for you, dearest Chloe ? It works on a

new Principle, by absorbing the outer cuticle,

thus exposing and displaving to full advantage

the unblemished skin beneath. Use it, child ;

't is miraculous, but remember 't is my secret.

I vow I will not touch cosmeticks again.

Write soon to your devoted

Phvttida.

WHEN YOU TAKE OFF

YOUR HAT.

Summer-time brings out the best and the

worst in woman's looks. The warm weather

tempts us to throw off our hats and enjoy

the sun and breeze on our bare heads. But

what a pitiful revelation the removal of a

pretty hat can be ! Too often the hair

beneath is thin and dull, and the pitiless sun

searches out every split hair and faded

stroak. Yet beautiful hair is the right of

every woman, young and old, plain and

pretty.

We all start with equal chances in the

matter of hair, but through ignorance or

neglect, numbers of women let the condition

of their locks deteriorate in an alarming

manner. Most people are dreadfully careless

in the choice of a shampoo. Many shampoos

dry up the roots of the hair and cause it to

become thin and brittle.

A perfect shampoo is pure stallax. It has

the unique property of acting as a tonic as

well as a cleanser. Instead of drying up

the natural oil supply of the hair, it re-

charges the cells with all that they have lost

by coming into contact with water or other

injurious agents.

If you use this simple shampoo, you need

have no fear of exposing your hair to the

most searching light : the sun will do no

more than show up its beauty and lustre.

How I Permanently Removed an Ugly

Growth of Superfluous Hair.

By MARIETTA DI TEROOLINA

(Tile wHI-knmvn Ð�Ñ�Ð¸4Ð¾Ñ�Ð¿Ð°Ð¾]

The use of grease paint, as almost everyone who has

used it night after night knows, is very liable to induce

a growth of superfluous hair upon the face I was

MO exception to the rule, and although only in mv

early twenties I found to my horror quite a strong

growth ap|)earing upon my chin. This caused me

.yreat concern until a friend suggested the use of a

little pheminol

witli a few drops

very doubtful

result, but

to be done

procured one

powder from

and applied Â¡t

suggested,

removed the

first applica-

next day I

some tekko

continued doing

weeks. At the

I could find no trace

mixed into apaste

i>f water. I felt

about the

something had

quickly, so I

ounce of this

my chemist

in the manner

The pheminol

hair at the

tion, and the

started using

paste, anil

so for several

end of this | eriod

of hair whatever, not even

with a magnifying glass, and since then I have

never been troubled with the slightest suspicion of the

disfiguring growth returning. I consider the discovery

of thU pheminol to be the greatest boon on earth.
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but delay will be short as FLUXITE is handy.

When (ravelling by car, take this tip and

always have FLUXITE wilh you.

All Mechanics WILL have

FLUXITE

because it

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING

All Hardware and Ironmonccry Store* nell Ð Ð«1Ð¥1Ð¢Ð� in

tine, price 8d.. 1/Â«, anrl 2/8. BVY Ð� TIN TO-1)Ð� Ð�.

Ask your Ironmonger or Hardware lÃealer to show you the

neat little

"FLUXITE" SOLDERING SET.

It le perfectly Dimple to n -â�¢ . and will last for yean in conetant

use. It contains a special " small-space " Soldering Iron,

with non h- ,r in-.- metal handle, Ñ� Pocket Blow â�¢ Lump,

FLUXITE, Bolder, etc., and full instructions.

Price 10 6, Sample Set. prat paid UnitÂ«. Kingdom.

FLUXITE, LTD., 160, Berlngton St.. Bermondwy. Eng;

Become a GOOD PIANIST

without constant " practising "

M Y system. The ORIGINAL POSTAL

SYSTEM, has abolished all need for

keyboard drudgery. , You can obtain in a

few months a mastery of the piano often

unattainable even after years of laborious

practising for several hours daily.

Sir Frederick Bridge and other eminent

musicians highly recommend and use

the System. No apparatus or

specially wi itlen score. The

quickest and most certain

way to permanent

Send

for in Ñ�

ILLUSTRATED

~ BOOK"Liihtoo

< Pianoforte Plannf."

ThU book explains

fully how I tench the Sys-

tem by a series of Postal

Lessons, and the fee I chrtrge.

The Lessons are adapted to the

requirements of pianists of all grades

of proficiency. Apply for book to-day,

but do not omit to state whether average

or advanced player, or, if a beginner, whether

S Ð£0" cn" or cannot play at sight a simple hymn

tune. The book will be sent free of charge and post free.

J. Maodonald Smith, 19, Bloomsfaury Sq., London, w.c.i.

]Ð�Ð³Ð¾Ñ� Brain to !;out>oard

Macdonald Smith's

System of Pianoforte Playing.

mastery of llie pian<

14,OOO

SUCCESSFUL

PUPILS.

TWILIGHT SLEEP NURSING HOMES

Twilight Sleep painless Maternity is a boon which should be accorded to every mother and child.

Prospective parents are invited to call or write for Illustrated Booklet of the leading Twilight Sleep Home

in Great Britain. Resident physician. Best equipped. Most comfortable. Ten acres of beautiful grounds.

Recommended by Medical Profession. telephone: Kingston 1807.

MATRON (B.I..), nuSMEY LODGE, TEDDINGTON. MIDDLESEX.

WEAK NERVES CURED!

Without drug! or medicines. Safeâ��Secretâ��Sure. ROM Mind-Train ing

Courre, lOs. ed. complete. No further einende. Particulars '3d.

sUmp.-e. ROSS, 40. VICTORIA ROAD. SCARBOROUGH.

HEIGHT INCREASED

IN ONE MONTH.

NO DRUO8.-NO APPL1ANCE8.-NO Â»IF.TING.

ROSS SYSTEM NEVER PAILS.

PriÃ©e In. 6d* cÃºmplele. Parta niara 'Â¿Ð�. stamp.

Ð�. BOSS. fO, Victoria Road. Scarborough.

EVIN ILUDE

pprec

have an Evinrude.

Motor which is

ched to the stern of a

Ð�1^= Ð�Ñ�Ð³Ð°Ð³Ð¾Ð� MOTOR cÂ°iE\Girj?,

107 WATERLOO RD

LONDON SEI

LADIES OF TASTE

will appreciate the merit

of thli

" CROMWELL "

BROGUE

SHOE.

Stylish and Serviceable for Town

and Country, Walking:, Golflne, &c.

Mnny yeari ago the Brogue Buckle Shoe wn* iirifrinalcd

and Introduced by us. Itf auccew hns led othera to

fi.llcnr, l.ut the ''Fife" still maintitins the lead for

Distinctive Style, Quality, uml Lontf Service.

Hplcmlldlr ni.i'ir from liest materials. Steel Slide on

front. Walking Solo, and Oulnn Heel.

Order No. 861. Black, per pair, 33/-

Order No. 861 i. Tan, per pair, 35/-

('nrrbce pnid In U.K. Foreign Ñ�Ð¾Ñ�Ð¸Ð´Ðµ extra. Can be had

in all efzee. Send size or outline of foot and Fontal Order.

Trial order proveÂ« the " Fife " merit.

Catalotnu o/ "f4/n " Pootwar Â»rnt on request.

A. T. HOGG,

No. 64. STRATHnlGLO, FIFE.

The Pioneer and Leader of the * BOOM by Poet " Trade.
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miseries through

Neurasthenia. Morbid Fears, Neuritis or Neuralgiai

Chronic Gastritis. Chronic Colitis, Chronic CON I-

Chronic Rheumatism, Diabetes. Graves' DiseaseÂ«

Chronic Pilos, Chronic Asthma, Chronic BronchitisÂ»

Chronic Eczema, Acne, and other Chronic Heart,

Lung:Â« Nerve. Skin, Digestive, Uric Acid, Kidney,

Bladder and Prostate Troubles, when gentle, simple,

yet thoroughly reliable

SYSTEMATIC TREATMENT

might quickly relieve and surely cine these Chronic

Maladies ? If you have taken the usual prescriptions,

tried many patent medicineÂ«, and are still uncured, older

at once and read without delay

64

M ALAMES9*

Thei* Causes, Cf>uÂ»set aÂ»<t Cure.

By MA URfCE ERNEST, Ð�/..Ð�.,

Hotnaeflj>atkic Consultant.

Nearly 200 pairee Ð¨Ð¸Ñ�(Ð³Ð°Ð¬-Ñ�1. O

10th Edition. "Â»-

The author, Dr. Mnurice Kniest, of 93. Cromwell

Road, London, is an unorthodox medical man who has

given more thought to, and thanks to his large practice

gained more experience in. the treatment of Everyday

Chronic MaladieÂ« than any living authority. His book

will show you how Systematic Treatment can cure

almost any Chronic Aiiment. ThousandÂ« of Chronic

Sufferers have benefited by " EverydayChronic Maladies"

Send at Ð¾Ð¿Ð¾Ðµ Ð¯/- f Postal Order or St.imps) to the Pub-

lishers. M. A. ADAM & CO.. 86, New Oxford Street,

London, W.C.I, and the IKX>K will arrive, post free, by

return ; 01 oniei Â¡t :it the bookstall.

VARICOSE VEINS & RUPTURE

Positively Cured by a Marvelloue New Method.

Instant Call or Write Ð�Ð�Ð�Ð¡ TFST <""*

Relief NOW for-- Ð�Ð�Ð¬Ð�, 1 LÃ  1 Booklet.

Expert Muir Ð�' Ffinifllr l-'ittt'rp ultrniiR tu ttltniÃtfitire.

LE BRASSEUR SURGICAL MANUFRG. Co., Ltd.,

(Dept. D.A.). 26. Sackville St.. "Â¡ccadilly. London. W.

Manrhrttrr Hrnni-l: : Princes Chambers. 26. I'all Mall.

Until Offirr: 90. Worcester St.. BIRMINGHAM.

WISE WEDLOCK

Ð¢Ð«Â« new volume by Dr. O. Courtfnay Beale ia

full of sane, sober information with au entire

ahwiiop o{ the frivolity and unnecessary erotium

which some authors exploit when writing upon

intimate matrimonial relationships. Enquiries

which reach us through the articles on Birth

Control, published in our (Â¡d. monthly magazine,

" Health and Efficiency." prove that there is

a very urgent need for plain, straightforward

answers to questions that trouble 99% of married

couples. This demand has ticen filled by

WISE WEDLOCK 69 "?Â£

It Is Ñ� must necessary book for every man niul woman

of mature age and should be read very carefully by

those alrait to lie married. It answers every question

likely to worry man or wife. It will save much

misunderstanding and promote very considerable

happiness. The price includes a copy of " Hralth

and Efficiency," the only journal In the English

language with an advanced programme for Health,

Purity, and Physical Culture.

Send your cheque or P.O. for Ð²Ñ�. 9d. toâ��

HEALTH PROMOTION, LTD., Dept. 39,

19 21, LUDCATE HILL, LONDON, E.C.4.

CONSUMPTION

ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS, A NASAL CATARRH.

The Dr. Edwin W. Alabonc Treatment.

Ð� FTER the most severe testÂ«; of over 40 years there can now

JrV be no doubt as to the success of the " Ala bone Treat-

ment1' in the Cure of Consumption. From all parts of the

world reports have been received from professional men an<:

others stating that cases of phthisis have been permanent!}

cured by its adoption.

Prior to the advent of the Alabonr Treatment it was taken at

a foregone conclusion that no consumptive could ever be well

again, but hundreds of consumptives who. acting on advice,

have undergone the Treatment, have been restored to their

wonted health, and able to resume their usual vocations ; in

many of these cases the cur<s have been little short of miraculous,

seeing that the patients were in the last stage of consumption,

and in such a condition generally that all hope for them had

been abandoned.

MEDICAL OPINIONS.

"Near Cardiff. April 3rd. IKS.

" I>t-nr Sire. In reply to your letter re the further renewal of your

Treatment for my daughter, I :im iÂ»1t?aeÂ«l to inform you that inert

1Ñ� no further necenity for her continuing the Treat meut ; the rejxirt

of Â«ur Medical Adyiser utatee that Hhe ha* now fully recovered. We

are retiiniinn tÂ«-day the apparatus, etc.. In box by rail.

" Wi wieh to exprÂ«w our thank*, and lieg to state that we Imro

every confidence In your Treatment.

" Should you ilcwin' any further UwtimonUl. Â»hall he plcneetl to

furniflh you with the name."

"Bournemouth. March Â»th, itKSi.

" I *lmll IK- returning the Machine hired front you last SepUrnVr.

My own I>.K-i.-i thinks 1 ihsll U> all right now. and told me the im-

provement wan wouderful. an he himself bad done alt he could for me

and nrvrr expectÂ«! to Ð»ÐµÐµ mich Ð» difference In me."

"London. 8.E.23. February 14tb. 1ftÂ«.

" I must writÂ«- and tell you that the T.B. I>octor for â�� thoroughly

exam i mil me yesterday. It in four months since my hut examina-

tion, which WAJ about the ooniiiH-iicenii-nt of ni.v takinir 141 your

Treatment. The. report. ieexretMiniÃ¯ly MUiefactnrj : Tin- ]>m>torMated

that the ftuprovement in my IUMK trn* inarvrUou*. and that I did not

eeem the Ð¼Ð¸Ð¼Ð¾ man he previously examined, it w ns Ð½> marked."

Full part i ciliar* and copie* of recent testimonials und mÃ©ditÂ»! opinions

ill he sent freeon application to the Secretary. The Edwin W. AlatliÂ«

Treatment, Ltd.. Lynton House. 12. Highbury Quadrant. London. V5.

Ð³Ð»Ð¼ also IK- nhtaiiml I>r. Alfthnne'iilmpnrtinr 1Ð½*4Ñ�. " Th.-

,

from whom

Curc for

"

('otuumpti'tn, Avtlinin

hich will lie forwa

. .

. Bronchi t in, ami "flier Piwasen of the

dÂ«><l foraÂ«. 6d punt fn-.\

OVER 40 YEARS' WORLD WIDE REPUTATION

HEIGHT INCREASED

By n.H'tinK inv Â«inipl,- Â»Ð¼.Ñ�Ð¿. you Ñ�Ñ�Ð¿ put. liirlii-Â«

on tÂ» jrnur bright in threeui.mili- Noapparatui.

no medicines. Ordinary habits retained.

SiMid ntnnip for vnrticulan. tf-tiinnnmlH, and f-ni.

OiiarantÂ«. to PROFESSOR PRO WSE.SperiBli.i

in the IncreaiÂ«1 of Heiffht.

4, Oak House, Parkhurst Road. N.T.

N.Bâ�� buii.Â» shniilil u-nil stnlliv for my llviplit :in,l

'

Ð�Ð�Ð¨-GROWING

DISCOVERY.

Many who were completely bald have grown

a full crop of beautiful hair by using the

method employed by N'orth American Indians.

This is composed of genuine bear fat, u it h

the juice of the rare pilocarpus plant.

The preparation known as Kotalko may be

obtained by sending sixpence stamps or P.O.

for trial size, to John Hart Brittain, Ltd., 2,

Percy Street (201 A.R.), London, \V.1.

Marvellous and speedy growth of hair has

been reported even when baldness has

existed for years.
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FREE

PRIZEÂ«

Â£200

Â£10O, Â£5O

Two Â£25,

26 Consolation Prizes.

MATERNITY

(Finlays Patents, ndjnstahle any wzel

AVrite for Particulars of priws, also

FREE WONDERFUL BABY BOOK

(Everything for Mother and Baby

Fashions Bulletin and Patterns of

Latest. Materials at various prices.

Gowns from 42/- SkirtÂ« from 1511

Costumes ., 63 - Corsets . 14 1

Money refunded if not drtiftttt*!.

All postal enquiÃ±e* toâ��

.

London Showroome: <7Â« Duke St. (facing gclfridge'al, W.L

DIABETES

For the most varied and Helpful diet approved by the

Profession send 6d. for samples and particulars to

CHELTINE & MANHU FOODS COMPANY,

CHELTENHAM.

NO MORE

GREY H AI R

.â�¢ YOUR HAIR

.â�¢' FIXES YOUR AGE

,â�¢ At the first sign of a

â�¢ grey hair, just stop and

.* imagine how old you will *,

' look when thosegreyhairsmultiply. Take '

â�¢ immediate actionâ��restore t he natural col-

; our with VALENTINE'S EXTRACT,and

â�¢ you will look many years younger. It is a

â�¢ lasting stain which does not show, will

â�¢ not wash out and is harmless. Black or

*. any shade of brown quickly secured. .'

â�¢ Of Chemists 1/3, 2/6. and 6/- : or by post â�¢

Â» 3d. eitri from B. W. Valentine, 46Ð». â�¢

â�¢ Holborn Viaduc!. London, B.C. 1. â�¢

TINE'S

EXTRACT

TWILIGHT SLEEP

Painless Childbirth at Streatham Manor, the oldest established, beet

equipped and best conducted Twilight Sleep Home in England. We

have treated nearly a thousand cases. The mother is in the constant

care of the resident physician. Guv's Hospital-trained Matron, and

specially certificated staff of Guy's Hospital nurses. Write for terms.

'Tfie London Home of Twilight Sleep. Strcatham Manor. London, S.W. 16

AFTER INFLUENZAâ��

you arc particularly susceptible to infection.

fit and well by spraying

through your home, "i'romt'ssol " is exactly

like n charming perfume and i? motitrronomieal

in u-. . i -in .II i. ..u,. m ',.- â�¢ l )â�¢; i* Semi

UÂ»-<lay /or comiiletÂ« uutnt. consisting of

" ( 'rometwol " and liottlc Spray. jx>st fi4ie, Ð²/-.

Money refunded If not satisfied.

CROMESSOL CO. (Dept. S),

323, Paisley Kd. West, Glasgow.

instantly kills all nits and vermin in

the hair, and is pleasant in use.

Mothers will find this unequalled

for keeping the children's hair

in a clean and healthy condition.

In 4d., 8d., & 1/3 sizes

of all chctmsls.

RANKIN & CO.

KilmnrnoclÃ Scotland.

2 <?>

JU-JU NIGERIAN

MASCOT.

Not a Toy,

Not a Doll,

but an

Unique

Talisman,

13ins. high,

Hand-Carved.

PRICE

Â£2.2.0

Carriage Paid.

Unsolicited

Comments :

MANUFACTURER -

': Crisis safely passed."

CANDIDATEâ��

'â�¢Successful."

STOCKBROKER

" Worth its weight in

gold."

ACTRESS

â�¢â�¢ Made successful

debut."

SPINSTERâ��

â�¢' Now hnppils' mar-

ried."

JOCKEYâ��

" Luck changed."

FOR LUCK!

Opportunity knocks at everybody's door, whether

he be Statesman. Peer or Peasant.

Can you afford to ignore this

Lucky African Talisman ?

Secure Now This Lucky African Mascot.

JU-JU SOCIETY (DePt. s).

Imperial Building!, Wertgate Road, Newcastle-upon-Tyni.

CUT THIS OUT.



54

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

A WONDERFUL TEST

OFFER TO ALL WITH

IMPOVERISHED HAIR

Send 6d. only.

EVERY woniim and every man in any way troubled with

irapoveriBhed. .lull, lift-less, thinning, splitting, or falling

hair may test Ñ� proved mid rompleu-ly murwwfiil method of

tnnishing the*Â« troubles pimply by Â»tending P.O. for ed, to

the addrese Inflow.

Those previously wurrivd for years with hatr (Ð�Ð�Ð°Ð«Ñ� say

nothing MI <|uickly Â¡nul so marvellously reetort-s huir health

and Ireauty Ð°Ñ�

JOHN CRAVEN-BURLEIGH'S

True Hair Grower

Why let hair poverty age your

appearance ? Teet this simple

method of regaining hair hwilth

and beauty to-diiy. -â�¢ n-i fid.

'.O only, or if you desire the

fulUlzed treatment Â»end P.O.

for 5'- to-

JOHN

CRAVEN - BURLEICH

(Room 8.1)

U, New Oxford Street,

London, W.O.

YOU CANNOT AFFORD TO

STAMMER

I CURED MYSELF

of Stammering. You

MI Cure YourselÐ� or

. child) by the name

simple and Inex-

penilve home

treatment. Thorough ami perfect cure or no

charge. Full particularÂ» will Usent free prirately

if you mention /'â�¢ Strand IfflmftM and endone

a!, Â»tamp for postage. PRANK S. HUGHES.

7, Southampton Row. High Holborn, LONDON. W.C.I.

How Doctors

Avoid Colds

A great Physician said he never had a Cold

although constantly in the way of infection,

simply because he KEPT HIS NOSE IN

(">Kl" R. Another prescribed inhaling anti*

BCptJCS.

To avoid Colds and Influenza, use

Dr. MACKENZIE'S

SMELLING BOTTLE

OfrIlChem'tli&SloraZI-oriKalfrceinU.K/arÃ®lifslamfaI

Dr. Mackenzie's Arsenical Soap,

Ideal for the complexion.

John Taylor's Oxygen Tooth Powder,

In tins, 7Jd.. 1/3, 216 and 41-.

MACKENZIE'S LABORATORY, READING

VARICOSE VEINS

WEAK LEGS & JOINTS

NO MORE ELASTIC STOCKINGS

Yarlvane SupportÂ« are made of unehrlnkahle

â�¢i i â�¢ i. ; i ] are economical, cool, comfortable, and con renient ^

they are uot ready â�¢ made articles, hut made

strictly to measure.

How to Meaeure : (iive iiumtar of inches round

lee at points A. R and Ð� for Thiph : O. D. and Ð� for

Knee: Ð�. F. and U for Calf, and

II U and M for Ankle. Take the

measurements over the liare skin.

Calf Support, Knee Support,

Ankle Support.

A. 106 each ; Class 11 711 each

â�¢ im><u far Illuelratal Booklet, Ankle

THE VARIVANE CO.,

Dein. 40, W, Flnsbury Square,

London, E C.2.

Ã�aÂ»

Cuide

ELECTRIC "SHOWERS OF LIFE"

Amazing Success in the Cure of Illness

and Nerve Weakness.

An amazing scientific feat is the invention and perfection of the

"Ajax" Dry-Cell Body Battery. Under this unpieientious name

practically me whole force for good that electricity possesses in rela-

tion to the human frame h:is been harnessed and controlled.

Practically it supplies what is equal lo Ð» shower hath of electric life,

which, though it cannot actually Ite seen, continually passes into the

system and builds up exhausted nerve centres and tired tissues.

The nerves and organs of the body only get run down when the

supply of fuel is exhausted â��in other words, when the electric reserve

of utal energy is at a low ebb. This is the reason why the "Ajax"

so quickly replenishes and renews health and strength.

You can easily experience this wonderful healing, curative, and

strengthening power by simply putting on one of these batteries while

you are rest ing. Then this shower bath of electric ;itoms streams through

into the nerve-cenlres without the slightest shock, irritation or prick-

ing of ihe skin. All you feel is the slow, steady, pulsating action â��

scarcely more perceptible than the heart-beats themselvesâ��that

conveys the current to every nerve, muscle, and tissue.

In this way are such troubles as Rheumatism, Gout, Lumbago, and

Sciatica abolished for ever. Thus are nil forms of n*rve weakness,

Neuralgia,Chronic Tiredness and Sleeplessness thrust from the system,

never to return. So also Indigestion and Dyspepsia, Kidney Trouble,

Liver, Bowel and Stomach complaints are cured without the slightest

inconvenienc", n ml in the most pleasant manner possible. Just one

hour each day, while you are resting, you put on the " Ajax" Battery,

which is permanently charged, and enjoy the gradual but sure return

of health and strength that unce you thought impossible.

Stop Drugging & Taking Useless Medicines

//-Ð¼-.-. Â»44 ptart thiÂ» you will "'..'/ ffi.fi the hnhit prom upon you. OH back to

AViinÃ¯vâ��fÂ« the preatfet pi ft conferred upon mankind to cure the ailing and to

,â�¢>'â�¢', r .,',,,,..','1 to the vpnk.

More about (hit faÂ»cinatinq titbject you can learn, quite free of all roui, by Â»enrliny for the wondtrful free book detffibiaff the " Ajax"

find how it ÐµÐ½Ð³'-Â» JuÂ»t - 'â�¢â�¢' your â��.!â�¢â�¢â�¢ and addrtt*. Â»>â�¢ if you call at the tirititn Blrrtric /nstituteyov can learn in Ð° Ñ�ÐµÐ³Ñ�Ð¾Ñ�Ð°!

fOHÂ»ultiition, and at th?. Â»ame time tett the apjtliance >'.*â�¢â�¢< without coÂ»t or obligation of tiny kiitd. The one point to

1Ð® \Â»Ð� DKLA Y. Write or call to-day while the addreu it freÂ»h in your mind.

remember it

BRITISH ELECTRIC INSTITUTE (Dept. 17), 25, Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C.1

Sort Ð¸ AFRICAN BRANCH : 70, Ð�>Ð½Ñ�< Ð¸ VKI> BTRKRT, P.O. Box Ñ�-"-' Ð�Ð¾Ð²Ð»!Ð¿Ð³ÐºÑ�Ð½Ð³ÐºÐ¾.
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Constipation is Responsible

for 50% of all the Illnesses that attack Civilization.

MAXALDING will positively Eradicate Constipation and its resultant Disorders under

Absolute Guarantee. Drugs do not cure. They relieve temporarily. Incidentally they

weaken and disturb other functions!

Read these Umoliciled Testimonials received from Patients and Pupils

treated through the medium of Correspondence

Gentleman, age 75.â��" I am beginning to feel benefit from Maxalding

I have not ihat Tired Feeling I used to have when walking any

distance."

Lady, age 43.â��"1 thank you for your attention to my letters, and am satisfied

wilh results already received, and hope for a continued improvement."

Gentleman, age 51.â��"My first desire was to be relieved of the Constipation,

from which I nave suffered for many years. This result has been achieved

There is a marked Improvement in General Health, and even the Muscular

Development is quite noticeable. The guarantee you cive appears to be

quite justified."

Lady, age 25.â��'' Your course has been of unspeakable benefit to me. I feel

Stronger, more Alert and Energetic. Both Mind and Body are improved

immeasurably. I take delight in carrying out the lessons."

Gentleman, age 39.â��" I assure you that 1 have derived great benefit from your

course. I have put on Muscle and Flesh, and Weigh 16 Ibs. Heavier.

Maxalding does NOT involve the use of physical jerks, dumb-bells, chest

i jÂ« , ,. expanders, or other artificial and antiquated media.

A CoTre.9tiondfnfe Pttnil performing Ike f . T, .. e ~ . . .. .....

marreUmu abdominal a>,,l,ol,cMch hat enrol Kxercises for the Rradication of Constipation Ind^esUon. Biliousness,

Â¿â��ndred* of Â«Ð¸Ð¼ of ConriipatioÂ». Neurasthenia, etc., may be earned out t the toilet, taking up no extra time.

Kxercises for full lung development and circulation, before and upon getting

out of bed. Exercises for the eradication of obesity, and exceptional development of the musclesâ��as shown in my announcementÂ«

â��just before retiring at night.

No person of intelligence need be held down or hampered by Indifferent Health. We are all more or less the

victims of Circumstance and Environment. Get the MAXALDING Habit and so Master Circumstance.

An explanatory booklet will be sent gratis and post free to any interested person living in any part of the world. When

writing please state whether you desire (i) the eradication of functional disorder ; (2) the development of nervous energy ; or

(3) great speed, strength, and heavy muscular development.

A. M. SALDO, MAXALDING. 56, Cranbourn Chambers, Leicester Sq.. London, Eng.

DRINK HABIT

Conquered in 3 days.

Years have passed since I was freed from the drink habit.

Since then I have been the means of aiding thousands Of men

and women to give up alcohol. Some have willingly taken

treatment, others hive been saved without knowing the cause.

The drink craze disappears, and is re-

placed by a more normal condition of

appetite, Ã±ervos, etc. The improve-

ment In the health of an ex-drinker

is marvellous when he gives up alcohol.

Men drinking a bottle of whleky or

more dally are safely ami effectively

stopped. No danger to health, but

a steady improvement manifests

itself from day to day. There is

no inclination for alcohol ; the former

drinker is surprised und delighted at

the great change.

The legions of testimonials, with

photographs, which come to me from all over the world, offer

irrefutable evidence of the sterling merit of my treatment. I

send ample proof to every inquirer. Thrtf days' guaranteed

It costs nothing to receive my book. It tells of my own

experience and of how you may save yourself or another. Mine

is a genuine, reliable, and safe treatment, that can be

THE DANGER

OF IGNORANCE

THE great conspiracy of silence on Ñ�ÐµÑ� matters has

been tolerated too long. The result of false

knowledge gathered from undesirable sources is

apparent everywhere. YOU must realise the necessity

of understanding, for your own guidance and happiness,

and for the sake of those who loo); to you for help on the

complex problems of <ex and Nature. These books are

pure, clean, ami wholesome, yet they remove the veil from

KatOrtt and lay bare the wonderful secrets of life and sex.

The prices Include postage and a copy of " Health

and Efficiency " Magazine, 6d. monthly.

MATRIMONY: Its Obligations and Privi-

leges. By "Ð�..- B\iiii>. A remarkable <>X|H>MJ.

tion ni the truth ÐµÐ¾Ð¿Ð³ÐµÐ»Ð¿Ð¼Ð¸ murrinmÃ¯ ..

MANHOOD: The Facts of Life Presented

to Men. By CHARLE-Tn.iMi-4.,4

WOMANHOOD. liv Mox* â�¢ -in.. Preface by

Dr. Mary Sclmrlieb. The trm*. bountiful niraninc

of Womtuihoml explained ..

BOYHOOD. The Facts of bife and Sex for

Boys. By fiTAiiLKs THOMPSON, with arnreface by

the Ð�|Ñ�Ð²Ñ�* (Â»Ðº BIRMINGHAM. Teaches them dourly

and keepÂ« them straight

YOUTH AND MAIDENHOOD; OF, Sex

Knowledge for Young People. A IIPÂ«- book-

by WAITER M. O*u.iÂ» HAS dealing syiiii4itlu-ticaU.\

with the dlfteufttM of youiiK men ami women.

ORIGIN AND NATURE OF SEX. By Unv

Btenrn Prefa<-e<l by Dr. t1. .!<â�¢ Lnry Evans,

ami many ut hers ..

3-

31-

3-

31-

31-

31-

taken in one's own home privately. The

treatment is supplied under legal guarantee, CEORET

involving no obnoxious restrictions I count Ð�Ð¡ U Ð� Ð¡ I

friends by the thousandsâ��men and women â�¢â�¢â�¢ n P|J â�¢"

who are known to me only by correspon- â�¢ IÂ» â�¢Â» CL

denceâ�� who praise the Wo'xls Treatment

for the benefit it has done them, or others near and dear,

I Will Send you my book in plain, sealed envelope promptly,

post paid, on receipt of your request. I appeal especially to

those who have wasted money on ineffective remedies.

Correspondence strictly confidential. Address :

Edw. J. Woods, Ltd., 167, Strand (353 B.C.). London, W.C.2.

HOW TO LOVE : The Art of Courtship and

Marriage. By W.U.TKR M. GIU.I. IM\. Tin-

way to true happiness is by iimb-rstaiiiliiip. This

I Â«ink give1* thiir Â»milcrstmnling ,.

SPECIAL OFFER.â��The complete set of above

books 18 6, post free. Including a copy of "Health

and Efficiency."

f*en<l for these important books to-day to :

H EALTH PROMOTION, LTD., Dept. 39,

19-21, LUDQATE HILL, LONDON, E.G.

3/-
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You will find it a simple and pleasant operation

to fit your summer shoes with

ENGLEBFRT

sfflSUBSOLESÂ«;

You can easily fix them yourself with the Engle-

l*rt Solution supplied free with each pair.

Subcoles are Invisible in Wear and in hot. tiring

weather they make walking a pleafur*.

If you cannot obtain Subsolcs from your local dealer, Â¡end

us Ais name and address, or u'e will forward a pair with

free tube of solution for 29 (Ladies') or 41- (Cent.'s).

PLEASE J.TATE SI2K OF BOOT.

ENGLEBERT TYRES. LTD. D.-pt. 32 ,

45 46. Clipstone Street. London. W.I. and at

79 83, Downing Street, Manchester.

MANSFIELD'S

PATENT AUTOMATIC

Water & Oil Finder s

are used by leading Governments. RaÃl-

way Corr panics, Lnnd Companies,

Well - I'oring KncÃ¯neers, rind others.

Ð� Colonial Engineer writes:

"Hi nee i>nn-}iM.4Mir tW Instrument

I h:ne Melertfil Ð¯1Ð® altee, mont of

whirl! I hnre either LoreÂ«! IIIMMI with

Ð¾Ñ� n\vn pliinu. or lm<l (Ð¸Ñ�Ð° by iiib-

Pi ices of \V;. ter Finding In-Ãtrnmentsare:

Ã�50 localinc at all <ieuth4 up to aooft.

Â£75 Â«oft.

JEWS ..... , â�� â�� i.oooft.

Famous Briars by

Ã¯?c Â©loe Briar.

At 5/6 and 6/6- " Ye Olde Briar" is a

Pipe-Bargain.

Attractively designed in well-seasoned Briar

root, this popularly priced brand is supplied

in all the usual shapes and ensures a perfect

smokeâ��sweet as a nut. cool aÂ» a cucumber.

At the price a better pipe is impossible.

From most Tobacconists throughout the world.

T fade enquiries lo L. OK LI Ð�, 62, Barbican,

London, E.C.I, England. Est. 1899.

Prices of Water and OÃ�I Finding In-

stnimenis are :

Â£200 i'n-alingat all depths up to 3,=ooft.

Â£275 ,, , ...... , 4.5ooft.

Â£375 ,, â�� ,. â�� â�� Ã³.oooft.

Delivery at Coloni-il or Foreign

Seapoits Â¿3 extra.

We undertake the location of sites

and boring at lump sum prices under |

guru Ð» titee of

"No full supply no pay."

â�¢fifut'ttrs on application to

nnti qtefgA/tmg

rallies : " MANTI.

P><i>it. Ð Ñ�Ñ�Ð¿Â», W'ni-hnilif, (HI Kt-fftneÂ», ^

rtrt irith \Vnter tnwAy nitd Irrigation. =

jivrKtHtoi.." Telephone No.: 1392IÃ�ASR. Ð«

Only an " ONWARD " Oven can

make cooking as cheap as that,

because the "ONWARD" is equipped

with a special device to retain heat and

economise in pas consumption. And it

cooks to perfection in half the time.

No spoiled dishes. Simply leave it to

the "ONWARD*1 to make a positive

success of every meal, and be finished

with cooking drudgery.

Many other advantages are explained in our Book-

let "A Hot Fawurite" which may be had free

on application. Address, Dept. S.

"ONWARD" OvenÂ» Ñ� ne told hy Irt>nmon0er$ every-

where, or may be had from Â¿>ole MakerÂ» and PatenteeÂ»,

EDWIN CHAMBERS, LTD.

Onward Works. Leeds Road, Bradford.
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WITH the bright, sunny

days you long for

clothes that reflect

the joyousness of the season.

New frocks, blouses, jumpers,

may be expensive, but Twink

will clean and dye all the faded

garments of last summer at

very little cost.

These are the 24 artistic

shades of Twink.

Nary Blue Purple

Light \avy Old Gold

Saxe Blue Grey

Royal Blue Black

Pale Blue . Geranium Red

Shell Pink Pillar Box Red

Salmon Pink Nigger Brown

Old Rose Tabac Brown

Rust Red Daffodil Yellew

Reseda Tangerine

Lilac Grass Green

Wine Jade Green

PRICE 7ed PER PACKET.

Of all Chemists, Grocers, Oilmen, Stores,

Chandlers, tic.

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED. PORT8UNLI6HT

T.W. 37 2j.

Twink

for

Summer Clothes

f 41

A

HiÂ« Ñ�Ð¼ Heari Ik New Tnk Ð�Ð°Ð¸ Mine?

Comprising the latest Fol Trot and Waltz.

together with an excellent Parade March.

Price bÂ¿. per copy. Post free 7ed

Copies may be obtained from

LEVER BROTHERS LTD.,

29/30. Bedford Street. Strand. W C.I
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